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ADVERTISEMENT TO PART VII 

NUMBERS 189-225 



1 WOULD acknowledge with particular gratitude the liberality of the HoN. Mbs Max- 
WELL-Sgott in allowing the examination and use of the rich store of ballads accumulated 
at Abbotsford by her immortal ancestor ; and also that of Lobd Bosebeby in sending to 
Edinburgh for inspection the collection of rare Scottish broadsides formed by the late 
David Laing, and permitting me to print several articles. 

The Rev. S. BABmG-GouLD has done me the great favor of furnishing me with copies 
of traditional ballads and songs taken down by him in the West of England. 

I am much indebted to the Rev. W. Fobbes-Letth for his good offices, and to Mb Mao 
MATH, as I have been all along, for help of every description. 

F. J. C. 

OOTOBBB, 189a 



ADVERTISEMENT TO PART VIII 

NUMBERS 226-265 



A C01IBIDBBABI.E portion of this eighth number la devoted to texts from Abbotsford. 
Many of these were used by Sir Walteb Scott in the compilation of the Minstrelsy of the 
Scottish Border ; many, again, not less important than the others, did not find a place in that 
collection. They are now printed either absolutely for the first time, or for the first time 
without Tariation from the form in which they were written. All of them, and others which 
were obtained in seuson for the Seventh Part, were transcribed with the most conscientions 
and vigilant care by Mr Machath, who has also identified the handwriting, has searched the 
namerons volumes of letters addressed to Sir Walter Scoin for information relating to the 
contribatora and for dates, and has examined the homblet editions of printed ballads in the 
Abbotsford hbrary ; this without remitting other help. 

Very cordial thanks are offered, for texts or information, or for both, to the Rev. S. Bab- 
lNG-GouiJ>, the Rev. W. Fobbes-Letth, Mr Andbew Lang, Dr Geobgb Bibkbbck Hill, 
Mr P. Z. Round, Dr F. J. Fmun^ALL, Mr Jaues Babclat Mdbdoch, Dr Giusepfh 
PrrBft, of Palermo, Mr WlLLiAU Walkbb, of Aberdeen, Mr Datid MaoRitohib, of Edin- 
bui^h, Mr James Gibb, of Joppa, Mr Jaues Raine, of York, Rev. William Leslie 
Ghbistie, of London, Mrs Maby TaoMSOK, of Fochabers, and Mr GeOBOb M. RiCHABDSOK, 
late of Harvard College ; for not«8 on Slavic popalar literature, to Mr JoHH KAStowiCZ, 
of Warsaw, and Professor Wilhslm WollkeB; and for miscellaneous notes, to my col. 
leagne. Professor G. L. KittbedOB. 

So far aa can be foreseen, one part more will bring this book to a close ; it is therefore 
timely to say i^ain that I shall be glad of any kind of assistance that will make it less 
imperfect, whether in the way of supplying omiasions or of correcting errors, great or amaU. 

F. J. C. 

FEBRDivr, 1893. 
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IDO. JAHIB TBLFEB OF THE PAIR DODHEAD 



i. 9*. brother is dead : ef. b. (De«d is death.) 
10'. For twa drifts of his aheep I gat : cor- 
rected in ScoU and in the Campbell MS. 
15'. lee, b lye : corrected to fee in Camjibell 

MS. {ee = awe.) 
16'. shaft is corrected to sharp in Scott and 

the Campbell MS. 
24*. Jersawigham's : ef, b. 
I. There is a burden after the first, sectmd, and 
fourth line, variously given ; as. Fa (La, 
Ta) la didle, Ta la la didle, etc., after tlie 
first and aeoond ; Fala didle, lal didle, Tal 
didle, tal diddle, after the fourth. 
2'-' wanting. Z*-*. l''" m the MS. 
2*. flee. 2*. he is. 3'. Thaafor Now. 
6*. both with. 5'. out a. 
6'. li they should all hare bnrsen. 
6*. From. 7*. hero wanting. 8'. Will 
8'. we shall. 8". pound. 8*. sliaU. 
9'. in. 9*. brother 'b dead {death). 
10*. For twa drifts of his sheep I gott. 
10'. not me. 10*. me that he can keep. 
11*. worth other three. 11' wanting. 



12''' written as 11* : The pick and tar was 
never so dark but I 'le guide you over you 
billies high. 

12** wanting. 15'. be waa that. 16'. elooth. 

16*. little lye. 16'. shaft. 16*. Gar warn. 



17'. I 



)the 



17'. see that it be by the. 

17'. Coracowthart. 17*. ow? 18'. beneath. 

19'. era ; da. 19». not 19*. either taue. 

21'. But H. : gates tliey had been. 21*. set. 

21*. Noble he. 

23'. lamps for heaps (heaps in 23'). 

24'. Coreoothart. 24'. Jera a wighanu. 

25'. They have tane now H. N. 

26'. bow-strings. 

25*. his heart was never so wae. 

26'. on for. 27*. cuist 27'. Then eveiy. 

27*. John of. 28'. for fouchald. 

29'. hrave toaTUing : for to. 30' wanting. 

32'. had nothing. 33'. now /or sweet 

33'. Crisenty. 34*. And keep. 

35'. cald now. 

35*. That eat and drank him a of. 



190 

JAMIE TELFER OF THE FAIR DODHEAD 

Minstrelsy of the Soottinh Border, I, 80, 1S02 ; H, 3, 1833. 



Scott, by whom this baU»d was firat pub- 
liahed, and to whom alone it seems to be 
known, gives us no informiitioa how he came 
by it. He says, "There is another ballad, 
under the same title as the following, in 
which nearly the same incidents are narrated, 
with little difference except that the honor 
of rescuing the cattle is attributed to the 
Liddesdikle Elliots, headed by a chief, there 
called Martin Elliot of the Praakin Tower, 
whose son, Simon, ia said to have fallen in 
the action. It is very possible that both the 
Teviotdalfl Scotts and the Elliots were en- 
gaged in the affair, and that each claimed 
the honor of the victory." Ed. 1833, 11. 3. 



Scott has suggested that an article in the 
list of attempts upon England, fouled by the 
commissioners at Berwick in the year 1587, 
may relate to the subject of the ballad. 

October, 1582.* 

Thomis Mui«Tive, de- I Walur Scott, T.alrd ) 900 kine and 
putv of BewcBiile, ^ oi Bucklutb, tad his S oxen, 300 giit 
uii{ the leauiu, aguQBt 1 complices ; for ) uid shaep. 

Bewcastle, of which Thomas Musgrave at 
the above date was deputy and captain, was, 
says Percy, a great rendezvous of thieves and 
moss-troopers down to the last century. " It 

* KicoUOD aDd Burn, History of Westmorlsnd and Cam- 
berland, p. xxxi. 
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is banded down by report," he remarks, "that 
there was formerly an Order of Council that 
no inhabitant of Bewcoatle should be returned 
on a jury." That the deputy of the warden, 
an officer of the peace, should be exhibited as 
making a raid, not in the way of retaUation, 
but simply for plunder, is too much out of 
rule evea for fiewcastle, and does not speak 
favorably for the antiquity of the ballad. 

Taking the story as it stands, the Captain 
of BewcaBtle, who is looking for a prey, is 
taken by a guide to the Fair Dodhead, which 
he pillages of kye and everything valuable. 
Jamie Telfer, whose threat of revenge the 
Captain treats with derision, runs ten miles 
afoot to the Elliots of Stobs Hall, to whom 
he says he has paid mail, st. 11, and asks 
help. Gib Elliot denies the mail, and tells 
bim to go to the Scotts at Branksome where 
he has paid it. Telfer keeps on to Coultart 
Cleugh, and there makes his case known to 
a brother-in-law, who gives him a mount 
" to take the fray " to Catslockhill. There 
William's Wat, who had often eaten of the 
Dodhead basket, gives him bia company and 
that of two sons, and they take the fray to 
Branksome. Buccleuch collects a body of 
men of his name, and sends them out under 
the command of Willie Scott, who overtakes 
the marauders, and asks the Captain if he 
will let Telfer's kye go back. This he will 
not do for love or for fear. The Scotta set 
on them ; Willie is killed, but two and thirty 
of the raiders' saddles are emptied, and the 
Captain is badly wounded and made prisoner. 
Nor is that all, for the Scotts ride to the Cap- 
tain's house and loose his cattle, and when 
they come to the Fair Dodhead, tor ten milk 
kye Jamie Telfer baa three and thirty. 

Walter ScoU of Harden and Walter Scott 
of Goldifllands, and, according to Scott of 



Satchells, Scott of Commonside, st. 26, were 
engaged with Buccleuch in the rescue of Kin- 
mont Willie. So was Will Elliot of Gocrom- 
bye, at. 27*. 

The ballad was retouched for the Border 
Minstrelsy, nobody can say how much. The 
86th stanza is in Hardyknute style. St. 12 
is not only found elsewhere (cf, 'Young 
Beichan,' E 6), but could not be more inap- 
propriately brought in than here ; Scott, how- 
ever, ia not responsible for that. 

Scott makes the following notes on the lo- 
calities: 

2. Hardbaugbswire is the pass from Lid- 
desdale to the head of Teviotdale. Borth- 
wick water is a stream which falls into the 
Teviot three miles above Hawick. 3. The 
Dodhead was in Selkirkshire, near Singlee, 
where there are still the vestiges of au old 
tower, 7. Stobs Hall: npon Slitterick. 10, 
Branksome Ha, the ancient family-seat of the 
lairds of Buccleuch, near Hawick. 13. The 
Coultart Cleugh is nearly opposite to Carlinrig, 
on the road between Hawick and MosspauL 
26. The est&teB mentioned iu this verse be- 
longed to families of the name of Scott re- 
siding upon the waters of Borthwick and 
Teviot, near the castle of their chief. 27. 
The pursuers seem to have taken the road 
through the hills of Liddesdale in order to 
collect forces and intercept the forayers at 
the passage of the Liddel on their return to 
Bewcastle. 29. The Frostylee is a brook 
which joins the Teviot near MosspauL 33, 
38. The Ritterford and Kershopeford are 
Doted fords on the river Liddel. 86. The 
Dinlay is a mountain in Liddesdale. 44. 
Stanegirthside : a bouse belonging to the For- 
esters, situated on the English side of the 
Liddel. 



1 It fell about the Martininaa tyde, 

Whan our Border steeds get com and hay, 
The Captain of Bewcastle bath bound bim to 

And he 'a ower to Tividale to drive a prey. 



2 The fint ae guide that they met wi. 
It was high up in Hardhanghswire ; 
Tlio second guide that they met wi, 
It was laigh down in Borthwick water. 
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^H 3 ' What tidiDgB, what tidings, my trusty guide ? 


Till he cam to the Coultart Cleugh, ^H 


^^H ' Nae ttdiiigs, nae tidings, I hae to thee ; 


And there he shouted baith loud and hie. ^H 


^H Bat gin ye 'U gae to the Fair Dodhead, 


^1 


^H Mony a cow'a cauf I 'U let thee see.' 


14 Then up bespak him auld Jock Grieve : ^M 




' Whae 's this that brings the fray to me ? ' ^M 


^H 4 And when they cam to the Fair Dodhead, 


* It 's I, Jamie Telfer o the Fair Dodhead, ■ 


^H Right hastily they ckm the peel ; 


A harried man I trew I be. ^| 


^^ft They loosed the k^-e oot, ane and a', 


^M 


^^^1 And ranshakled the house right weeL 


15 ' There '9 naething left in the Fair Dodhead ^M 




But a greeting wife and hairnies three, ^^| 


^^B 6 Now Jamie Telfer's heart was sair, 


And sax poor ca's stand in the sta, ^H 


^^H The tear aye rowing in hia ee ; 


A' routing loud for their minnie.' ^H 


^^H He pled wi the Captain to hae his gear, 


^1 


^^H Or else revenged he wad he. 


16 ' Alack a wae ! ' quo auld Jock Grieve, H 




'Alack, my heart is sair for thee ! ^H 


^H 6 The Captain turned him round and iengh ; 


For 1 was married on the elder sister, ^H 


^^H Said, Man, there 's naething in tliy house 


And you on the youngest of a' the three.' ^H 


^^^k But ae auld sword without a sheath. 


^H 


^^H That hardly now wad fell a mouse. 


17 Then he has taen out a bonny black, ^H 




Was right weel fed wi corn and hay, ^H 


^^V 7 The son was na up, hut the moon was down, 


And he 'a set Jamie Telfer on his back, ^M 


^^H It was the gryming of a new-fa'n gnaw ; 


To the Catalockhill to tak the fray. H 


^^H Jamie Telfer has run ten myles a-foot. 


^M 


^H Between the Dodhead and tlie Stoha's Ha. 


18 And whan he cam to the Catalockhill, H 




He shouted loud and cried weel hie. H 


^^M 8 And when he cam to the fair tower-yate, 


Till out and spak him William's Wat, H 


^H He shouted loud, and cried weel hie, 


' whae 'b this brings the fray to me ? ' ^H 


^H Till out beapak auld Gibby ElUot, 


^M 


^H ' Whae 's this that brings the tray to me ? ' 


19 ' It 's I, Jamie Telfer the Fair Dodhead. ■ 




A harried man I think I be ; ■ 


^H 9 ' It 's I, Jamie Telfer o the Fair Dodhead, 


The Captain Bewcastle has driven my ^M 


^H And a harried man I think I be ; 


^M 


^^m There 'a naething left at the Pair Dodhead 


For God's aake, rise and succour me 1 ' ^H 


^H But a waefu wife and hiumies three.' 


^H 




20 ' Alas for wae ! ' quo William's Wat, ^H 


^H 10 <6se seek your succenr at Branksome Ha, 


' Alack, for thee roy heart is sair 1 ^^M 


^H For succour ye 'se get nane frae me ; 


I never cam bye the Fair Dodhead ^H 


^B Gae seek your succour where ye paid black- 


That ever I fand thy basket bare.' ^M 


^^M maO, 


^M 


^^H For, roan, ye neer p^d money to me.' 


21 He 's set hia twa sons on coal-black steeds, ^M 




Himsel upon a freckled gray, ^H 


^^H 11 Jamie has turned him round about. 


And they are on wi Jamie Telfer, H 


^^P I wat the tear bhnded his ee : 


To Branksome Ha tc tak the fray. ^H 


^^M ' I '11 neer pay mail to Elliot again, 


^H 


^H And the Fair Dodhead I '11 never see. 






They shouted a' baith loud and hie, ^H 


^H 12 ' My honnds may a' rin masterless. 


Till np and spak him auld Buccleuch, ^M 


^^H My hawks may fly frae tree to tree, 


Said, Wliae 's this brings the fray to roe ? ^M 


^^H Uy lord may grip my vassal-lands. 


H 


^^H For there again maun I never be ! ' 


23 ' It '3 I, Jamie TeUer the Fair Dodhead, H 




And a harried man I think I be ; H 


^H 13 He has turned him to the Tiviotrside, 


There 's nought left in the Fair Dodhead H 


^H Een as fast as he could drie, 


But a greeting wife and bairnies three.' ^M 



1 


^■■1 


^^^<^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 
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24 


' Alack for wae ! ' quo the gade aold lord, 






■ Ajid ever my heart is wae for thee ! 


And mony a comely cheek was pale. 




But fye, gar cry on Willie, my son, 






And see that he cum to me speedilie. 


35 But Willie wae stricken ower the head. 

And through the knapscap the sword has 


26 


' Gar warn the water, braid and wide ! 


gane; 




Gar warn it sune and hastilie I 


And Harden grat for very rage, 




They that winna ride for Teifer's kye, 


Whan Willie on the gruod ky slane. 




Let them never look in the face o mo 1 


36 But he 'a taen aff his gude steel cap, 


26 


' Warn Wat o Harden and hia Bona, 


And thrice he 's waved it in the air ; 




Wi them will Borthwick water ride ; 


The D inlay snaw was neer mair white 




Warn Gaudilanda, and Allanhaugh, 


Nor the lyart locks of Harden's hair. 






37 ' Revenge ! revenge ! ' auld Wat can cry; 


27 


' Ride by tlie gate at Prieathaughawire, 


' Fye, lads, lay on them cniellie ! 




And warn the CmrorB o the Lee ; 


We '11 neer see Tiviot aide i^in. 




As ye cum down the Hermitage Slack, 


Or Willie's death revenged s^ be.' 




Waru doughty WiUie o Gorrinbeny.' 


38 mony a horse ran masterless. 


28 The Scotbi they rade, the Scotts they ran, 


The aplintored lancea flew on hie [ 




Sae starkly and sae steadilie, 


Bnt or they wan to the Kershope ford. 




And aye the ower-word o the thrang 


Hie Scotts had gotten the victory. 




Was, Rise for Branksome readilie ! 


39 John o Brigham there was slane. 


29 The ^ar was driven the Frostylee np, 


And John o Barlow, as I hear say, 




Frae the Froatylee unto the plain. 


And thirty mae o the CapUin's men 




Wkin WiUie has tookd his men before, 


Lay bleeding on the grund that day. 




And saw the kye right fast driving. 


40 The Captain was run through the thick of the 


30 


' Wliae drives thir kye,' can Willie say. 


thigh. 




' To make an outspeckle o me ? ' 


And broken was his right leg-hane ; 




' It 'b I, the Captain o BewcasUe. Willie ; 


If he had lived tliia hnndred years. 




I winna layne my name for thee.' 


He had never been loved by woman again. 


31 


' will ye let Teifer's kye gae back ? 


41 ' Hae back the kye ! ' the Captam said ; 




Or will ye do aoght for regard o me ? 


' Dear kye. I trow, to some they be ; 




Or, by the faith of my body,' quo Willie Scott, 


For gin I auld live a hundred years 




• I 'ee ware my dame's cauf's akin on thee.' 


There will neer fair lady smUe on me.' 


32 


' I winna let the kye gae back. 


42 Then word is gane to the Captain's bride. 




Neither for thy love nor yet thy fear : 


Even in the bower where that she lay. 




But r wiU drive Jamie Teifer's kye 


Tliat her lord waa prisoner in enemy's land. 




In spite of every Scott that 's here.' 


Since into Tividale he bad led the way. 


33 


' Set on them, lads 1 ' quo Willie than ; 


43 ' I wad lourd have had a, vrinding-sheet, 




' Fye, lads, set on them crueUie ! 


And helped to put it ower his head. 




For ere they win to tlie Ritterford, 


Ere he bad been disgraced by tlie border Scot, 




Mony a toom saddle there gall be ! ' 


Whan he ower Liddel his men did lead ! ' 


34 Then tiU 't they gaeil. wi heart and hand ; 


44 There was a wild gallant amang us a'. 


1 


The blows feU thick as bickering bail ; 


His name was Watty wi llie Wudspurs 
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Cried, On for his honse in Stanegirthside, 
If ony man will ride with as ! 

45 Wlien they cam to the Stanegirthside, 

They dang wi ti'ees ajid burst the door ; 
They loosed out a' the Captain's kye, 
And set them forth our lads before. 

46 There was an auld wyfe ayont the fire, 

A wee bit o the Captain's kin : 
' Whae dar loose out the Captain's kye, 
Or answer h) him and Ills men ? ' 

47 ' It 's I, Watty Wudapurs, loose the kye, 

I winna layne my name frae thee ; 



And I will loose out the Captain's kye 
In scorn of a' hia men and be.' 

48 Whan they cam to the Fair Dodhead, 

They were a wellcum sight to see. 
For instead of hia ain ten milk-kye, 
Jamie Telfer has gotten thirty and three. 

49 And he has piud the reacue-sbot, 

Baith wi gowd and white monie, 
And at the burial o Wilhe Scott 
I wat was mony a weeping ee. 



28», 32*, 38*. Scots, Scot. In the last edition, 

Scotta, Scott. 
29*. drivand in the later edition. 
81*. cauf in the later edition. 
31K gan in the later edition. 



40. " The Editor has used some freedom with 
the original. The account of the Captain's 
disaster (teste lieva vulnerata) is rather too 
luuve for literal publication." 
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HUGHIE GRAME 



^ 



A. ' The Life and Death of Sir Hugh of tbo Grime.' 
a. Roxburghe Ballads, II, 294. b. Douce BaUaUs, 
11, S04 b. c. RawlitiHon Ballads. 566, fol. 9. -3. 
PilU to purge Melancholy, VI, 289, IT. e. Rox- 
burghe Ballads, III, 344. 

B. 'Hughie Graham,' Johnson's Museam, Ho SOS, p. 
313; Cromek, Reliqucs of Robert Burns, 4tb ed., 
1S17, p. 2»7; Cromek, Select Scottish Soogs, 1810, 

U, 151. 

C. ' Hughie the Grame,' Scott's fiOnttrelty, 1609, III, 
85; 1833, III, 107. 



D. 'Sir Hugh in the Grime's Downfall,' Roxburghe 
Balkda, III, 456, editi^d by J. F. Ebsworth for The 

Ballad Society, VI, 598. 

E. ' Sir Hugh the Graeme,' Buchan's MSS, I, 53 ; 
Dixon, Scottish Traditional Vcrsiona of Ancient 
Ballads, p. 73, Percy Society, vol. xvli. 

F. Uacmatb MS,, p. 79, two stanzas. 

a. 'Hughie Grame,' Harris MS., fol, 27 b, one stanza 



TnEiiE is a copy of the broadside among the A a, collated with another copy " in the hands 

Pepys ballads, II, 148. Ko 130, printed, like of John Baynes, Esq." In a note, p. 332, 

a, b, c, for P. Brooksby, with the variation, Ritaon eays : " In the editor's collection is a 

"at the Golden Ball, near the Bear Tavern, somewhat difEerent ballad upon the same 

in Pye Corner." The ballad waa given in subject, intitled ' Sir Hugh in the Grimes 

Riteon's Ancient Songs, 1790, p. 192, from downfall, or a new song made on Sir Hugh 
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rin the Grime, who was hangd for stealing the 
Bishop's mare." It begins, ' Good Lord John 
is a buntiog gone.' " This last whs evidently 
the late and corrupt copy D. Of C Scott 
aays : " The present edition was procured for 
me by my friend Mr W. Laidlaw, in Black- 
house, and has been long current in Selkirk- 
shire. Mr Ritson's copy has occasionally 
been resorted to for better readings." B is 
partially rewritten by Cunningham, Songs of 
Scotland, I, 327. The copy in R. H. Evans's 
Old BaUads, 1810, I, 367, is A; that in Tlie 
Ballads and Songa of Ayrshire, First Series, 
p. 47, is of course B ; Aytoun, ed. of 1859, 
II, 128, reprints C; Maidment, 1868, II, 140, 
A, II, 145, C. 
^ "Accoi-ding to tradition," says Stenhouae, 
■**Eobert Aldridge, Bishop of Carlisle, about 
Ptfae year 1560, seduced the wife of Hugh 
Graham, one of tbose bold and predatory 
chit£a.w.ho..aaiQnEJflbflbited_what was called. 



f 



The pretended tradition is plainly extracted 
from the ballad, the bishop's name and tbe 
date being supplied from without. The inter 
alia is introduced, and the mare qualified as 
a fine one, to mitigate the ridiculousness of 
making Hugh Graham steal a mare to retali- 
ate the wrong done bira by the bishop. As 
Allan Cunningham remarks, "tradition, in 
all the varieties of ber legends, never invented 
such an unnecessary and superfluous reason 
as this. By habit and by nature thieves, the 
Grtemes never waited for anything like a pre- 
tence to steal." In passing, it may be ob- 
served that Hugh is quite arbitrarily elevated 
to the rank of a predatory chief. 

Scott suggested in 1803, Minstrelsy, I, 86 f., 
that Hugh Graham may have been one of 
more than four hundred borderers against 
whom complaints were exhibited to the lord 
bishop of Carlisle for incursions, murders, 
burnings, m utilations, and spoils committed 



Page 9. I have received, too late for present nse, three traditional copies 
of ' Hughie Grame ' from Abbotsford, two of which are varieties of B, 
the third the original of C. C 2-5, 16. were taken from Ritson, not' with- 
out changes. One of the varieties of B has £ 15 in a form very near to 
No 169, B b. c. 






move the chief obstacle to his guilty passions, 
remained inexorable, and poor Graham fell a 
victim to his own indiscretion and his wife's 
infidelity. Anthony Wood observes that 
there were many charges in this prelate's 
time, both in church and state, but that he 
retained his office and preferments during 
all." Musical Museum, 1853, IV, 297. 



not know whethw the docnment di*d i) eMtatit or 
tcrenible. or whether il wna ex&nimed by Mr T. J. Cai- 
Ijlc for hra pnpcr on the Debaieable Laod ; he mentioni no 
Hugh Grame, p. 13 t. 

Though Gramo* are nameronfl (in 1592 Ihey ware con- 
iidet«tl the ^rentest surname on the wnC bonier oE Eng- 
laod, R. B. ArmKlrone). I have tonnd only one Hush out □( 
the bilUd. Hugh's Francie. thni is Huifh'* >an Francie. is 
l&the list of tbe Granges transported to Ireland in 1607. 



Others during the last years of Bishop Ald- 
ridge'a life, say from 1548 to 1555. Henry 
Lord Scroope of Bolton was appointed to tbe 
place in 1568, retained it thirty years, and 
was succeeded by his son, Thomas. ^ Consid- 
ering how long tbe Scroopes held the warden- 
ship, and that tbe ballad is not so old as the 
middle of the sixteenth century, the fact that 



fficolaog nnd Bum. History of WeBRnorland and Cambei- 
land. I, cxx. 

t Nicolaon and Bum. I, Ixiii, H, 279 f. At far Bishop 
AldridKe'a character, hie bring a Irininier does not mike 
him a "limmer." Ecclenamicg ire not infrequently ac- 
cusc<l in ballads, bat no man is to lose his rrpuudou with' 
out bettrr evidence than that. 

t Nicolion and Bam, I, x, xUi, xdi. 
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a Lord Scroope was not warden in the pre- 
cise year when the complaints were addressed 
to the bishop of Carlisle would be of no con- 
sequence if Scott's conjecture were well sup- 
ported. 

The story is the same in A-D, and in B 
also till we near the end, though there are 
variations in the names. The scene is at Car- 
lisle in A, C, D ; at Stirling in B, E. Lord 
Home, who appears as intercessor for Hugh 
Graham in O, exercises the authority of the 
Scottish warden and arrests Hugh in E. 
Lord Home was warden of the east marches 
of Scotland from 1550, and I know not how 
much earlier, to 1564. The Lord Boles of A 
may possibly represent Sir Robert Bowes, 
who was warden of the east marches of Eng- 
land in 1550 and earlier. The Whitefoords 
of B are adopted into the ballad from the 
region in which that version circulated, they 
being *^an ancient family in Renfrewshire 
and Lanarkshire, and latterly in Ayrshire.'* * 

The high jump which Hugh makes in A 



18, O 12, D 4 (fourteen, or even eighteen, 
feet, with his hands tied on his back), is pre- 
sumably an effort at escape, though, for all 
that is said, it might be a leap in the air. In 
E 16-19, the prisoner jumps an eighteen-foot 
wall (tied as before), is defended by four 
brothers against ten pursuers, and sent over 
sea : which is certainly a modern perversion. 
A is strangely corrupted in several places, 
2*, 11*, 18^. Screw is plainly for Scroope. 
Garlard, sometimes printed Garland, is an 
obscuration of C&rlisle. The extravagance 
in 16^ it is to be hoped, is a corruption 
also. Stanzas 8, 8 of B are obviously, as 
Cromek says, the work of Bums, and the 
same is true of 10^*. But Burns has left 
some nonsense in 11, 12: ,^my sword that's 
bent in the middle clear,' * my sword that's 
bent in the middle brown.' We have more 
of this meaningless phraseology in E 10, 11, 
12, where swords are pointed ^ wi the metal 
clear,' ^ brown,' *' fine.' Stanza 15 of E is bor- 
rowed from ^ Johnie Armstrong.' 



a. Roxbarghe Ballads, II, 294. b. Donee Ballads, II, 
204 b. o. Rawlinson Ballads, 566, fol. 9. All printed for 
P. Brooksbj: 1672-95(?). d. Pills to pnrge Melancholy, 
VI, 289, 17. e. Roxbarghe Ballads, III, 344. 

1 As it befell upon one time, 

About mid-summer of the year, 
Every man was taxt of his crime, 

For stealing the good Lord Bishop's mare. 

. 2 The good Lord Screw he sadled a horse, 
And rid after this same scrime ; 
Before he did get over the moss, 
There was he aware of Sir Hugh of the 
Grime. 

3 < Tarn, O torn, thou false traytor, 

Tom, and yield thyself unto me ; 
Thon hast stolen the Lord Bishops mare, 
And now thou thinkest away to flee.' 

4 ^ No, soft. Lord Screw, that may not be ! 

Here is a broad sword by my side. 



And if that thou canst conquer me. 
The victory will soon be^try'd.' 

5 ^ I ner was afraid of a traytor bold. 

Although thy name be Hugh in the Grime ; 
I 'le make thee repent thy speeches foul. 
If day and life but give me time.' 

6 * Then do thy worst, good Lord Screw, 

And deal your blows as fast as you can ; 
It will be try'd between me and you 
Which of us two shall be the best man.' 

7 Thus as they dealt their blows so free. 

And both so bloody at that time. 
Over the moss ten yeomen they see, 

Come for to take Sir Hugh in the Grime. 

8 Sir Hugh set his back against a tree, 

And then the men encompast him round ; 
His mickle sword from his hand did flee. 
And then they brought Sir Hugh to the 
ground. 



* Ballads and Songs of Ayrshire, Ist Series, p. 50, 
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9 Sir Hogb of the Giime now taken b 




And brought back to G*rUrd town ; 


To giwit Sir Hngh of the Grime to me.' ^H 


fThea cry'd] the good wive* all in Gariard 


^^1 


town. 


17 ' Peace, peace, my good Lady Ward, ^^M 


' Sir Hugh in the Grime, ihon 'st ner gang 


None of year proffera shall him bay I ^^H 


down.' 


For if there be twelre Grimes all of a name, ^^M 




By my own honour they all shoold dye.' ^^H 


10 The good Lord Bishop is come to the town. 


^^1 


And on the bench is set so bigh: 




And eveiT man was t&xt to his crime. 


And ofhis friends he bad no Uck; ^H 


At lengUi be cadled Sir Hogh in the Grime. 


Foarteen foot he leapt in bis ward, ^^M 




His hands booad fast upon his bade ^^H 


11 • Here am I, tboQ false bbhop. 


^^1 






I do not think my fact so great 


To see whom he eoold see or spy ; ^^M 


Bat thoti mafU pot it into thy own wOL' 


Tt>eo was be aware of his father dear, ^M 




Came tearing his hair most pittifany. ^^M 


12 TliB q««t of jinjMDen wa« calld. 


^^M 


Tlw bert that was id GarUrd town ; 


20 'P«ace,peaM,inyfittherdear, ^H 


Elereu of tlkcm spoke all in a breast. 


And of yoarspeechea set ibem by ! ^^H 


'Sir Hd^ in the Grime, thoo'tt oer gang 


Thooj^ tfaey hare bereard me of my life. ^H 


down.' 


They eanwrt bertate me of hearen M h^* ^H 


13 TImo anodwr qoeany-iiMn was calld, 


21 Helooktorerhiirigfatsbodder, ^M 


The best that was in Rnmaij : 


ToaeewlkombeeoaUseeorqiye; ^H 


Twfllre of tfaem spolw aD in a breast, 


There was be a«ai« of his mo(l» dear, ^1 


•Sir Hogh in the GtiaM, thon'st nowginUy/ 


Cane tminghir hair most pittifolly. ^1 


UTIwnamedinniiBrgood Lord Bol«, 


23 *Pny ka*« me remenhred to Peggy, my ^H 


FalHi« down Hpon bis kM«: 


wife; ■ 




As she and 1 walkt over tho moor, ^M 


Ta gnnt Sir Hngfa m the Grime to me.' 


Shewastbeea-wof [thehMoTlmylife, ■ 




And with the oU bishop she plaid tlw ■ 


15 'PcMc. pevx, ajr good Lord Boka, 


whan. ■ 


And of yoT ipMfhM act Hw by ! 


^1 


If there be eleren Gtinei alt of ft aaiBe, 




Then by my owahMMMT Um? aO AaM 


B*anl. m 


dye.' 


T1>a»m>do«f&ei>calo.a&ie. W 






16 TbM caaw down my good Lady Warf, 




Ali^bwapon her knee: 


Grime.' ■ 


► 


M 


B 


S And they hM tied hna ImmI and fDol, ^M 




ABdledUmBplhraStbfiagfanm; ^M 




TW Uda and la«M mtC Urn Ifaecv, . ^^| 


0«Bek.S«i>et Sowi* Si^«ic,U]«.ll.lU. Tmrn 




tmXUwSAmmArMMm. 






S • O lewsa mj i^t h»d fawe,' W oqrs, ^H 

• A>d pa >T bnJd sword b the tumt. ^H 

He '■ M> M Slifti^ ton lUi day ^H 


^M AbmiisotlMUlDwdMr. 




Daw tell the tale to Uo^ Gnham.* ^H 


^B Far leafing otlK bishop-, mare. 


^^J 
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^^M i Up then bespake the brave Whitefoord, 




And there be saw bis aold father, ' 


^H As be sat by the bishop's knee : 




Aiid he was weeping bitterly. 








^H If ye 'U let Hughie Graham goo free.' 


10 


* hand your tongue, my father dear, 
And wi your weeping let it be I 


^^H 5 ' baud your tongue," the bishop aays, 




Thy weeping 's sairer on my heart , 


^^H ' And wi your pleading let me be ! 




Than a' that they caa do to me. 


^^M For tho ten Grahams were in hie coat, 






^^1 Hughie Graham this day shall die.' 


11 


' And ye may gie my brother John 

My sword that 'a bent in the middle clear. 


^^V 6 Up then bespake the fair Whitefoord, 




And let him come at twelve o'clock, 


^^M As she sat by the bishop's knee : 




And see me pay the bishop's mare. 


^^1 ' Five hundred white pence I '11 gee yoa, 






^H If ye 'U gie Hughie Graham to me.' 


12 


' And ye may gie my brother James 




My sword that 's bent in the middle brovBf 


^^H 7 ' baud your tongue now, lady fair. 




And bid him come at four o'clock. 


^^B And wi your pleading let it be ! 




And see his brother Hugh cut down. 


^H Altho ten Gmhams were in bis coat, 






^^1 It 'e for my honour be maun die.' 


13 


' Remember me to M^gy my wife. 
The nieat time ye gang oer the moor; 


^^1 8 They 'ts tnen him to the gallowe-knowe, 




Tell her, she staw the bishop's mare. 


^H He looked to the gallowa-lree, 




Tell her, she was the bishop's whore. 


^^1 Yet never colour left his cheek, 






^H Nor ever did he blink his ee. 


14 


' And ye may tell my kith and kin 
I never did disgrace their blood, 


^^H 9 At length be looked round about, 




And when they meet the bishop's cloak. 


^^H To aee whatever be could spy, 




To mak it shorter by the hood.' 


^m 




It shall be tried, within an boor. 
Which of us two is the better man.' 


^H Scott'i Minnralsj. 1803, III, 85, 1833. m, 107, procured 






^^H by W. LsidliLW ID Blacktiooae, and long catrenC in Svlkiik- 






^^^1 shire; »ith readings from Riuon'e copy. 


5 


But as they were dealing their blows so free, 
And both so bloody at the time. 


^^H 1 GuDE Lord Scroope 'a to the banting gane. 




Over the moss came ten yeomen so tall. 


^^H He has ridden oer moss and muir. 




All (or to take brave Hughie the Gneme, 


^^H And he has grippet Hughie the Gneme, 






^^H For stealing o the bishop's mare. 


6 Then they hae grippit Hughie the Grrame, 






And brought him up through Carlisle townj 


^^M 2 'Now, good Lord Scroope, this may not 




The lasses and tads stood on the walla, J 


^H 




Crying, Hughie the Gneme, thou 'se neer H 


^^H Here hangs a broad sword by my side, 




gae down 1 ^M 


^^H And if that thou canst conquer me. 




■ 


^^m The matter it may soon be tryed.' 


7 


Then they hae chosen a jury of men, ^M 
The best tliat were in Carlisle town, ■ 


^^M 3 ' I neer was afraid of a tr^tor thief ; 




And twelve of them cried out at once. ^M 


^^M Although thy name be Hughie the Grieme. 




Hngbie the Grjeme. thou must gae down I H 


^^M 1 11 make thee repent thee of thy deeds. 




■ 


^^H If God but grant me life and time.' 


8 Then up bespak him gude Lord Hume, ^ 






As be sat by the judge's knee : ^H 


^^H 4 'Then do your worst now, good Lord Scroope, 




'Twenty white owsen, my gude lord, ^M 


^^^^ And deal youi blows as hard as yoa can ; 


■ 


If you '11 grant Hughie the Grceme to me.' ^H 
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^H 9 ' no, no, my gude Lord Hume, 


13 He looked over his left shoulder. 


^H Forsooth and sae it raauna be ; 


And for to see what he might see ; 


^H For were there but three Gr»mea of the name. 


There was he aware of his auld father. 


^H They suld be hanged a' for me.' 




^H 10 'Twas up and spake the gude Lady Hume, 


14 ' haJd your tongue, my father,' he says. 


^^m As she sat by the judge's knee : 


' And see that ye dinna weep for me ! 


^^1 ' A peck of white pennies, my good lord judge. 


For they may ravish nie o my life, 


^^M If you '11 grant Hughie the Grteme to me.' 


But liiey caima banish me fro heaven hie. 


^H 11 ' no, no, my gude Lady Hume, 


15 ' Fare ye weel, fair Maggie, my wife ! 


^^M Forsooth and bo it iiiustna be ; 


The last time we came ower the muir 


^H Were he but the one Grwme of the name. 


'T was thou bereft me of ray life, 


^^M He suld be hanged high for me.' 


And wi the bishop thou playd the whore. 


^H 12 ' If I be guilty,' said Hughie the Grsme, 


16 ' Here, Johnnie Armstrang, take thou my 


^H ' Of me my friends shall hae smaU talk ; ' 


sword. 


^^K And he has loupd fifteen feet and three, 


That ia made o the metal sae fine, 


^H Though his hands they were tied behind his 


And when Ihou comest to the English side 


^B back. 




^m 


For fifteen foot in the prisin he did jump, 




With his hands tyed fast behind his back. 


^H cieiy bf J. W. Ebdvortb, VI, 59S. 


6 Then bespoke our good Lady Ward, 


^H 1 Good Lord John ia a huntiiig gone, 


As she eet on the bench so high : 


^H Over the hills and dales so far. 


' A peck of white pennya I '11 give to my lord, 


^H For to take Sir Hugh in the Grime, 


If he 'U grant Hugh Grime to me. 


^B For stealing of the bishop's mare. 




^^1 He derry derry down 


7 ' And if it be not full enough, 




I '11 stroke it up with my silver fan ; 


^H 2 Hugh in the Grime was taken then 


And if it bo not full enough. 


^^1 And carried to Carlisle town ; 


I '11 heap it up with my own hand.' 


^^1 The merry women came out amain. 




^H Saying, The name of Grime sbaU never go 


8 ' Hold your tongue now. Lady Ward. 


H down I 


And of your talkitive let it be ! 




There is never a Grime came in this court 




That at thy bidding shall saved be.' 


^H Of the best that could be found ; 




^H Eleven of them spoke ail at once, 


9 Then bespoke our good Lady Moor, 


^H Saying, The name of Grime shall never go 


Aa she sat on the bench so high ; 


H down! 


' A yoke of fat oxen I '11 give to my lord, 




If he '11 grant Hugh Grime lo me.' 


^H 4 And then a jury of men was brought, 




^H More the pity for to be ! 


10 ' Hold your tongue now, good Lady Moor, 


^H Eleven of them spoke all at once. 


And ot your talkitive let it be ! 


^H Saying. Hugh in the Grime, you are 


There is never a Grime came to this court 


■ guilty. 


That at thy bidding shall saved be.' 


^^M 6 Hugh in the Grime was cast to be hangd. 


11 Sir Hugh in the Grime lookd out of the door. 


^B Many ot his friends did tor him lack ; 


With his hand out of the bar i 
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^^M There be spy'd hia father dear. 


There [he] spy'd bis mother dear, 


^^H Tearing of hig golden h^r. 


Weeping and wailing ' Oh, woe ia me ! ' 


^^H 12 ' Hold your tongne, good father dear, 


14 ' Hold your tongue now, mother dear, 


^^M And of your weejiiog let it be ! 


And of your weeping let it he ! 


^^M For if they bereave me of my life, 


For if they bereave me of my life. 


^^K They cannot bereave me of the heavens 


They cannot bereave me of heaven's fee. 


^H ao high.' 






15 ' I '11 leave my sword to Johnny Armstrong 


^^B 13 Sir Hagh in the Grime lookd out at the 


That is made of mettal bo fiue, 


^^1 


That when he comes to the border-aide 


^^H Oh, what a Borry heart had he ! 


He may think of Hugh in the Grime.' 


^B 


8 He looked over his shoulder. 




It was to see what he coud see, 


^H Bochan-a MS8, 1, S3. 


And there he saw his auld father. 


^^1 1 Lord Home he ia a hunting gane, 


Weeping and wailing bitlerlie. 


^^H Through the woods and valleys clear, 




^^1 And he has taen Sir Hugh the Grceme, 


9 ' hold your tongne, my old father, 


^^H For stealing o the bishop's more. 


And ye '11 let a' your mourning he ! 




Though they bereave me o my life, 


^^H 2 Tbey hae taen Sir Hugh the Grteme, 


They canno had the heavens froe me. 


^^H Led him down thro Strieveling town ; 




^^H Fifeteen o them cried a' at anee, 


10 ' Ye '11 gie my brother John the Bword 


^^M ' Sir Hugh the Gneme he must go do*n I ' 


That 's pointed wi thg met^ clear, 




And bid him come at eight o'clock, 


^^H 3 They hae causd a court to sit, 


And see me pay the bishop's mare. 


^^1 Mang a' their beat nobilitie ; 




^^M Fifeteen o them cried a' at ance, 


11 'And, brother James, take here the aword 


^^H 'Sir Hugh the Gneme he now muet die ! ' 


That 'a pointed wi the metal brawn ; 




Come up the morn at eight o'clock. 


^^M 4 Oat it speaks the lady Black, 


And see your brother putten down. 


^^M And o her will she was right free : 




^^H ' A thousand pounds, my lord, I '11 gie, 


12 'And, brother Allan, take this sword 


^^H If Hugh the Gneme set free to me.' 


That 's pointed wi the metal fine ; 




Come up the morn at eight o'clock, 


^H 6 ' Hold your tongue, ye Lady Black, 


And see the death o Hugh the Gneme. 


^^H And ye '11 let a.' your pleadings be \ 




^^H Though ye woud gie me thousands ten, 


13 ' Ye 'U tell this news to Maggy my wife. 


^^H It 'a for my honour he must die.' 


Nieat time ye gang to Strievling town, 




She is the cause I loae my life. 


^H 6 Then out it speaks her Lady Bruce, 


She wi the bishop playd the loon.' 


^^H And her will she was right free : 






14 Again he ower his shoulder lookd. 


^^H If ye '11 gie Hugh tiie Grnme to me.' 


It was to see what he could see. 




And tliere he saw his little son, 


^^B 7 * hold your tongue, ye Lady Bruce, 


Was screaming by his nourice knee. 


^^V And ye '11 let a' your pleadings he ! 




^H Though a' the Grames were in this court, 


15 Then out it spake the little son, 


^^H It 'b for my honour he must die.' 


' Smce 'tia the morn tliat he must die, 



^^r t9L huohie: grame Ig ^H 


^H If that I live to be a man, 


But he has trudged over the plain ^^| 


H My father's death revengd shaU U.' 


As fast as ony bird that flew. ^^| 


H 16 ' If I must die,' Sir Hugh replied. 


IS He looked ower his left shoulder, ^H 


^M ' My f rieDds o me they wiU think lack ; ' 


It was to see what he coud see ; ^H 


^H He leupd a via. eighteen feet high. 


His brother John was at bis back, ^^| 


^1 Wi bia hands bound behind bis back. 


And a' the rest o his brothers three. ^H 


^H 17 Lord Home then raised ten anned men, 


19 Some they wound, and some they slew, ^^| 


^^^ And af t«r lum they did puTBue i 


They fought aae fierce and valiantly ; ^^| 




They made his enemies for to yield, ^H 




And sent Sir Hugh out ower the B6A. ^^| 




■ 


1 


She was the cause of all my rain, ^^H 




It was her that stole the bishop's mare. ^^| 


^H Mumath MS., p. 79. ■' Receiyed b/ me !Oth August 


^1 


^H mad Tth September. I8S7, from mj Bunt. Miss Jane Web- 
^^M ster, who derireil it from her mother, Janet tjpark, Kirkcod- 


2 'Te may tell to my wife Maggie, ^H 


^H brightibiro." 


When that she eomes to the town, ^H 




She was the cause of all my ruin, ^H 


^H 1 ' Te may tell to my wife Ma^e, 


It wa« her that stole the bishop's gown.' ^^H 


^H When that abe cornea to the fair, 


■ 




■ 


^H 


There the 've bound him Hughie Grome, ^^| 


^^P Harris MS., fol. ST b. 


For Btealin o the bishop's mare. ^^^^^H 


^1 DnKES an lords a huntin gane, 


^^^^1 


^B Over hiUs an vallies clear ; 


^^^^^^1 




^H 


^H A. O. Printed for P. Brookaby, at the Golden-Ball. 


comput. 9''', 12'. Garland. ^^^^^| 


^H in Weat-smith-field, neer the Hospital-gate. 


9*. Then cry'd. 10'. the icanting. 


^M 12*. Garland. 13>. another. 


11*. 'A wanting. 13'. other. 14'. will L 


^1 22'. the cauaer of my life. 


17*. they minting. 22'. cause of the loas. 


^^M b. To a pleasant new northern tune. 


e. No imprint. 


^H Printed for F. Brooksby at the Golden-Ball, 


2\ rid wanting: the same. 2'. he coold. 


^1 in Westsmithtield. 


5'. tnyfor thy. 7!. as wanting. 


^^1 3'. Lords. 9*. Then cry'd wanting. 


8= corapast 9*^. Garland. 


H 9*. never. 10*. of the. 12'. Garlard. 


9'. Then cry'd. 10". to town. 


^M 13>. other. 21' ware. 


10*. calld to. 11'. for to. 13'. other. 


^P 22'. the cauaer of my life. 22'. playa. 


14'. wdl I. 18*. With hia. 19*. come. 


^V 23*. borders. 


22'. of the loss of. 


H a Printed for P. Brooksby [torn off} West- 


B. 8*. blin' in Johnson's Museum.: blink in Crth 


■^ smith-field. 


rwtk. 


^B 2*. he wanting. 5*. of thy. 


D. Sir Hugh in the Grime's Downfall, or. A New 


^H ^. Then cry'd wanting. 10*. of the. 


Song mode on Sir Hugh in the Grime, who 


^1 11*. thy facL 12^ Garlard. 13'. other. 


was bangd for stealing the Bishop's Mare. 


^1 21'. vfare. 22" the causer of my Ufe. 


London; Printed and sold by L. How. 


^H 22<. plays. 23'. borders. 


(About 1770?) 


^^^ d. 2'. the aame serime. 8'. again. 


6» did leet: cf. A 18'. 10*. billing. 14». tonge. 
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THE LOCHMABEN HARPER 



cal, Traditional, and Antiqua 
p. 58. 



A. s. 'The Blind Harper of Lochmaben,' Gltnrid- 
dell MSS, Xr, 42, 1791. b. -The Blind Harper,' 
Johnwiii'B Maseuni, No 679, 1803. o. -Tbe Loch- 
maben Harper,' Minstn^Uy of ttm Scottish Border, D. Macmath MS, p. 35. 

1602, 1, es ; laas, 1, 422. 



B. ■ Lochmaben Harper,' Glenriddell MSS, XI, 39. 

C. 'The Auld Harper,' The Edinburgh Topograpbi- 



G. 'The Jolly Harper,' Buchan's MSS, I, 35; Dison, 
Scottish Traditional Versioas of Ancient Balladi, 
Peruy Society, vol. xvii, p, 37. ^h 



The Stationers' Regiatera, 22 July, 1564- 
22 July, 1565, Arber, I, 260, have an entry of 
a fee from Owyn Hogers for license to print " a 
ballett intituled The Blende Harper, etc."; 
and ag»in, the following year, Arber, I, 294, of 
a fee from Lucas Haryson for license to print 
" a ballet intituled The Blynde Harpers, with 
the Answeie." Nothing further is known of 
this ballet. 

Boyd, the translator of Dante, had a recol- 
lection of a ballad of a Scotch minstrel who 
stole a horse from one of the Henries of Eng- 
land : Ritson, Scotish Song, I, xxxvi, note 2-5, 
1794. 

Printed in Scott's Minstrelsy, 1802 (A o), 
and the next year in the Musical Museum 
(A b), as communicated by Bums. Bums'a 
copy differs very slightly from A a, however 
he came by it. Scott had access to the Glen- 
riddell collection, and his bnllad (of which he 
gives no account) was m^de by changing A a 
to his taste, subslituting one stanza of his own 
in place of 18, and the last two of B, with 
alterations, for the last of A a. To reduce 
improbabilities, Scott put the Lord Warden 
for King Henry. 

C was pointed out to me, and transcribed 
from the short-lived periodical in which it was 
printed, by Mr James Barclay Murdoch, to 

■ See also a pnper by Dr Arrhnr Mitchell in the Proceed- 
inen of ihe Sotielj of Aotiquarieit of Sctnland, Xll, S60, 
Jane 11, 1877. Dr Mitcliell wai with Mr Murray wbea he 



whom I have been from the beginning in- 
debted for the most essential help. 

Of D Mr Macmath writes : This version 
was copied by me in fac-aimile from the origi- 
nal manuscript in the handwriting of the late 
Rev. George Murray, of Troquhain. minister 
of Biilmaclellan, in the Stewartry of Kirkcud- 
bright, and was in possession of his son, the 
Rev. George Murray, to whose kindness I waa 
indebted for the loan of it. The late Mr 
Murray took down the ballad from the sing- 
ing of Sarah Rae, a poor weak-minded woman 
of his parish. Sarah Rae was the last person 
known to Mr Murray — and he wiis a, keen 
observer of such matters — to use the distaff. 
The present Mr George Murray wrote to me 
on 12th January. 1883: "I may add that I 
have heard her sing the balhuj myself, to a 
very simple but particularly plaintive lilt — 
more like a rapid cbant than an ordinary song 
— which rings in my ear yet, although I only 
heard it once, when a lad." * 

A-C. A harper of Lnchmaben (blind, A, B) 
who means to steal the Wanton Brown, a 
horse of King Henry's, consults with his wife 
before setting about the business, and gets a 
few valuable hints ; among them, to leave his 
mare's foal at home. He goes up to England, 
and has the good luck, so common in ballads, 

Tinted Sarah Rae, and be supplies the date 1S66. The last 
■taoza of the ballad and the bnrdeli are cited in this paper. 
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of finding King Henry at hia gjite. The king 
wants to hear some of his harping, and, as the 
harper makes a difficulty about the stabling of 
bis mare, orders the beast to be put into his 
own stable. The haq)er harps all hia hearers 
asleep ; then makes his way softly to the 
stable, slips a halter over the Wanton's nose 
and ties him to the mare's tail, and turns the 
mare out. She goes straight to Lochmaben, 
to her foal, neighs at the harper's house, and 
is let in by the servant-lass, who exclaims at 
the braw foal that the mare has got. [u the 
morning they find in England that both the 
Wanton Brown and the mare have been 
stolen. The harper breaks out into ' aliases : ' 
he hiis lost a foal in Scotland and had his 
mare stolen in England! The king quiets 
him with a promise of a better mare and pay 
for his foal to boot. 



17 

In D, B, the harper steals the horse on a 
wager, which, however, is passed over lightly 
in D. The wager in E is with two knights of 
Stirling, five ploughs of land with one and five 
thousand pounds with the other, and "John" 
has to go all the way to London to win it. 
The knights pay their loss and then restore 
the Wanton Brown to Henry I — so great an 
improvement npon the dealings of the Scots 
with English horseflesh as to compel one to 
assign this particular version of the story to 
the nineteenth, if not the twentieth, century.* 

The twelve armed men in armor bright 
that guard the stable night and day in B 23 
remind us of popular tales ; aa of the Grimms' 
' Master Thief.' 

A b is loosely translated by Knortz, Schot^ 
tische Balladen, No 16, p. 58. 



a. GlPtiriddeUMS. XI,42. 1731; " from a MS, collection 

of Mr Henderson." b. Johnsoo'a Muwum, No 579, VI, 

S9S. 1803, cotnmnDicated by Bami. O. Scott"! Uinstreliy, 
IBOa, I, 65, 

1 Heard ye eer of the silly blind harper, 

That long livd in Lochmaben town. 
How he wad gang to fair England, 

To steal King Henry'a Wanton Brovm ? 
Sing. Faden dilty and faden dilly 
Sing, Faden dilly and deedle dan 

2 But first he gaed to hia gude wife, 

Wi a' the speed that he coud thole ; 
' This wark,' quo he, ' wiU never work 
Without a mare that has a foal.' 

3 Qao she. Thou has a gude gray mare, 

That'al rin oer hills baith law and hie ; 
Gae tak the gray mare in thy hand. 
And leave the foal at hame wi me. 



4 ' And tak a halter in thy hose, 

And o thy pnrpose diima fail; 
But wap it oer the Wanton's nose, 
And tie her to the gray mare's tail. 

5 ' Syne ca her out at yon back geate, 

Oer moss and muir and ilka dale ; 
For she '11 neer let the Wanton bite 
Till she come hame to her ain foaL' 

6 So be is up to England gane. 

Even as fast as he can hie. 
Till he came to King Henry's geate ; 
And wha waa there but King Henry ? 

7 * Come in,' quo he, ' thou silly blind harper, 

And of thy harping let me hear ; ' 
'O, by my sooth,' quo the ailly blind harper, 
■ I 'd rather hae stabling for my mare.' 

8 The king be looks oer his left shoulder. 

And says unto his stable-groom, 



• The fnnoMtit i 
lost. " The whole inddent sorely i 
primitivB ■rUem of mannen), not t 
: of the court being helil 



iiD fdlton mtiaC not be 
nplies a verjr etily ami 
I speak of the circa m. 
Cailisle, 



V late period of English history." (Cham- 
bers's SrottiBh Bnllad^ p. 306.) " In our Temon |B] tbe 
•cene of ihe iheft is Inid U London, but Cnxlisle. we are in- 



clined to think, U tbe tme readinft. The great distance 
between Scotland and London, and tbe oatnre of the roads 
in times of old, «onld render the event aa improbable, if 
not altogether an impossible, one to haia occurred ; and we 
can euilj imagine, when the conrl was at Carlisle, tbat 
such a good practical joke was planned and carried into 
ome waggish coartien." (Dixon, p. 93 f.) 
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^H Gae tab the silly pogr harper'g mare, 


' Rise,' quo the wife, ' thou lazey lass, 


^^H And tie her side my Waaton Btowd. 


Let in thy master and his mare.' 


^^K^ 9 Aikd ay lia harpit, and ay he carpit, 


16 Then up she rose, pat on her claes. 


^^H Till a' the lords bad fitted the floor ; 


And looklt out through the lock-hole ; 


^^H They thoaght the music was sae sweet, 


' 0, by my sooth,' then quoth the lass, 


^^H And they forgot the stable-door. 


' Our mare has gotten a braw big foal ! ' 


^^H 10 And ay he harpit, and ay be carpit, 


17 ' Come had thy peace, thou foolish lass, 


^^H Till a' the nobles were sound asleep; 


The moon 's but glancing in thy eye ; 


^^H Than quietly he took aS Ida sboon, 


I '11 wad my hail fee against a groat, 


^^H And safly down the stair did creep. 


It 'b bigger than eer our foal will be.' 


^^H 11 Syne to the stable-door he hies, 




^^M Wi tread aa light as light coud be, 


Cried to the wife to put hir in ; 


^^H And when he opned and gaed in, 


' By my sooth.' then quo the wife. 


^^V There he fand thirty gude steadi and three. 


'She 's better than ever he rade on.' 


^H 12 He took the halter frae his hose, 


19 But on the morn, at fair day light, 


^^M And of his purpose did na fail ; 


When they had ended a' thier chear. 


^H He slipt it oer the Wanton's nose. 


King Henry's Wanton Brown was stawn. 


^m And tied it to his gray mare's tuL 


And eke the poor old harper's mare. 


^^L 13 He ca'd her out at yon back geat«. 


20 ' AUace ! allace ! ' says the silly blind harper. 


^^B Oer moss and muir and ilka dale, 


' Allace, aUace, that I came here ! 


^H And she loot neer the Wanton bite. 


In Scotland I 've tint a braw cowte-foal. 


^H But held her still gaun at her tail. 


In England they 've stawn my gude gray 
mare.' 


^H 14 The gray mare was right swift o &t. 


^^^ And did na fail to find the way, 


21 ' Come had thy tongue, thou silly blind harper. 


^^1 For she was at Lochmaben geate 


And of thy allacing let me be ; 


^^H Fa lang three hours ere 't was day. 


For thou shalt get a better mare. 




And weel paid shall thy covrt»-foal be.' 


^V 15 When she came to the harper's door. 




^H^ There she gave mony a nicher and sneer ; 






^fl 


^1 


Till he came to fair Carlisle town, ^^H 




And askd for stabling to his mare. ^^M 












3 ' Harp on, harp on, thou silly blind harper, ^H 


^M 1 Hard ye tell of the silly blind harper? 


' Some of thy harping let us hear ; ' ^H 


^H^ Long he lived in Lochmaben town ; 


' By my sooth,' says the silly blind harper, ^H 


^B He 's away to fair Carlisle, 


' I would rather hae stabling to my mare.' ^H 


^H To steal King Henry's Wanton Brown. 


^1 


^H Sing. Fadle didle dodle didle 


4 The king looked oer his left shoulder ^H 


^m Sing. Fadle didle fadle doo 


And called to his stable^room : ^^^ 




' Gae stable up the harper's mare, ^^H 


^^B 2 He has mounted his auld gray mare. 


And just beyond the Wanton Brown.' ^^^| 


^^B And ridden oer both hills and mire, 


J 
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6 Ay he carped, and ay he harped, 




Till a' the lords gaed thro the 0001 ; 




But and the muBick was sae sweet 




The groom forgot the key o the stable-door. 


11 ' Harp on. harp on, thou silly blind harper, 




Some of thy harping let us hear. 


6 Ay he harped, and ay he carped, 


And thy brown foal shall be weU payed. 


TiU a' the lords feU fast aaleep, 


And thon's hae a far better gray mare.' 


And. like a fause deceiver as he was, 




He quickly down the stair did creep. 


12 Ay he harped, and ay he carped. 




And some of his harping he let them bear, 


7 He pulld a coltrfaolter out a his hoe. 


And his brown foal it was well payed. 


On purpose as I shall to you tell ; 


And he got a better gray mare. 


He sliped it oer the Wanton's nose, 




And tyed it to his gray mare's tail. 






Wi mony a nicker and mony a sneer; 


8 ' My blessing light upon my wife ! 


His wife cry'd, Rise up, you lazy lass. 


I think abe be a daily flower ; 


Let in your master and his mare. 


She told me to ken my ain gray mare 




When eer I felt her by the ewer.' 


14 The lazy lass was loth to rise ; 




She looked through a little hole ; 


9 'Harp on, harp on, thou silly blind harper, 


'By my troth,' crys the lazy lass, 


Some of thy harping let us hear ; ' 


'Our mare btie brought a bonie foal.' 


' Oh and alas ! ' says the silly blind harper. 




• Oh and alas that eer I came here ! 


16 ' Rise np, rise up, thou lazy lass. 




And, een as the sun it shines sae clear, 


10 ' For in Scotland 1 lost a good brown foal, 


I '11 wager my life against a groat 


And in England a good gray mare, 


The foal was better than ever the mare." 


^^^^^ 


Ye TI cast a hook on the Wanton's nose, 




And tie him to the gray mear'a lail. 






^H qasrian Magazine. 1849, p. iS; com muui cited by VT. G. 


4 -Ye '11 lead them awa by a back yett, 


^^1 "from Ihe redlatinn of a friend, who learned il many years 
^^M afco from her grandfather," a farmer io WigtoDibirc, who 
^H died in 1S13, at the age of DEnetj-four. 


And hound them out at a wee hole; 
The mear she '11 neer [let] the Wanton hwt 






^H 1 It's hae ye heard tell o the auld harper 




^H That lang lived in Lochmaben town. 


6 Avni then rade the auld harper. 


^M How he maun awa to England fair. 


I wat he rade right merrilie, 


^H To steal King Henry's Wanton Brown ? 


Until he cam to England fair. 


^^^ Faw aiden diden an diden an diden 


Where wonned the gude King Henerie. 


^^M Faw aiden diden faw uden dee 






6 ' Light down, light down, ye auld harper. 


^V 2 Oat then bespak his gude auld wife, 


And some o your harping let me hear; 


^H I wat she spak oat very wiselie ; 


' O williwa ! ' quo the auld harper. 


^1 ' Ye U ride the inear to England fair. 


Will I get stabling for my mear ? ' 


^^1 But the foal ye 'U leave at hame wi me. 




^H 




^H 3 ' Ye '11 hide your halter in o your hose, 




^^L And your purpose ye '11 no ful ; 


^^^ 
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^^^ 7 And aye he harped and lie carped. 


' It 's by my sooth ! ' the wee lassie gond say, ^H 


^^^ Till a' the lordlinga fell a«leep ; 


' Our mear has gotten a braw brown foal ! ' ^H 


^^^1 Syne bimdled his fiddles upon his back, 


^H 


^^H And down the stairs fu fast did creep. 


13 'Lie still, lie stUl, ye lazy lass, ^M 




It 's but the moon shines in your ee ; ' ^H 


^^M 8 He '■ taen the halter out o his hose, 


' Na, by my sooth,' the la&sie goud say, ^H 


^^^1 And his purpose he didna fail ; 


' And he 's bigger than ony o his degree.' ^H 


^^1 He '■ cast a book on the Wanton's DCwe, 


^H 


^^^1 And tied him to the gray mear's tale. 


14 Then lightly rose the gude auld wife, ^^M 




I wat the first up in a' the town ; ^^M 


^^M 9 He 's led them awa by the back yett, 


She took the grit oats iiitil her lap ^^M 


^^^1 And hounded them oat at a wee hole ; 


And fodderd King Henry's Wanton Brown. ^H 


^^H The mear she neer let the Wanton bait 


^1 


^^H Till hame at Lochmaben town wi her foal. 


15 King Henry's groom rase in the morn, ^H 




And he was of a sorry cheer: ^H 




' King Henry's Wanton Brown 's awa, ^H 


^^H Wi mooy a nicker bat an a neigh, 


And sae is the silly auld harper's mear I ' ^H 


^^H They waukend the auld wife out o her sleep ; 


^^M 




16 Up then rase the auld harper, ^^M 




And loudly he did curse and swear : ^H 


^^B 11 < Riee up, rise up, my servant-lasa, 


'In Scotland they but steald my foal, ^H 


^^H Let in yonr master and his mear ; ' 


In England ye hae steald my mear ! ' ^H 


^^H ' It 's by my sooth,' the wee lassie goud say. 


^1 


^^H ' I 'm in a sleeping drowsy air.' 


17 ' It 's hand your tongue," King Henry did say, ^M 




' Ye '11 hoe noe cause to curse or swear ; ^M 


^^^ 12 Wi mony a gaunt she turned her round, 


Here 's thirty guineas for your foal, ^H 


^^1 And keekit through at a wee hole ; 


And three limes thirty for your mear.' ^M 


H 


I 


^1 


' If into England you do go, ^^H 




Leave the wee-wee foal wi me.' ^H 


^^P Takeo down by the BeT George Hnm; from the sing- 




^H tug of Sarah Bm, a iveak-mindci! womtin of Bnlinudollan, 






4 The harper he got on to ride, ^^H 




And but he rode richt highlie ! ^H 


^K I There was a poor silly harper-man. 


The very first man that he did meet, ^H 


^^fe And he lived in Lochmaben toon. 


They siud it was King Heuerie. ^M 


^^M And he has wagered wi lairds and lords. 


^H 


^^B And raony a guinea against a croon. 


5 ' Licht doon, licht doon, ye silly poor harper, ^M 


^H Turn tid iddly 


And o ymjr harping let me hear ; ' ^H 


^K • Dodaly diddely 


' And by my sooth," quoth the silly poor harper, ^H 


^H Tidaly diddaly 


' I 'd rather hae stabling tor my mear.' ^H 


^K Dodalydan 


^H 






^^H 2 And he has wagered wi lurds and lords, 


And saw aue of the stable-grooms : ^^| 


^^H And mony a guinea ligainst a croon. 


> Go take the sillie poor harper's mear, ^H 


^H That into England he would go. 


And stable her by my Wanton Brown.' ^M 


^H And steal King Henerie's Wanton Broun. 


^M 




7 And ayg he harpit, and aye he carpit, ^M 


^^^L S Oat spak the silly poor harper's wife, 


Till a' the noblk fell on the door, ■ 


^^B And but she spak wililie : 


And aye he harpit, and aye he carpit, ^^ 




Till they forgot the key of the stable^oor. ^M 



PI^B^W 


. '- '- T ^. ^^^^M 
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^H S And aye he harpit, and aye he carpit, 


' By my Bootb.' quoth the servant-lass. 


H TUl a' the nobles fell fiut asleep ; 


' Our mear has gotten a waly foal.' 


^H He haa taen his harp upon hU back. 




^H And doon the stair did softly creep. 


14 ' Ye clatter, ye clatter, ye servant-laM, 


^M 


It is the moon shines in your ee ; ' 


^H 9 He haa taen a halter frae his hose, 


' By my sooth,' quoth the servant-lass, 


^H And hia purpose did not fail ; 


' It "s mair than ever her ain will be.' 


^M He cooBt a wap on Wanton's nose. 




^M Ajid tyed her to hid ain tnear's taiL 


16 It 'b whan the stable-groom awoke, 


^M 


Fut a' the nobles in a fear ; 


^M 10 He ca'd her through at the bye-yett, 


King Henerie's Wanton Brown was stown, 


^H Through mony a syre and mony a hole ; 


And Oh '. the silly poor harper's mear. 


^M She never loot Wanton licht till she 




^H Was at Lochmaben, at her foal. 


16 Out then spak the silly poor harper. 


^H 


Says, Oh. this loss I douna thole ! 




In England fair a guid grey mear. 


^H Wi iDDDy a nicker and mony a sneexe. 


In fair Scotland a guid cout-foaL 


^H And waukend the silly poor harper's wife, 




^1 As she was a sleeping at her ease. 


17 ' Haud your tongue, ye sillie poor harper, 


^1 


And wi yonr carping let me be ; 




Here 'a ten pounds for your auld gray mear, 


^H Let in the maister and the mear ; ' 


And a weel paid foal it 's be to thee ! " 


^H ' By my sooth,' quoth the aervant-lass. 




^^K ' I think my maister be na here." 


18 And the silly poor harper's wife, 


^H 


She 's aye first up in Lochmaben toun ; 


^M 13 Up then rose the servant-lass, 


She 's stealing the com and stealing the bay, 


^^^ And lookit through a wee, wee hole i 


And wappin it oer to Wanton Broun. 


^L 


— 


^^^^^ 


' Indeed, my liege, and by your grace, 




I 'd rather hae stabling to my mare.' 




^1 sioai of AncienC BallaJs, p. 37, Percy Society, vol. xrii. 






5 ' Te 'U gang to yon outer court. 


^H 1 These was a jolly harpet^raan, 


That stands a little below the toun ; 


^^1 That harped aye frae toun to tonn ; 


Te 'U find a stable snug and neat. 


^H A wager be made, with two knights he laid 


Where stands my stately Wanton Brown." 


^H To steal King Henry's Wanton Brown. 




^H 


6 He 'b down him to the onter court. 


^H 2 Sir Roger he wagered five ploughs o land, 


That stood a little below the toun ; 


^^M Sir Charles wagered five thousand pound. 


There found a stable snug and neat. 


^H And John he 's taen the deed In hand. 


For stately stood the Wanton Brown. 


^H To steal King Henry's Wanton Brown. 




^H 


7 Then he has fisd a good strong cord 


^^1 3 He 'e taen his harp into his hand. 


Unto his grey mare's bridle-rein, ^^^^^^H 


^^M And be gaed harping thro the toun, 


And ^ed it unto that steed's tail, ^^^^^H 


^^M And as the king in his palace sat. 


Syne shut the sUble-door behin. ^^^^^H 


^H His ear was toached wi the sounn 


^^^^^^H 


^H 


8 Then he harped on, an he carped on, ^^H 


^^H 4 ' Come b, come in, ye harper-man, 


Till all were fast uleep ; ^^^ 


^^K Some your harping let me hear ; ' 


^^J 
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Then down thro bower and ha he 's goui 
Even on his hands and feet 

9 He 's to yon stable snug and neat, 
That lay a little belovf the toun ; 
For there he placed bia ain grey mare, 
Alang wi Heory's Wanton Brown. 



10 



' Te '11 do you down thro mire an i 
Thro mony bog an lairy hole ; 

But never mifis your Wanton slack 
Te '11 gang to Mayblane, to your 



foal.' 



11 As Boon's the door he had unshut, 

The mare gaed prancing frae the town, 
An at her bridle-rein was tied 
Henry's stately Wanton Brown. 

12 Then she did lin thro mire an moss, 

Thro mony bog an miery hole ; 
But never missed her Wanton slack 
Till she reachd Mayblane, to her foal. 

13 When the king awaked from sleep 

He to the harper-man did say, 

waken ye, waken ye, joUy John, 
We 've fcdrly slept till it is day. 

14 ' Win up, win up, ye harper-m.iii. 

Some mair o harping ye '11 gie me : ' 
He said, My liege, wi a' my heart. 

But first my gude grey mare maan see. 

15 Then forth he ran, and in he came. 

Dropping mony a feigned tear: 
'Some rogue[8] hae broke the outer conrt, 
An Btown awa my gnde grey mare.' 

16 'Then by my sooth,' the king replied, 

' If there 'a been rogues into the toun, 

1 fear, as well aa your grey mare, 
Awa is my stately Wanton Brown.' 

17 ' My loss is great,' the harper said, 

' My loss is twice aa great, 1 fear ; 
In Scotland I lost a gnde grey steed, 
An here I 've lost a gude grey mare.' 



Well piud ye 'se be, John, for the eame. 
An hkewise for your gude grey mare.' 

19 When that John his money received. 

Then he went harping frae the toun, 
But little did King Henry ken 

He 'd stown awa his Wanton Brown. 

20 The knights then lay ower eastle-wa, 

An they beheld baith dale an down. 
An saw the jolly harper-man 

Come harping on to Striveling toon. 

21 Then, ' By my sooth,' Sir Roger said, 

' Are ye retorned back to toun? 
I doubt niy lad ye hae ill sped 
Of stealing o the Wanton Brown,' 

22 'I hae been into fair England, 

An even into Lunan toun. 
An in King Henry's outer court, 
An stown awa the Wanton Brown.' 

23 ' Te lie, ye lie,' Sir Charles he said, 

' An aye sae loud 's I hear ye lie ; 
Twall armed men, in armour bright. 
They guard the stable night and day.' 

24 ' But I did harp them all asleep. 

An managed my businesa cunninglie; 
If ye make light o what I say. 
Come to my stable an ye '11 see. 

25 'My music pleasd the king sae well 

Mair o my harping he wisbd to hear ; 
An for the same he paid me well, 
And also for my gude grey mare.' 

26 Then he drew out a gude lang purge, 

Weil stored wi gowd an white monie. 
An in a short time after this 

The Wanton Brown he lat them see. 

27 Sir Roger produced his ploughs o land. 

Sir Charles produced his tliousand pounds, 
Tlien back to Henry, the English king, 
Restored the stately Wanton Brown. 



18 'Come on, come 
Some o your n 



1, ye harper-man, 
sic lat me hear ; 
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L & "I have here given another copy of thia 
Border Ballad, which I took from a MS. 
Gollectioa of Mr Henderson. It varies a 
little from the former [A}, which I had 
from Dr Clapperton of Lochmahen." 

4*, 13', 18*. The Wanton Broum is a mare : 
so b, and D, 9'. But the Brown la a stall- 
ion in C, 3*, 8*, 13*, and U so mode to be 
in A. o, 13', 17': rightly, I ihmild suppote. 

8*. say. 12*. to wantiruj. 
b. The third and fourth lines are repeated as 

1'. heard ye of a silly harper. W Livd long. 
1'. he did. 8'. he wanting. 
9'. lords gaed through. 9*. That they forgat 
14*. ere it. 15". gae. 16'. raise. 
17'. then {mispriTii) for \hoae. 17'. giunst. 
21'. shall. 
O. No burden. V. heard ye tia o. 
W How long he lived. 1*. And how. 
1*. steal the Lord Warden's. 
2'. the haste. 2'. will neer gae weel. 
3'. hast. 3". That can baith lance oer laigh. 
3*. Sae set thee on the gray mare's back. 
4, 5, wanting. 

6'. And even: he may drie. 
6'. And when he cam to Carhsle gate. 
6*. whae : but the Warden, he. 
7'. into my hall, thou. 7*. I wad- 
s'. The Warden lookd ower. 8«. said. 
8'. silly blind. 8*. beside. 
^■. Then aye. 9*. the lordlings footed. 
9'. But an the. 

The groom had nae mind o. 



10'. 



e fast. 



11' hied. 11*. gude vxinting. 

12'. took a cowt halter. 12'. he did. 

13*. He turned them loose at the castle gate. 

13'. rouir and moss. 13'. neer let : bait 

13*. But kept him a-galloping bame to her foal. 

14'. The mare she waa : foot 

14'. She didna. 

14^ A lang ; before the day. 

15'. Rise up. 

16'. cloathes. 16'. keekit through at the. 

16". then cried. 16*. braw brown. 

17*. hand thy tongne, thoa silly wench. 

17*. morn's : m your ee. 17*. He 'a. 

18, Now all this while, in tnerry Carlisle, 
The harper harped to hie and law, 



23 

And the fiend thing dought they do but listan 

Untill that the day began to daw. 

19*. Behold the Wanton Brown was gane. 

19*. poor blind. 

20'. quo the cunning auld. 

20'. And ever allace. 20'. I lost a. 

21, 22, alteration ofB 11, 12: 

Come cease thy allacing, thoa silly blind harper, 
And again of thy harping let us hear; 

And weel payd sail thy cowt-foal be, 
Ajid thou sail bare a far better mare. 

Then aye he harped, and aye he carped, 

Sae sweet were the harpings he let them hear I 

He was paid for the foal he had never lost, 
And three times ower for Che gude gray man. 

B. 1». in a Bell town : see 13*. 

5. The burden is here: Sing, Fadle fidle. etc. 

C. "The following is an oral version of a ballad 

which appears in the first volume of the 
' Uinstrelsy.' I have written it down from 
the recitation of a friend who learned it 
many years ago from her grandfather, a Mr 
John M acred die, farmer. Little Laight 
parish of Inch, Wigtonshire. He died in 
1813. at the age of ninety-fonr, and is sup- 
posed to have acquired the nong from tra- 
dition in his youth. On comparison, it will 
be found to differ in several respects from 
Sir Walter's version. 11 HiU Street. An- 
derston, Glasgow. W. G," 

D. 3«, 4', 6', 18', oh. 10', at 16', then, added by 

Mr Murray in pencil above the line, as if 

on reading over what he had written dmvn, 

18*. I>r Mitehell gives: An wapa. "The ower- 

word," he adds, " was something Uke the 

follow mg : " 

Hey tum tidly 

Doodlem didly 

Hey tum tidly 

Doodley dan. 

B. 2'. The reading is perhaps pounds. 

T-'. Absurdity eould be avoided by exchao' 

ging grey mare and steed. 
24*. by /or my. 
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THE DEATH OF PARCY REED 



' A loni; of Farry Reed and the Three False Halls,' 
the lale Robert White's papers. 



B. 'The Death of FarCf Reed/ Richardso&'a Border- 



er's Table Book, 18i6, VII, 361; J. H. DUon, , 
dent Poems, Ballads and Songs of the Peaaantry of 
England, p. 9S, Percy Society, »oL xrii, 1846. 



Of B, ■which purports to have been taken 
down from an old woman 'a singing by James 
Telfer, Mr Robert White, from whom I 
received A, said in a letter to Mr J. H. 
Dixon : " Parcy Reed, as you suspect, is not 
genuine, for it bears marks of our friend's im- 
provements, I have a copy of the original 
somewbere, but nniiy not be able to find it." 
And again, Telfer himself, "in a letter to the 
late Robert Storey, the Northumbrian poet," 
wrote, " I will send Mr Dixon the real verses, 
but it is but a droll of a ballad." (J. H. 
Dixon, in Kotea and Queries, Fourth Series, 
I, 108, V, 520.) 

Comparison will show that almost the whole 
of A is preserved in B, and in fairly good form. 
B lias also some stanzas not found in A which 
may be accepted as traditional. Telfer may 
have added a dozen of his own, and has re- 
touched others. 

Mr White, after remarking that there is 
no historical evidence to sbow when the event 
on which the balliid was founded occurred, in- 
forms ns that almost every circumstance in the 
narrative lias been transmitted to the present 
century by local tradition. 

" Percival, or Parcy, Reed," in the words of 
• Mr White, "waa proprietor of Trougbend, 
an elevated tract of land lying on the west 
side and nearly in the centre of Redeadule, 
Northumberland. The remains of the old 
tower may stili be seen, a little to the west of 
the present mansion, commanding a beautiful 
and most extensive view of nearly the whole 
valley. Here he resided, and being a keen 
hunter and brave soldier, he possessed much 



influence, and was appointed warden or keeper 
of the district. His office was to suppress 
and order the apprehension of thieves and 
other breakers of the law ; in the execution of 
which he incurred the displeasure of a family 
of brothers of the name of Hall, who were 
owners of Girsonsfield, a farm about two 
miles east from Troughend. He also drew 
upon himself the hostility of a band of moss- 
troopers. Crosier by name, some of whom he 
had been successful in bringing to justice. 
The former were, however, artful enough to 
conceal their resentment, and under the ap- 
pearance of friendship calmly awaited an 
opportunity to be avenged. Some time after- 
wards, they solicited his attendance on a hnnt> 
ing expedition to the head of Redesdale, and 
unfortuniitely he agreed to accompany them. 
His wife hnd some strange dreams anent his 
safety on the night before his departure, and 
at breakfast, on the following morning, the 
loaf of bread from which he was supplied 
chanced to be turned with the bottom up- 
wards, an omen which is still accounted most 
unfavorable all over the north of England. 
Considering these presages undeserving of no- 
tice. Reed set out in company with the Halls, 
and, after enjoying a good day's sport, the 
party withdrew to a solitary hut in Bating- 
hope. a lonely glen stretching westward from 
the Whitelee, whose little stream forms one 
of the chief sources of Keedwater, The whole 
of this arrangement had been previously 
planned by the Halls and Crosiers, and when 
the latter came down, lutein the evening, to ex- 
ecute their purpose of vengeance, they found 
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Parcy Reed altogether a defenceless man. 
Hia coiDjianiona not only deserted him, but 
had previoualy driven hia sword so firmly in 
its scabbard that it could not be drawn, and 
had also moistened the powder with which 
the very long gun he carried with him was 
charged, so as to render both useless when he 
came to rely upon them for protection. Ac- 
cordingly the Crosiers instantly put him to 
death ; and so far did they carry out their 
sanguinary measures, even against his lifeless 
body, that tradition says the fragments thereof 
bad to be collected together and conveyed in 
pillow-fllips home to Troughend. Public in- 
dignation was speedily aroused against the 
murderers; the very name of Crosier was ab- 
horred throughout Redesdale, and the abettors 
were both driven from their residence and des- 
ignated as the fause-hearted Ha's, an appel- 
lation which yet remains in force against 



them." (Richardson's Borderer's Table Book, 
VII, 361.) 

The farm of Girsonsfield, according to the 
ballad. A 3, 18, belonged to the Halls. But 
that place has been the property of others, 
Bays Mr White, " ever since the reign of Eli^ 
abeth ; " whence he concludes that the story 
is not to be dated later than the sixteenth cen- 
tury. 

Parcy Reed is famed to have had a favorite 
dog named Keel Jar, and, though a " peerless 
archer." to have killed him by an unlucky 
shot while hunting. Sir Walter Scott has 
celebrated this mishap and its consequence in 
'The Death of Keeldar' (Table Book, as 
above, p. 240} ; and he alludes to the treach- 
erous murder of Reed (with which be became 
acquainted through Robert Roxby's ' Lay of 
the Reedwater Minstrel," 1809) in Rokeby, 
written in 1812, Canto I, XX. 



The late Robert White's p&pen ; " Woodbam, December 
I, IS29. Tbomu HadlBy, Bridga End, Corwnjide Parish." 

1 The Liddesdale Crosiers h&e ridden a. race, 

And they had far better staid at hame. 
For they have lost a galiiuit gay, 

Yoang Whintoa Crosier it was his name. 

2 For Parcy Reed he has him taen, 

And he 's delivered him to lanr. 
But Buld CroaieT has made aasiver 

That he '11 gar the bouse of the Troogh- 

3 So aa !t happened on a day 

That Parcy Reed is a hunting gane, 

And the three false Halls of Girsonsfield 

They all aloog with him are gane. 

4 They bunted up and they hunted down, 

They hunted all Reedwater round, 
Till weariness has on him seized ; 

At the Batinghope he 'a fallen asleep. 

5 O some tbey stole his powder-horn, 

And some put water in hia long gun : 



' O waken, waken, Parcy Reed ! 

For we do doubt thou sleeps too eoaii3> 

6 ' O waken, waken, Parcy Reed ! 

For we do doubt thou sleeps too long; 
For yonder 'a the five Crosiers coming, 
They 're coming hy the Hingin Stane. 

7 ' If they be five men, we are four, 

If ye will all stand true to me ; 
Now every one of you may take one, 
Aod two of them ye may leave to me.* 

8 ' We will not stay, nor we dare not stay, 

Parcy Reed, for to fight with thee-, 
For thou wilt find, O Parcy Reed, 
That they will slay both ua and thee.' 

9 * stay, O stay, Tommy Hall, 

stay, man, and fight with me! 
If we see the Troughend again, 

My good black mare 1 will g^ve thee.' 

10 ' 1 will not stay, nor I dare not stay, 
O Parcy Reed, to fight for thee ; 
For thon wUt find, O Parcy Reed, 
That they will stay both me and thee.' 



^^^^r . ^^^^^ ' - 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 
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11 ' Stay, stay, Johnnie Hall, 


15 ' Now foul fa ye, ye traitors all, ^^H 


stay, man, and Hgbt for me ! 


That ever ye should in England won I ^^M 


If I Bee the Troughend again, 


You have left me in a fair field standin, ^H 


Five yoke of oxen I will give thee.' 


And in my hand an uncharged gun. ^^M 


12 'I vill Dot stay, nor I dare not stay, 


16 ' fare thee weU. my wedded wife! ^H 


Farcy Reed, for to fight with thee ; 


fare you well, my children five ! ^^H 


For thou wilt find. Farcy Reed, 


And fare thee well, my daughter Jane, ^^H 


That they will slay both me and thee." 


That I love heat that 's born alive I ^^M 


13 '0 stay, stay. WiUie HaU, 


17 < fare thee well, my brother Tom 1 ^^M 


stay, man. and fight for me I 


And fare yon weU bis children five 1 ^^M 


If we see the Troughend again, 


If you had been with me this day, ^^H 


The half of my land I will give thee.' 


I surely had been man alive. ^^H 


14 'I will not stay, nor I dare not stay. 


18 < Farewell all friends ! as for my foes, .^H 


Farcy Reed, for to fight with thee ; 


To distant lands may they be tane, ^H 


For thou wilt find, Farcy Reed, 


And the three false Halls of Girsonsfield, ^M 


That they will slay both me and thee.' 


They 'U never be trusted nor trowed again.' ^| 


^^^ B 


6 'To the hmiting, ho I ' cried Farcy Reed, ^M 


RichBfdflona' Borderera' Tnble Book, VTI, 361, 1846; 
•■taken dowa by Jamca Telhr. of Saughi™, LiddesdHla, 


' The morning sun is on the dew ; ^H 
The cauler breeze frae off the fells ^1 


from Che clmatiDg of ao old womaa named Kitty Hall, a db^ 


Will lead the dogs to the quarry true. ^| 


tive of Northumberland." 


^H 




7 'To the hunting, hoi ' cried Farcy Reed, H 


1 God send the land deliverance 


And to the hunting he has gane; ^H 


Frae every rearing, riding Scot; 


And the three fause Ha's o Girsonsfield H 


We '11 Bune hae neither cow nor ewe. 


Alang vri him he has them taen. ^M 


We 11 sime hae neither Btoig nor stut 


^M 




8 They hunted high, they hunted low, ^H 


2 The oatlaws come frae Liddesdale, 


By heathery hill and htrken shaw ; ^^M 


They berry Redesdale far and near; 


They raised a buck on Rooken Edge, ^^M 


The rich man's gelding it maun gang. 


And blew tlie mort at fair Ealytawe. ^H 


They canna pass the puir man's mear. 


^H 




9 They hunted high, they hunted low, ^H 


3 Sure it were weel. had ilka thief 


They made the echoes ring amain ; ^^M 


Around his neck a halter Strang ; 


With music sweet o horn and hound. ^^M 


And curses heavy may they light 


They merry made fair Redesdale glen. ^H 


On traitors vile oursels amajig. 


^H 




10 They hunted high, they hunted low, ^^M 


4 Now Farcy Reed has Crosier taen, 


They hunted up, they hunted down, ^^H 


He has delivered him to the law ; 


Until the day was past tlie prime, ^^H 


But Crosier says he 'U do waur than that, 


And it grew late in the afternoon. ^^H 


He '11 make the tower o Troughend fa. 


^H 




11 They hunted high in Batinghope, ^H 


6 And Crosier says he will do wanr. 


When as the sun was sinking low ; ^^M 


He wiU do waur if waur can he ; 


Says Farcy then, Ca off the dogs. ^M 


He 'U make the bairns a' fatherless. 


We '11 bait our steeds and homeward go. ^M 


And then, the Und it may lie lee. 


^ 



R 
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: They lighted high in Batinghope, 


22 ' turn thee, turn thee. Tommy Ha, ^M 




Atveen the brown and benty ground ; 


turn now, man, and light wi me ; ^H 




They had but rested a little while 


If ever we come to Troaghecd again, ^1 




Till Paxcy Eeed was sleeping sound. 


My daughter Jean I 'U gie to thee.' ^H 


13 There 'a nane may lean on a rotten staff, 


23 ' I mayna turn, 1 canna turn, ^H 




But him tliat risks to get a fa ; 


I daurna turn and fight wi thee ; ^^M 




There 'a nane may in a traitor trust, 


The Crosiers baud thee at a fend, ^^M 




And traitors blaek were every Ha. 


And they wad kill haith thee and me.' ^^H 


14 


They 've stown the bridle off his steed, 


24 ' shame upon ye, traitors a' ! ^^H 




Aikd they Ve put water in his lang gun ; 


I wish your hames ye may never see ; ^^H 




They 've fixed his sword within the sheath 


Ye 've Btown the bridle off ray naig, ^^H 




That out again it winna come. 


And I can neither fight nor fiee. ^^M 


15 


' Awaken ye, waken ye, Farcy Reed, 


25 ' Te 've stown the bridle off my naig, ^^M 




Or by your enemies be taen; 


And ye 've put water i my lang gun ; ^^H 




For yonder are the five Crosiers 


Te Ve fiKcd my sword within the sheath ^H 




A-coming owre the Hingin-stane.' 


That oat again it wbiia come.' ^^H 


16 


' If they be five, and we be four, 


26 He had but time to cross himsel, ^^M 




Sae that ye stand alang wi me, 


A prayer he hadna time to say, ^^H 




Then every man ye will take one, 


Till round him came the Crosiers keen, ^^M 




And only leave but two to me : 


All riding graithed and in array. ^^H 




We will them meet as brave men ought. 


^^M 




And make them either fight or flee.' 


27 ' Weel met. weel met, now. Percy Reed, ^^M 
Thou art the very man we sought ; ^^H 


17 


' We mayna stand, we canna stand, 


Owre lang hae we been in your debt, ^^M 




Wo danroa stand along wi thee; 


Now will we pay you as we ought. ^^H 




The Crosiers baud thee at a feud, 


^^H 




And they wad kill baith thee and we.' 


28 ' We '11 pay thee at the nearest tree, ^H 
Where we shall hang thee like a hound ; ' H 


18 


' turn thee, turn thee, Johnie Ha, 


Brave Parcy raisd his fankit sword, ^H 




turn thee, man, and fight wi me ; 


And felld the foremost to the ground. ^^| 




When ye conie to Troughend again, 


^H 




My gude black naig I will gie thee s 


29 Alake. and wae for Parcy Reed, ^H 




He cost full twenty pound o gowd, 


Alake, he wii« an unarmed man ; ^^M 




Atween my brother John and me.' 


As they assailed him there and than. ^^M 


19 


' I mayna turn, I canna turn. 


^H 




I danrna turn and fight wi thee ; 


30 They fell upon him all at once, ^| 




The Crosiers hand thee at a feud, 


They mangled him most cruellie ; ^H 




And they wad kill baith thee and me ' 


The slightest wound might caused his deid, ^H 
And they liae gien him thirty-three; ^^| 


20 


'0 turn thee, turn thee, Willie Ha, 


They bucket off his hands and feet, ^^H 




turn thee, man, and fight wi me ; 


And left bim lying on the lee. ^H 




When ye come to Troughend again, 


^^M 




A yoke o owsen I 'U gle thee.' 


31 'Now, Parcy Reed, we 've paid our debt, ^^M 

Te canna weel dispute the tale," ^^M 


21 


'I mayna turn, I canna turn. 


The Crosiers s^d. and oS they rade ; ^^M 




I dauma turn and fight wi thee ; 


They rade the kirt o Liddesdale. ^H 




The Crosiers baud thee at a feud, 


^H 


1 


And they wad kill baith thee and me.* 


^^J 



28 
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32 It was the hoar o gloaming gray, 

When herds come in f rae f aold and pen ; 
A herd he saw a huntsman lie, 

Says he, Can this be Laird Troughen ? 

33 ' There 's some will ca me Farcy Reed, 

And some will ca me Laird Troaghen ; 
It 's little matter what they ca me. 
My f aes hae made me ill to ken. 

34 ' There 's some will ca me Farcy Reed, 

And speak my praise in tower and town ; 
It 's little matter what they do now. 
My life-blood mdds the heather brown. 

35 ' There 's some will ca me Farcy Reed, 

And a' my virtues say and sing ; 
I would much rather have just now 
A draught o water frae the spring.' 

3C The herd flung aft his clouted shoon 
And to the nearest fountain ran ; 
He made his bonnet serve a cup. 
And wan the blessing o the dying man. 



37 ' Now, honest herd, ye maun do mair, 

Ye maun do mair, as I yon tell ; 
Ye maun bear tidings to Troughend, 
And bear likewise my last farewelL 

38 ' A farewell to my wedded wife, 

A farewell to my brother John, 

Wha sits into the Troughend tower 

Wi heart as black as any stone. 

39 ' A farewell to my daughter Jean, 

A farewell to my young sons five ; 
Had they been at their f lUher's hand, 
I had this night been man alive. 

40 * A farewell to my followers a'. 

And a' my neighbours g^de at need ; 
Bid them think how the treacherous Ha*8 
Betrayed the life o Farcy Reed. 

41 * The laird o Clennel bears my bow, 

The laird o Brandon bears my brand ; 
Wheneer they ride i the Border-side, 

They 'U mind the fate o the laird Trough- 
end.' 



A. 10*, 12S 14S or for nor ; ef. 8». 

12^ ^ O Farcy Reed, etc. (same as stanza 8, 
save at end, thee and me).*' The same 
abridgment and remark at 10^ 14^ hut the 



last words are there given as me and thee. 
UniformUy is to be expected, 
16^ fare thou : cf. 16», 17^ 
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THE LAIRD OF WARISTON 

L ' The Laird of Waristoun,' Jamieson's Popular Bal- C. * Death of Lord Warriston,' Buchan's Ballads of the 
kds, 1, 109. North of Scotland, I, 56. 

I. < Laird of Wariestoun,' Kinloch MSS, VII, 21 7 ; Km- 
loch's Ancient Scottish Ballads, p. 49. 



Bibbell's Diary, under the date of July 
2, 1600, has the following entry : ^* John Kin- 
land [Kincaid] of Waristone mordent be hes 
awin wyff and servant-man, and the nurische 



being also upone the conspiracy. The said 
gentil woman being apprehendit, scho was tane 
to the Girth Crosse upon the 6 day of Julii, 
and her held struck fra her bodie at the Can- 
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I 

I 
I 

I 



nagBit fit; qoha diet verie patiently. Her 
nuriscbe was brunt at the same tyme, at 4 
houres in the morneing, the 5 of Julii." P, 49. 

Both husband and wife belonged to houses 
of some note. The wife, Jean Livingston, 
was a daughter of John Livingston of Duni- 
pace, " and related to many of the first fam- 
ilies in Scotland." 

Nothing seems to have been done to keep 
the murder from divulging. Warriston being 
only about a mile from Edinburgh, informa- 
tion very soon reached the authorities of jus- 
tice, and those who were found in the house, 
the mistress, the nurse, and two female ser- 
vants, were arrested. The crime was com- 
mitted on Tuesday morning, not long after 
midnight. On Thursday such trial as there 
was took place, and it may have occupied 
three hours, probably less. At three o'clock 
OD Saturday morning sentence was executed. 
This had been burning (i. e. after strangling), 
both for the principal and her accomplice, the 
nurse ; but for the well-born woman, no doubt 
through the influence of her kindred, it was 
commuted to beheading. The servant-man 
who did the handiwork fled, but the penalty 
for undue devotion to bis former master's 
daughter overtook him within four years. He 
was broken on a cart-wheel with a plough- 
coulter. 

The judicial records in the case of Jean 
Livingston are lost, but the process of the 
murder and the provocation are known from a 
register of the trial of Robert Weir, the actual 
perpetrator, and partly also from Jean Living- 
ston's own relation. Jean Livingston, having 
conceived a deadly hatred and malice against 
her husband, John Kincaid, "for the alleged 
biting of her in the arm and striking her divers 
times," sent word by her nurse, Janet Murdo, 
to Robert Weir, formerly servant to her father, 
to come to Wariston to speak with her con- 
cerning the murdering of him. The nurse, 
who, we may safely suppose, had been the 
witness of Kineaid's brutal behavior, was no 
unwilling agent. " She helped me too well 
in mine evil purpose," says h^r mistresB ; " for 
when I told her what I was minded to do, she 
consented to the doing of it, and . . , when I 



sent her to seek the man who would do it, she 
said, I shall go and seek him, and if I get him 
not, I shall seek another ; and if I get none, I 
shall do it myself," This the nurse confessed. 
The other two women knew nothing of the 
deed before it was done ; " and that which they 
knew," saya the mistress again, "they durst 
not tell for fear, for 1 had compelled them to 
dissemble," Robert Weir, having given con- 
sent, was put in a cellar, where he stayed till 
midnight, about which time he came up and 
went to Kineaid's chamber. Kincaid, who 
had waked with the "din," and was leaning 
over the side of his bed, was knocked to the 
floor by a blow in the neck, kicked in the 
belly, and then throttled. " As soon as that 
man gripped him and began his evil turn," 
says the wife, "so soon as my husband cried 
so fearfully, I leapt outover my bed and went 
to the hall, where I sat all the time till that 
unhappy man came to me and reported that 
mine husband was dead." She desired Weir, 
she says, to take her away with him, for 
she feared trial, albeit flesh and blood made 
her think that her father's interest at court 
would have saved ber (this may have been an 
after-thought). But Weir refused, saying. You 
shall tarry still, and if this matter come not 
to light, you shall say he died in the gallery, 
and I shall return to my master's service. 
But if it be known, I shall fly and take the 
crime on me, and none dare pursue you. 

A benevolent minister, who visited Jean 
Livingston in prison about ten o'clock on 
Thursday, the third day after the muider, 
found her " ruging in a senseless fury, disdain- 
fully taunting every word of grace that was 
spoken to her, impatiently tearing her hair, 
sometimes running up and down the house 
like one possessed, sometimes throwing her- 
self on the bed and sprawling, refusing all 
comfort by word, and, when the book of God 
was brought to her, flinging it upon the walls, 
twice or thrice, most nn reverently." His 
warnings of wrath to come and his exhorta- 
tions to seek mercy through repentance were 
treated as "trittle, trattle," and she stub- 
bornly refused to pray for herself, or to take 
part in his prayer, or to say so much as God 
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help me. He told her that ehe was promis- 
ing herself impunity, but within a few hours, 
when she ehould have the sentem:*) of death 
pronounced iigainst her, the pride of her heart 
would be broken. The trial and sentence 
followed hard upon this, and when the minis- 
ter returned, some time in the afternoon, he 
found a, visible and apparent grace beginning 
in her. Ho remained with her till after mid- 
night, and when he left her, Jean Livingston 
could say that she felt in her heart a free re- 
mission of all her sins. This worthy man 
came to the prison again early the next morn- 
ing, and found God'a grace wonderfully nug- 
mented in her. She was full of joy and cour- 
age. Those that stood about her siiid they 
never saw her 80 amiable or well-favored. 
The glory of God waa ehining both without 
and within her. 

To follow no further this astounding chap- 
ter in psychology, this bairo of twenty-one 
years," with whom the Lord began to work in 
mercy upon Thursday at two hours in the 
afternoon, gave up her soul to him in peace 
upon the Saturday following at three hours in 
the morning, " When she came to the scaffold 
and was carried up upon it, she looked up to 
the Maiden with two longsome looks," but 
her serenity was not disturbed. She made a 
confHSsion at each of the four corners of the 
scaffold, took "good night" cheerfully of all 
her friends, kissing them, and then, "as a 
constant snint of Gud, humbled herself on her 
knees and offered her neck to the axe." f 

It may be gathered from Weir's indictment 
that it was the ill treatment which she hiid re- 

■ So the Memurial roferred to in Ihts Ut'it note. p. vi. 
Sbarpe. in bin prefiice, p. ir. sajs niaec^en. B 9 is of coarse 
quite wrong as la the duralion of her married life. 

t A Memorial of the Coaveraion of Jeau Ltvioestoii. 
Ladj Waristoun, eic. printed from [he tnauuscriiit bv C. K, 
Sharpe, EdinhurKh, 1857. An Epiiaphium JanBtffi Living. 
iiontiB a subjoined. The record of Weir's trial ia sjven in 
the preface: see aUo Fitcaim'a Criminal Trials, Jl, 445 IT. 
The Memorial il powerfully intereBtinp, but, in Sbarpe's 
words, would have becD a mischieyDBB present to the world, 
whntBTer one may think of the change of heart in this "dear 
■aint of God," aa Bhe ii ibereia repenledlj called. It loaj 
be noted that Jeao Lifingaton, when it was supposed har 
]ul hour had come, cntled (or a drink and drank to all her 
friends. Memorial, p. ml ; cf. " Mary Hamilton." 

t Rolling in a apiked barrel is well known aa a popular 
form of puniabmeot. For some examples later than Reg- 
dIus, see Orundtvig, II, 174, No 58; Grundtvig, 11,547, 
No 101, A-D, Prior, I, 343, Afzelius, No 3 (two copies), 
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ceived from her husband that incited the vifo 
to the murder. Two of the ballads, A 4, B 2, 
make the same representation. An epitaph 
on Jean Livingston gives us to understand that 
botb parties were very young, and were mar- 
ried aganst their will (invita invito aubjuncta 
puella puello) : whence perpetual disagree- 
ments (nihil in thalamo nisi rixte, jurgia, 
lites). 

In A, B, the strangling is done hy the 
nurse and her lady, Man's Enemy personally 
knotting the tether in A ; in C it is done by 
the nurse alone. In B 8 the great Dunipace, 
in hia anger at hearing what his daughter has 
done, cries out for her to be put in a barrel o£ 
pikes f and rolled down some lea. In G the 
father, mother, and brother come to see Jean, 
and would fain give everything to borrow her. 
This is a by much too flattering account of 
the behavior of her relatives, who were princi- 
pally anxious to have her got out of the 
world with as little ^clat as might be. None 
of them came near her in prison, though 
Wariaton's brother did. C makes Wariston'a 
mortal offence not the throwing a plate at her 
face (A) or striking her on the mouth (B), 
but the taxing her with a bairn by another 
man. § The unfriendly relations of the pair 
must have been notorious. In the prison the 
wife " purged herself very sincerely from many 
scandalous things she had been bruited with. 
Kot that she would excuse herself that she 
was a sinner in the highest rank, but that 
she might clear herself from these false re- 
ports that her bouse was charged with : " 
Memorial, p. XXVII. 

Wolff, Halle der ViJlker, II, 161 ; Grundtvig, HI, 700, No 
17B, A-D, Prior, II, 160, Arwidason, II, &S, No 80, and 
Grundtvig, ib. p. 698; UoRmaim, Niedtriandische Volk»- 
lieder, 1856, p. 1 9, No 3, L« Jeune, p. 67, No 3, Prior, II. S3S ; 
Pidal, Aaturian Romsn(?ei, p. 163, No 36; Grimms, K.-U. 
H. miirchen, Noa 13, 89, 135; Asbjamsetl og Moe, p. 464. 
Sharpe, in his preface to the Memorial, p. t, giree B 8 in 
this form, " pirrlj from tradition : " 

Up spak the laird DunypaM, 



5 The day before the execution Lady Wariston desired to 
see her infant son. The miniater feared Isat the aighi of 
him should make her wae to leave him, but she assared that 
the contrail should be seen, took tbe child in her armt, 
ki^ed him, blesaed him. and rccommeniled him to the Lord's 
care, and sent him away again without taking of any sor- 
row. Memorinl, p. IX. 



I 



I 






IBW 


US 


^^^^^^F 104. THE LAIBD 


OF WAKISTON 


31 ^w 


^^^^r 


6 ' Gif ye will do my bidding. 


H 




At my bidding for to be, 
I '11 learn you a wile 
Avenged for to be.' 


1 


1 Down by yon garden green 




^^^^^^M 


Sm meirily as she gaes ; 


7 The Foul Thief knotted the tetheiv 


^^^^^^H 


She has twa weel-made feet. 


She Ufted his head on hie, 


^^^^^^H 


And she trips upon her taea. 


The nonrice drew the knot 
That gard lord Waristoun die. 


^^H 


2 She has twa weel-made feet. 




^^^^^^^1 


Far better la her hand ; 


8 Then word ia gane to Leitb, 


^^^^^H 


She 'b as jimp in the middle 


Also to Edinburgh town, 


^^^^^H 


As ony willow-wand. 


That the lady had killd the Imrd, 
The laird o Waristoun. 


^^H 


3 ' Gif ye will do my bidding. 




^^^^^^M 


At my bidding for to be, 




^^^^^^M 


It 's I wiL make you lady 




^^^^^^M 


Of a' the lands yon see.' 


9 ' Tak aff. tak aft my hood. 
But lat my petticoat be ; 


^^H 


#••••« 


Put my mantle oer my head. 
For the fire I downa see. 


^^H 


4 He spate a word in jest : 




^^^^^^1 


Hei' answer wasna good ; 


10 'Now, a' ye gentle maids. 


^^^^^^1 


He threw a plate at her face. 


Tak warning now by me, 


^^^^^^M 


Made it a' guah out o blood. 


And never marry ane 
But wha pleases your ee. 


^^H 


5 She waana frae her chamber 




^^^^^^1 


A step but barely three. 


11 ' For he married me for love. 


^^^^^H 


When up and at her richt hand 


But I mamed him for fee ; 


^^^^^H 


There stood Man's Enemy. 


And sae brak out the feud 
That gaid my dearie die.' 


^H 




- 


^^H 


^^HP 




^^1 


^ ^nloeh USS, Vn, 317 ; from the recitation of Jenny 




^^^^^H 


^H WatMin. 


4 ' At evening when ye sit, 

And whan ye drink the wine, 


^^^1 


^H 1 It was at dinner as they sat. 


See that ye fill the glass weill up 


^^^^^H 


^^M And whan they drank the wine, 


To the I^rd o Wariston.' 


i^^^^^H 


^^M How happy war the laird and lady 




^^^^^H 


^^1 Of bonnie Wariston ! 


5 So at table whan they sat, 

And whan they drank the wine, 


^^H 


^H 2 The lady spak bnt ae word. 


She made the glass aft gae round 


^^^^^H 


^H The matt«r to conclude ; 


To the laird o Wariston. 


^^^^^^1 


^H The laird strak her on the moath. 




^^^^^^1 


^H Till she spat out o hlude. 


6 Tlie nurice she knet the knot, 
And she knet it sicker I 


^^H 


^H 3 She did not know the way 


The lady did gie it a twig, 


^^^^^^1 


^H Her mind to Bstiufy, 


Till it began to vricker. 


^^^^^^1 


^H Till evil cam into [her] head 




^^^^^^^1 


^^L All by the Enemy. 


^^^ 


J 
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7 But word 's gane donn to Leithy 

And up to £mbro toun, 
That the lady she has slain the laird. 
The laird o Waristoon. 

8 Word has gane to her father, the grit Dnnipace, 

And an angry man was he ; 
Cries, Gar mak a barrel o pikes, 
And row her down some lea ! 

9 She said, Wae be to ye, Wariston, 

I wish ye may sink for sin ! 



For I have been your wife 
These nine years, running ten ; 

And I never loved ye sae well 
As now whan ye 're lying slain. 

10 ^ But tak aff this gowd brocade, 
And let my petticoat stay. 
And tie a handkerchief round my face. 
That the people may not see.' 



Buchan^B Ballads of the North of Scotland, I, 56. 

1 ' My mother was an ill woman. 

In fifteen years she married me ; 
I hadna wit to guide a man, 
Alas ! ill counsel guided me. 

2 < O Warriston, O Warriston, 

I wish that ye may sink for sin I 
I was but bare fifteen years auld, 

Whan first I enterd your yates within. 

3 ' I hadna been a month married. 

Till my gude lord went to the sea ; 
I bare a baii*n ere he came hame. 
And set it on the nourice knee. 

4 < But it fell ance upon a day. 

That my gude lord returnd from sea; 
Then I did dress in the best array, 
As blythe as ony bird on tree. 

5 ' I took my young son in my arms. 

Likewise my nourice me forebye. 
And I went down to yon shore-side, 
My gude lord's vessel I might spy. 

6 ' My lord he stood upon the deck, 

I wyte he haild me conrteouslie : 
Ye are thrice welcome, my lady gay, 
Whae 's aught that bairn on your knee ? ' 

7 She tumd her right and round about, 

Says, ' Why take ye sic dreads o me ? 
Alas I I was too young married. 
To love another man but thee.' 



8 ' Now hold your tongue, my lady gay, 

Nae mair falsehoods ye 'U tell to me ; 
This bonny bairn is not mine, 

You 've loved another while I was on sea.' 

9 In discontent then hame she went. 

And aye the tear did blin her ee ; 
Says, Of this wretch I *11 be revenged 
For these harsh words he 's said to me. 

10 She 's counselld wi her father's steward 

What way she coud revenged be ; 
Bad was the counsel then he gave. 
It was to gar her gude lord dee. 

11 The nourice took the deed in hand, 

I wat she was well paid her fee ; 
She kiest the knot, and the loop she ran. 
Which soon did gar this young lord dee. 

12 His brother lay in a room hard by, 

Alas ! that night he slept too soun ; 
But then he wakend wi a cry, 

' I fear my brother 's putten down. 

13 ' O get me coal and candle light, 

And get me some gude companie ; ' 
But before the light was brought, 
Warriston he was g^art dee. 

14 They 've taen the lady and fause nourice. 

In prison strong they hae them boun ; 
The nourice she was hard o heart, 
But the bonny lady fell in swoon. 

15 In it came her brother dear. 

And aye a sorry man was he : 
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' I woud gie a' the lands I heir. 


Says, ' I grant you your life, lady, 




bonny Je&n, to borrow thee,' 


Because you are of tender year.' 




16 ' borrow me, brother, borrow me ? 


23 ' A boon, a boon, my liege the king. 




OborrowdshaUIneverbe; 


The boon I ask, ye '11 grant tome;' 




For I gart kill my ain gude lord, 


<Afik on, ask on, my bonoy Jean, 




And life is ntvo pleasure to mo.' 


"Whateer ye ask it 's granted be.' 




17 Id it came her mother dear, 


24 'Cause take me out at night, at night, 




I wyte a Borry woman was she : 


Lat not the sun upon me shine, 




' I woud gie my white monie and gowd, 


And take me to yon heading-hill. 




bonny Jean, to borrow thee.' 


Strike aS this dowie head o mine. 




18 ' Borrow me, mother, borrow me? 


25 ' Te '11 Uke me ont at night, at night, 




borrowd sbaU I never be ; 


When there are nane to gaze and see, 




For I gart kill my ain gude lord, 


And hae me to yon heading-hill. 




And life 'a now nae pleasure to me.' 


And ye '11 gar head me speedilie.' 




19 Then in it came her father dear, 


26 They 've taen her ont at nine at night. 




I wyte a sorry man was he ; 


Loot not the snn upon her shine. 




Says, ' Obon, alas 1 my bonny Jean, 


And had her to yon heading-hill. 




If I had you at bame wi me ! 


And headed her baith neat and fine. 




20 ' Seven daughters I hae left at hame. 


27 Then out it speaks the king himaell. 




As fair women as fair can be ; 


I wyte a sorry man was he : 




But I would gie them ane by ane. 


' I 're travelld east, I 've travelld weat, 




bonny Jean, to borrow thee,' 


And sailed far beyond the sea, 
But I never saw a woman's face 


H 


21 ' borrow me, father, borrow me? 


I waa aae sorry to see dee. 


^^^^^H 


borrowd shall I never be ; 




^^^^^H 


I tliat is worthy o the death. 


28 ' Bnt WaiTiston was aair to blaia*, 


^^^^^H 


It is but right that I ahoud dee.' 


For slighting o hia lady eo ; 
He had the wyte o his ain death, 


^^H 


22 Then out it speaks the king himsell, 


And bonny lady's overthrow.' 


^^^^^H 


And aye as be steps in the fleer ; 




^^^H 




— 


^^^ 


B. 4. The MS indicates that this is the mine's 


KiTiloch has made sm-eral changes in 


print- ^M 


speech. 


ing.- 


^1 


5'. whan struck out, aa written o»er. 


7\ baa gane. 8'. Fy ! gw. 8*. some 


■ 


8. has struck out, 'a substituted. 


9* gnd wife, ffe ffiiw u in 6' ; be i 


n 10': H 


10". stay struck out, be stibstitutal. 


handkerobief in 10*. 


^1 


10*. Originally handkerchief; hand struck 


C. 6*. Whaae. Perhaps, Wha 's rather 


than H 


<nU. 


Wbae's. 


j 
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LORD MAXWELL'S LAST GOODNIGHT 

'Lord Maswell'a Lut Goodnight,' commaoicated B. 'Lord Maxwell's Goodnight,' Glenriddell U8S, XI, 
o Ferc7 b; G. Paloit, ITTS. 18. 17SI, Scott's Minstrelcj, 1, 194, 180!; II, lU, 

1888. 



First publiflhed in the Minstrelsy of the 
Scottish Border, "from a copy in Glenriddell's 
MS., with BOtne alight variationB from tra- 
dition." I understand this to mean, not 
that the variations were derived from tradi- 
tion, but that the text of the Minstrelsy de- 
parts somewhat from that of the manuscript. 

A and B agree entirely as to matter. The 
order of the stanzas, not being governed by 
an explicit story, might be expected to vary 
with every reciter. 

In the year 1585, John, Lord Maxwell, hav- 
ing incurred the enmity of the king's favorite, 
the Earl of Arran, was denounced rebel, on 
such charges as were always at hand, and a 
commissioQ was given to the Laird of John- 
stone to pursue and take him. A hired force, 
by the aid of which this was expected to be 
done, was badly routed by the Maxwells in 
a sharp fight. Johnstone made a raid on 
Maxwell's lands; Maxwell burnt Johnstone's 
house. Finally, in one of their skirmishes, 
Johnstone was captured: "the grief of this 
overthrow gave Johnstone, shortly after he 
was liberated, his death." 

After some years of feud, the two chiefs. " by 
the industry of certain wise gentlemen of the 
Jobnstones," surprised all Scotland by mak- 
ing a treaty of peace. On April 1, 1592, they 
entered into a bond to foi^t and foi^ve all 
rancor and malice of the past, and to live in 
amity, themselves and their friends, in all 
time coming. A little more than a year after, 
a party of Jobnstones, relying, no doubt, on the 
forbearance of their new ally, then warden of 
the West Marches, " rode a stealing " in the 
lauds of Lord Sanquhar and of the knights of 



Drumlanrig, Lag, and Closebnro, carried off & 
large booty, and killed eighteen men who en- 
deavored to retrieve their property. (See No 
184, ' The Lads of Wamphray.') The injured 
gentlemen made complaint to Maxwell aa 
warden, and also procured a commission di- 
recting him to proceed against the Johnstonea. 
Maxwell was in an awkward plight. To in- 
duce him to take action, several of the suffer- 
ers engaged to enter into a bond of manrent, 
or homage, to Maxwell, by which they should 
be obliged to service and he to protection. 
" Maxwell, thinking this to be a good occasion 
for bringing all Nithsdale to depend upon him, 
embraced the offer." But this bond, through 
negligence, came to the hands of Johnstone, 
who, seeing what turn matters would take, 
made a league with Scotts. Ellots, and others, 
and in a battle at Dryfe Sunds, by superior 
strategy, defeated Maxwell, though the war- 
den had much larger numbers. This was in 
December, 1593. " The Lord Maxwell, a tall 
man and heavy in armor, was in the chase 
overtaken and stricken from his horse. The 
report went that he called to Johnstone and 
desired to be taken as he had sometime taken 
his father, but was unmercifully used, and 
the hand that he reached forth cut oS. But 
of this," says Spotiswood, " I can affirm noth- 
ing. There always the Lord Maxwell fell, 
having received many wounds." Drumlan- 
rig, Closeburn, and other of the Nithsdale 
lairds of Maxwell's faction, barely escaped 
with their lives. 

Sir James Johnstone soon made his peace 
with the king, whose warden had been slain 
while acting under royal authority. The heir 
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of the slain warden, John, the ninth Lord 
Maxwell, is said to have been only eight years 
old at the time of hia father's death.' If this 
waa so, he became very early of ^e for all 
purposes of offence. The two clans kept up 
a bloody and destructive private war. Both 
chiefs were imprisoned and proclaimed rebel or 
traitor; Maxwell twice, first in 1601, as fa- 
voring popery, and again in 1607, for his ex- 
travagant turbulence ; and in each case he 
made hb own esciipe, the second time by the 
ase of violence. At length, influenced per- 
haps by a conviction that his defiance of the 
law bad gone too far for his safety. Maxwell 
seemed to be seriously disposed to reconcile 
himself with his inveterate enemy. f Sir James 
Johnstone, as it happened, had already asked 
Sir Robert Maxwell, who was his brother-in- 
law and oousia to Lord Maxwell, to speak to 
bis kinsman with that view. Sir Robert bad 
DO wish to meddle, for his cousin, he said, was 
a dangerous man to have to do with. Lord 
John, however, spontaneously sent for Sir 
Robert, and said to him. Yon see my estate 
and the danger I stand in. I would crave 
your counsel as a man that tenders my weal. 
The result of much conference and writing 
(in which Sir Robert Maxwell, evidently feel- 
ing imperfect confidence in hia cousio, acted 
with great caution) was that Lord Maxwell 
proposed a tryst with Sir James Johnstone, 
each of them to be accompanied by one per- 
sott only, and no others to be present except 
Sir Robert, and faithfully promised, with his 
hands between Sir Robert's bands, that nei> 
ther he nor tbe man he should bring with him 
should do any wrong, " whether they agreed 
or not." Johnstone accepted the terms and 

• Fnucr, The Book of CMUTorock, I, SOO. "John. 
omth Lord Maxwell, was bom aboal iho year I5B6," He 
wu merried in 1601, and imprisoned for hia pipiitical pro- 
pensity in itie same year. Either the dHte is too late, or 
Maxwell wu one of those arenging children who mature 
•o verj fast: see ' Jellon Orame,' 11. 303, 513. 

t Some sort of "agrBement " had been made in 1605, ■■ 
•e see b; the "Snmmons" referred to farther on, and 
Lord Mnxwell mentions this agreement in a conversation 
with Sir Bobert Maxwell. Pitcaim's Trials, III. 3E, U. 

X la tbe indictment (" Summons, etc., aKsinst John. Lord 
Maxwell "), it is said that Johnstone was shot through Ihe 
shoulder with two poisoned ballets. If there wai evidence 
as to thia aggrsTating circumstanee, It has not been made 
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made corresponding promises. The meeting 
came off the 6th of April, 1608. Johnstone 
brought Willie Johnstone with him, and Mas- 
well Charlie Maxwell, a man that Sir Robert 
strongly disapproved, but his chief undertook 
to be answerable for him. Sir Robert required 
the same guaranty on the part of Johnstone 
for his follower, and these men were ordered to 
keep away from one another. The two princi- 
pals and their mediator between them rode off, 
with their backs to their men, and began their 
parley. Looking round. Sir Robert saw that 
Charlie Maxwell had left his appointed place 
and gone to Willie Johnstone, at whom, after 
some words between them, be fired a pistol. 
Sir Robert cried to Lord Maxwell, Fie, make 
not yourself a traitor and me both ! Lord 
Maxwell replied, I am blameless. Sir James 
Johnstone slipped away to see to his follower's 
safety. Lord Maxwell followed Sir James, 
shot him in the back, and rode off. J 

Lord Maxwell fied the country, but was 
tried in his absence and sentenced to death, 
with forfeiture of bis estates. He oime back 
to Scotland after four years, was basely be- 
tiuyed into tbe power of the government by 
a kinsman, and was beheaded at Edinbuigh 
May 21,161S.§ 

" Thus was finally ended," remarks Sir 
Walter Scott, " by a salutary example of se- 
verity, the ' foul debate ' betwixt tbe Max- 
wells and Johnstones, in the course of which 
each family lost two chieftains : one dying of 
a broken heart, one in the field of battle, one 
by aasasainatioD, and one by the sword of the 
executioner." 

A 1, 2, and patsim. The very affectionate 
relations of Lord Maxwell and his ' lady and 

•ccFsaible. Id his "OSera of Sobmiaiion," etc, by which 
Lotd Maxwell hoped to aToid the extreme pcoalty of the 
law, he makes oath on his saNation and damnatioo that the 
unbippj slaoghler was nowise committed npon forethought 
felon/ or set parpose ; and on the scaffold, while declaring 
that he had jnstly deserred his death and asking for^renf*) 
of the Johnstone family, he prot«ated that his act had been 
withoaC dishonor or infamy ; meaninft, of caarse. perfidy. 

§ Spotiswood'i History, ed. 1655, pp. 338 f., 400 f., S04 [. ; 
Hiatorie of King Jaoit* the Sext, pp. 209 f., 297-99 : Moy- 
■ie'i Menoin, p. 109 f. ; Fiieaira's Criminal Trials, lU, 
31-40, 43-47. S1-&A; Frawr.The Book of Carlaverock. 18T3, 
pp 300 f., 314, 3JI ; Taylor, The Gra« Historic Familio 
of Scotlaod, ISST, a. 10, 14-15. 
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only joy,' are a fiction of the ballad-raaker. 
His wife waa daughter of the first Marquis 
of Hamilton. Maxwell inatituted a process 
of divorce against her, and she died while this 
waa pending, before lie fled the country in 
1608. By his treatment of his wife he made 
her brother, the second marquis, and the Ham- 
iltons genemliy, his enemies." 

5, 6. Carlaverock castle had from far back 
belonged to the Maxwells, and is theirs still. 
They had a house, or caatle, at Dumfiiea, and 
the custody of the "bouses" of Lochmaben, 
Langholm, and T brieve. 

9, 10. Douglas of Drumlanrig, Kirkpat- 
rick of Cloaeburn, and Grierson of Lag fled 
in the eauve qui peut of Dryfe Sands, and the 
partisans of Lord Maxwell, who there lost 
his life, would naturally describe them as de- 
serting their chief. They (or two of them) 
bad entered into a "band" with Maxwell, as 
aforesaid. The ballad-maker seems to inti- 
mate that they were in a band with each other, 
or with somebody, to betray Maxwell. 

11, and B 1. ' Robin in the Orchet,' ' Rob- 
ert of Oarchyardtoan,' is properly Sir Robert 
Maxwell of Orchardton, Lord John's cousin, 
but it is evident, from the conjunction of mo- 
ther and sisters, that the person here intended 
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is his brother Robert, to whom, some years 
after the execution and forfeiture of Lord 
John, the estates were restored. 

14. Maxwell's wife, as said above, was no 
longer living. The " offers " which he made, 
to save his life, contain a proposal that he 
should marry the slain Sir James Johnstone's 
daughter, without any dowry. 

" Goodnight " b to be taken loosely as a 
farewell. Other cases are ' John Armstrong'a 
laiit Goodnight,' and the well-known beautiful 
fragment (?) of two stanzas called ' Arm- 
strong's Goodnight ; ' again. Essex's last Good- 
night, to the tune of The King's last Good- 
night, Chappell, Roxbiirghe Ballads, I, 570, 
and Popular Music, p. 174, The Earl of Derby 
sings a Goodnight (though the name is not 
used) in ■ Flodden Field,' No 168, IH, 366, 
stanzas 36-58. Justice Shallow sang those 
tunes that he heard the carmen whistle, and 
sware they were his Fancies, or his Good- 
nights: Second Part of Henry IV, Ul, 2. 
Lord Byron, in the preface to Childe Har- 
old's Pilgrimage, says " the good-night in the 
beginning of the first canto waa suggested 
by Lord Maxwell's Goodnight in the Border 
Minstrelsy." 



Communicated to Pircj by Q, PsCoa, Edinbargh, Decem- 
ber*, 1778. 

1 ' Good lord of the land, will you stay thane 

About my faither's house. 
And walk into these gardiaes green, 
In my arms I 'U the embraice. 

2 ' Ten thousand timeH I 'U kisa thy face ; 

Make sport, and let 'b be mery : ' 

'I thank you, lady, fore your kindness ; 

Trust tne, I may not stay with the. 

• In » petiiion preaonWd to the Privj- Conncil by Rob- 
ert MaxtteJl in behalf of his brother, the ' Bomnime ' Lord 
Mnxwell, by bis Miornej. craves " foi^Tcness of his odence 
done to tbe Mkrquis of Hamilton [his wife's hFother) uod 
Ma friesdB." Pitetum, m, 5S. Whether this waa peoltencs 




3 ' For I have kil'd the laird Johnston ; 

I vallow not the feed ; 
My wiked heart did still incline ; 
He was my faither's dead. 

4 ' Both night and day I did proced, 

And a' on him revainged to be ; 
But now have I gotten what I long aowght, 
Trust me, I may not stay with the. 

6 ' Adue, Dumfriese, that proper place I 
Fair well, Carlanrike faire ! 



)r policy, it shows that great offence had been taken. Some 
nrses inserted by Scott in hia edition of the ballad, in wbkb 
lis lady argr^ Maxwell to (^ with her to her brother'! 
tlntely totrer, where " Hamillona and Douglas baith aliAll 
rise tu succour thee," are quite mtaplsced. 
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Adue the castle of the Trive, 


11 


• Adue, madam my mother dear, ^H 


^L Ajid all my bulding8 there ! 




But and my sisterfs] two ! ^H 
Fur weU. Robin in the Orchet ! ^H 


^H 6 ' Adne, Locbmaben gaits so faire. 




Fore the my heart is wo. ^^| 


^H And the Langhni shank, where blrks bobi 




■ 


^1 bony ! 


12 


' Adue, the lillie, and fair weU. rose, ^H 


^H Adae. ray leady and only joy ! 




And the primros, spreads fair and bony! ^^H 


^H Trust me, I may not stay with the. 




Adue, my leady and only joy ! ^^M 
Fore, trust me, I may not stay with the.' ^^H 


^H 7 'Adne, fair Eskdale. up and doun, 




^ 


^H Wher my poor frends do duell I 


13 He took out a good gold ring, ^^| 


^M The bangistere will beat them doun, 




Where at hang sygnets three: ^^H 


^1 And wiU tbem sore compell. 




■ Take thou that, my own kind thing, ^^H 
And ay have mind of me. ^^^^^^| 


^H S ' I 'It reveinge the cause myaell, 




^^H 


^M Again when I came over the sea ; 


11 


' Do not maiy another lord ^^^^^^^H 


^H Adue, ray leady and only joy I 




Agan or I come over tbe sea ^^^^^| 


^H Fore, trust me, I may not stay with the. 




Adue, my leady and only joy ! ^^^| 
For, trust me, I may not stay with the.' ^^| 


^V 9 ' Adue, Dumlanark ! fals was ay, 




■ 


^H And Closbum! in a band; 


16 


The wind was fair, and the ship was clare. ^^H 


^H The laird of the Lag from my faither fled 




And the good lord went away ; ^^H 


^H When the Jhohnstonea struek of hie hand. 




Tbe most part of his frenda was there. ^^M 
Giving him a fair convoy. ^^H 


^H 10 ' They wer three brethren in a band ; 




^^M 


^^t I pray they may never be merry ; 


16 


They drank the wine, they did not spare, ^^H 


^H Adue, my leady and only joy ! 




Presenting in that good lord's sight ; ^^M 


^H Tnst me, I may not stay with the. 




Now he is over the fioods so gray ; ^H 
Lord Maxwell has te'n hia hist good-night ^H 




- 


M 


^T 




And now I 've got what I long songht i ^^^^H 
But I manna sUy with thee. ^| 


^^ GlenriddenMSS.XI. IS. 1791. 




■ 


^H 1 ' AsiEW. madam my mother dear. 


6 


■ Adiew, Drumlanrig ! false was ay, 


^H But and my sisters two ! 




And Cloesburn ! in a band, 


^M Adiew, fair Robert of Oarchyardtoan ! 




Where the laird of Lag^ fra my father fled 


^H For thee my heart ia woe. 




When the Johnston struck off his hand. 


^H 2 • Adiew. the lilly and the rose, 


6 


' They were three brethren in a band ; 


^^m The primrose, sweet to see ! 




Joy may they never see ! 


^H Adiew, my lady and only joy I 




But now I 've got what I long sought. 


^H For I raanna stay with thee. 




And 1 rnminna stay with thee. 


^H 3 'Tho I have killed the laird Johnston, 


7 


'Adiew, Dnmfries. my proper place, 


^H What care I for his feed ? 




But and Carlaverock fair, 


H My noble mind dis stiU incUne ; 




Adiew, the castle of the Thrieve, 


^^m He was my father's dead. 




And all ray buildings there 1 


^H 4 ' Both night and day I laboured oft 


8 


'Adiew, Lochmaben's gates so {air, > 


^^L Of him revenged to bo. 


1 


The Langhohn shank, where birks they be 1 
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Adiew, my lady and only joy ! 

And, trust me, I maimua stay with thee. 

9 ' Adiew, fail Eskdale, ap and down, 
Where my poor friendB do dwell! 
The baagiaton will ding them down, 
And will them sore compeL 

10 ' But I '11 revenge thst feed mysell 
When I come oa'r the eea; 
Adiew, tny lady and only joy ! 
For I mamma stay with thee.' 



11 ' Lord of the land, will you go then 

Unto my father's plaee. 
And walk into their g&rdens green. 
And I will yon embrace. 

12 * Ten thousand times I '11 kiss yoar face, 

And sport, and make you merry ; ' 
'I thank thee, my lady, for thy kindness, 
But, trust me, I maonna stay with thee.' 



13 Then he took off a great gold ring, 
Where at hang signets three : 
' Hae, take thee that, my ain dear thing, 
And still hae mind of me. 

li ' Bat if thow marry another lord 
Ere I come ou'r the sea — 
Adiew, my lady and only joy 1 
For I maunna stay with thee.' 

15 The wind was fair, the ship was close. 

That good lord went awaj, 
And most part of bis friends were there. 
To give him a fair convay. 

16 They drank thair wine, they did not spare. 

Even in the good lord's sight ; 
Now he is oer the floods so gray, 

And Lord Maxwell has taen his good- 
night. 



1*. faither'8 place? SoB. 
4'. And a' to be revain^ed on him. Cf. B. 
6*. Fair well the Lanrike faires. (?) 
9*. Btruet. (?) 

13*^. He took out a good gold ring [where it 
hang, partly enuedJ] 

Where it liang signets three. 
Written in stanaaa of eight lines. 
4'. labourod. 

The variatuma of the Minttreley, being edito- 
rial, do not require to be recorded, but some 
of them have a certain interest. 
1*. sisters three. 1*. My heart is wae for thee. 



3*. mind tlieir vnth disdaiDS. 
6*"*. Their treacherous art and cowardly heart 
Has twin'd my love and me. 

11 Lord of the land, that ladye said, 
O wad ye go wi me 
Unto my brother's stately tower. 
Where safest ye may be ! 

IZ". There Hamiltons and Dooglaa buth 

Shall rise to succour thee. 
14*. His life is but a three days' lease. 
16'. was dear, at in A. 
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THE FIRE OF FRENDRAUGHT 



I 



A. a. 'Tba Fire of Frendraught,' Motherwell's Min- 
itrdsj, p. 161, 162T. b. 'BaraingoF Fren^Iraugbt,' 
"' " a Nonh CouQtrie Garland, p. 4, 1824. 



3. 'The Fire of Frendraught,' from a note-book of Dr 
Joseph RoberUon'a. 



B. ' The Burning of Freodranght,' Kinloch MSS, V, 



D. RitBon'B Scotbh Songs, 11, 35, 1794. 

E. Kinlocb MSS, VI, 27, one stanza. 



A a was communicated to Motherwell by 
Charles Kirkpatrick Shiirpe. (Corrections 
have here been adopted from Motherwell's Er- 
rata : see also the Musical Museum, 1853, IV, 
322".) A b, says Motherwell, has the "dis- 
advantage of containing a very considerable 
number of slight verbal and literal inaccura- 
cies." The implication is, or should be, that 
these variations are of editoritil origin. Some 
of the readings of b are in theniselves better 
than those of a. b is repeated in Bucban's 
Gleanings, p. 165. The copy in Maidment's 
Scotisb Ballads, 1868, I, 267, is a with a read- 
ing or two from b, arbitrary alterations, and 
some misprints. 

Dr Joseph Robertson has, in one of his 
notebooks, " Adversaria," p. 63, the two fol- 
lowing stanzas, given him by a gentleman of 
Buchan as belonging to 'The Burning of 
Frendraught House." 

' Will ye play at the cardS) Lord John ? 
WIU ye drink at the wine? 
Or will ye [gang] to a weel made bed, 
And sleep till it be time ? ' 

' 1 11 no play at the cards, ladie, 
I 'U no drink at the mne ; 
Bat I 'II gang to a weel made bed, 
An sleep till it be time.' 

Undoubtedly these stanzas may have occurred 
in a version of this ballad, but they are a 
commonplace, and sometimes an intrusive 
one. See II, 109, * Fair Janet.' P 4, 6 ; 154, 



' Yonng Hunting,' K 8, 9 ; 164, ' Clerk Saun- 
ders,' F, 6, 6 ; 409, ' Willie o Douglas Dale,' 
B20. 

The modern, and extremely vapid, ballad 
of ^ Frennet Hall ' appeared originally (I sup- 
pose} in Herd's Scottish Songs, 1776, I, 142, 
and was afterwards received into Ritson's 
Scotish Songs, II, 31, The Musical Museum. 
Ko 286, eto. 

James Crichton of Frendraught and Wil- 
Ham Gordon of Rothiemay (a neighboring 
estate ■) had a fierce quarrel about fishing- 
rights pertaining to lands which Gordon had 
sold to Crichton. A legal decision was ren. 
dered in favor of Frendraught, who, how- 
ever, pursued bis adversary with excessive 
vigor and procured him to be outlawed. 
After this, Rothiemay would hear to no 
terms of peace, and collected a party of loose 
fellows with the intent to waste Frend- 
raught's lands. Frendraught obtained a com- 
mission to arrest Rothiemay, and on the first 
day of the year 1630 set out to put this in 
force, accompanied, among others, by his un- 
cle (George Gordon') James Leslie, son of the 
laii'dof Pitcaple, and John Meldrum, who was 
married to young Leslie's aunt. Rothiemay, 
hearing of Frendraught's coming, rode out to 
meet him, and there was a fight, iu which 
Rothiemay and George Gordon were mortally 

■ FreadraoKht i> in tba parish of Forgoe. Abenlf«Diihire, 
Rothiemaj in Bao&lura; th*j lia ob oppoaiM lidM of the 
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wounded, and Meldrum badly. The feud 
waxed hot, ^nd Frendraugbt'a lands were in 
danger of being burned and ravaged by High- 
landers, with whom John Gordon of Rothie- 
may, son to the slain laird, had combined for 
the purpose. But in the end, by the strenu- 
ous exertions of the Marquis of Uuntly and 
others, a settlement was effected. The laird 
of Rothiemay and the childreu of George Gor- 
don were " to remit their father's slaughter 
mutually," and in satisfaction thereof the 
laird of Frendraught was to pay a certain 
sum of money to young Rothiemay and to 
George Gordon's children : " which both, 
Frendi-aught obeyed and performed willingly, 
and BO, all parties having shaken hands, they 
were heartily reconuiled." 

This broil was no sooner settled than an- 
other sprouted, a side-shoot from the same 
stem. Meldrnm, who had been with Frend- 
raught in the affray with Rothiemay, and had 
been wounded, was dissatisBed with such re- 
quital as he received, and, getting nothing 
more by his bickering and threats, helped 
himself one night to two of Frendraught's 
best horses. Summoned tocourt for the theft, 
be " turned rebel " and did not appear. Frend- 
raught obtained a commission to arrest him, 
and went to look for him at Pitcaple, a place 
belonging to John Leslie, Meldrum's brother- 
in-law. He did not find Meldrum, but fell 
in with James Leslie, Pitcaple's son, who 
had also been of Frendraught's party at the 
encounter on New Year's day. There was 
talk about Meldrum's behavior, in which 
Frendraught comported himself forbear! n gly ; 
but James Leslie and Robert Crichton, a 
kinsman of Frendraught, had hot words, 
which ended in Leslie's getting a dangerous 
shot in the arm. Hereupoo the larger part 
of the surname of Leslie rose in arms against 
the Crichtons. Frendraught, grieved tor 
what had happened to James Leslie, betook 
himself to the Marquis of Huntly, and en- 
treated him to make peace. The marquis 
sent for the Leslies, and did his best to recon- 

* A Qene>lo|riciI History of the KarldDm of Sutbrrlsnd, 
1813, pp. 4ia, 4ie ff. Sir Hobeit Gnrdoo'a book slops be- 
fore ths (mconcIuiiTe) legal Hod Judicial proceeUiugt v 



cile them, but Pitcaple would listen to noth- 
ing until he knew whether his son Jamea 
was to live or die. Huntly, fearing for Frend- 
raught's safety, kept him two days at the Bog 
of Gigbt, and then, heating that the Leslies 
were lying in wait, sent his own son, Vis- 
count Melgum, and the young laird of Roth- 
iemay, to protect him on the way home. 
Arrived there, the laird and his lady begged 
these young gentlemen to remain overnight, 
" and did their best, with all demonstration 
of love and kindness, to entertain them, think- 
ing themselves happy now to have purchased 
such friends who had formerly been their 
foes." At about two in the morning the tower 
of Frendraught house, in which these guests 
lay, took fire, and they with four of their ser- 
vants were burnt to death. This occurred on 
the eighth (ninth) of October. 

So far Sir Robert Gordon, uncle of the lady 
of Frendraught and couein of the Marquis of 
Huntly, who was perfectly acquainted with all 
the parties and circumstances. He goes on to ' 
say, with entire fairness : " The rumor of this 
unhappy accident did speedily spread itself 
throughout the whole kingdom, every man 
bewailing it, and constiiicting it diversly as 
their affections led them ; some laying an 
aspersion upon Frendraught, as if he had wil- « 
fully destroyed his guests, who had come 
thither to defend him against his enemies; 
which carried no appearance of truth ; for, 
besides the improbability of the matter, he 
did lose therein a great quantity of silver, 
both coined and uncoined, and likewise all his 
writs and evidents were therein burnt,"* 

The monstrous wickedness of this act would 
not, in the light of the history of those times, 
afford an argument that would of itself avail 
to clear Frendraught ; but what words could 
describe his recklessness and folly I Suppos- 
ing him willing to set fire to his own house, 
and sacrifice his silver and securities, for the 
gratification of burning young Rothiemay with 
the rest, he knew very well what consequences 
he had to expect. He had been glad to c 



Gnished. He seems to sliaie tbe ragpicion of the " 
part," thu the LeiUei uitl Meldrnm let ibe Qie. 
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pound his feud with the Rothiemays by the 
payment of money (some say the considerable 
BDm of 50,000 merks). He had been alurmed, 
and with good reaaou. at the prospect of a 
feud with the LeslieB. But what were these to 
a feud with the Marquis of Huntly, which 
would bring down upon htm, and did bring 
down upon him, not only the reprisals of the 
Gordons, but spoliation from all the brigands 
of the country ? * 

■ Lewed people demen gladly to the badder ende,' 

says Chaucer, and bo it was with ballad-mak- 
ers, and sometimes even with clerks; John 
Spalding, for instance, the other contemporary 
authority upon this subject, who gives a lively 
and detailed account of the burning of the 
tower, as follows-f 

" The viscount was laid in a bed in the Old 
Tower, going off the hall, and standing upon a 
vault, wherein there was a round hole, devised 
of old, just under Aboyne's f bed. Robert 
Gordon, boni in Sutherland, his servitor, and 
English Will, his page, was both laid beside 
him in the same chamber. The laird of Roth- 
iemay, with some servants beside him, was 
laid in an upper chamber just above 
Aboyne's chamber ; and in another room 
above that chamber was laid George Chiilmer 
of Noth, and George Gordon, another of the 
■viscount's servants ; with whom also was laid 

* See Spaldia^, Memori&Ila ol the Trnbles in ScoCUnd and 
in England. 1624-1645, Spnlcling Club. I, 4S-5I. 490-33, 
430-35, and [he contiaaHlor of Sir Robert Gordon, p. 174 t. 
Frendraught ii generally represented to have been utterlj 
mined in bis estate, hot that is probably an exaggerotion. 
Hit ■oOeringa are thas depicted in the Charges a^mC the 
Marqiiit of Bnntl; and ochen ancnt the disordcn in the 
North i Spalding, I, 4S0) ; " Forasmach as Che Lords of Se- 
cret Conndl are infortned that great nnmberg of sonieri and 
broken tnen of the clan Gregor, clan LachUn (etc.), at also 
direri of the name of Gordon . . . hare thii long time, aod 
now latelji' Terr giieTonalj, infeMeil hie Migeilr'a loyal aab- 
jecti in the north paru, eipccially the laird of Frendraught 
and hii tenant*, by frequent alaughlen, hershipB, and barba- 
mas cruelties commiited upon them, and b; a late treaaon- 
able fiieraising trlthia the said laird of Frendraughi his 
bonndB, whereby not only ia all the gentleman's lands laid 
waate, bis whole goods and bentia] spoiled, slain and mai- 
gled, Bome of his serraots killed and cruelly demeaned, but 
also the whole tenants of his lands and domestics of bis 
bouse have \rti his serrice, and bimselt, with the haxard of 
his lift, has been forced to steal away under ni^ht and have 
his refuge to hii Majesty's Council, etc." It was reported 



Captain RoUok, then in Frendranght's own 
company. Thus all being at rest, about mid- 
night that dolorous tower took fire in so sud- 
den and furious manner, yea, and tn a clap, 
that this noble viscount, the laird of Rothie- 
may, English Will, Colin Ivat, another of 
Aboyne's servitors, and other two, being six 
in number, were cruelly burnt and tormented 
to the death, but help or relief; the laiid 
of Frendraught, his lady and whole house- 
hold looking on, without moving or stirring 
to deliver them from the fury of this fearful 
fire, as was reported. Robert Gordon, called 
Sutherland Robert, being in the viscount's 
chamber, escaped this fire with his life. 
George Chalmer and Captain Kollok, being 
in the third room, escaped also this fire, and, 
as was said, Aboyne might have saved him- 
self also if he had gone out of doors, which he 
would not do, but suddenly ran up stairs to 
Rothiemay's chamber, and wakened him to 
rise, and as he is wakening him, the timber 
passage and lofting of the chamber hastily 
takes fire, so that none of them could win 
down stairs again; so they turned to a win- 
dow looking to the close, where they piteously 
cried help, help, many times, for God's cause I 
the laird and the lady, witb their servants, 
all seeing and hearing this woeful crying, but 
made no help nor manner of helping ; § which 
they perceiving, they cried oftentimes mercy 

that Frcndraoghi obtained a decree against the msrqois for 
aOO.OOO merka (Scots) for scathe, and another for 100,000 
pODOds (or merks) for spoliation of tithes, but that he recov- 
ered the money does not appear. (Spalding. I. 71, 115.) 
In 1&36, through Che exertions of Sit Bobcrt Gordon, Hnnily 
and FrendraughC were brought Co submit all ditfettoceion 
either side. " and panicnlatly a great action of law prose- 
cuted by Frendraught against the marquis," to the artutra- 
menlof friends, Huntly diui before a decision was reached, 
hnt " tbe Laird of FreDdraogfal retired himself bome lo his 
own lands, and there XWeA peaceably." (Genealogical His- 
tory of Sutherland, p. 479.) 

t Memorials, 1, 17 R,. and tbe Appendix, p. 38t B. 

t So John Gordon. Viscount Melgnm. the second son of 
the MarqiiLX of Hnntly. was indifferently called, though Che 
title of Viscount Aboyne belonged to bis elder brother. 
George, and was not conferred upon Aim until after John's 
death. Sir Robert (Gordon says that tbe Marqnis of fluntly 
" ordained " for Melgnm the lands of Aboyne, and others. 
Melgnu) was married to Sophia Hay, daughter of the Earl 
of Errot, as appears uliio in the ballad. 

g What manner of helping Frendtanght could have given 
Spalding does not "condescend upon." The way down 
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■( Gnd'i luuds for their Bins, syne clasped in 
«tfacr sraiSt aud cheerfully aaSered this cruel 
UMftyrdooL Thus died this noble viscount, 
«€ Millar expectation, Rothiemay, a brave 
youth, and the rest, by this doleful fire never 
enough to be deplored, to the great grief aud 
borrow ol their kin, friends, parents, and whole 
country people, especiiJly to the noble naar- 
quia, v^ho for bis goodwill got this reward." 

Spalding tells ub that it was reported that, 
the morning after the fire, L^dy Frendraught, 
riding on a small nag, and with no attend- 
ants but a boy to lead her horse, came weep- 
ing to the Bog, desiring to speak with the 
marquis, but was refused. The Huntly- 
Gordons, the Earl of Errol (brother of Vis- 
countess Melgum). and many other friends 
Leld a council, and after serious consideration 
came to the conclusion that the 6re " could not 
come by chance, sloth, or accident, but was 
plotted and devised of set purpose ; " Frend- 
raught, his lady, his friends and servants, one 
or other, knowing thereof. The marquis, 
however, was resolved not to revenge himself 
"by way of deed," but to invoke the laws. 
Frendraught, as far as we can see, deuired a 
legal inquiry no less than Huntly. He ad- 
dressed himself to the Lord Chancellor and to 
the Privy Ccmnt^il, and offered to undergo any 
form of trial, and, delays occurring, he re- 
peated to the Council his wish to have "that 
bidden mystery brought to a clear light." 
Examinations iind prosecutions, extended to 
the middle of the year 1634, (ailed to fix the 

■tain WHS liHrreil bj fire, the windown were barred with 
iron. [" Uut the ilairB or monty betnf; in fire, and the win- 
dow* gratsd with ilrong ban of iron, there was ao moyen 
to ew-pe:" BLikhal'a Nutration, Spnlding Clqb, p. I2&.] 
Ladden and crowban occur to a«, but ft lower with waUl 
ten feet thicit was not expetted to barn, the srrTant* had 
Dot been drilled in minagiiig 6m, people imoked from ihejr 
brd> at two in ihe nioraing are not apt to haTS iheir wiu 
aliout ihem, aod tlie dimbiuiiun was rnpld. 

* Ail the documents will be found in clie Appendix to 
Spildiog. Ur John Hill Burton, in NarrNtivea from Crim- 
inal Trials in Scotland. IKA9, I, 203 ff , lenna hafd against 
Fn-ndraught. " With prttty abundant material), it U im- 
poaalMe, even at ihe present da;, entirely to dear np the 
mj'lriY, but we can see bj what machiniitioas Inquir; WM 
bafflnl," " It irill be seen that no eridence against him wm 
teceired. that it was conwdvred ao oRrnce to accuse him." 
" Frendianght, though he had with a high hand averted eveo 
the pretence of iDi|uir]' on the part of the gavernnisal, did 



IM. THE FIRE OF FRENDRAUGHT 



guilt of the fire on hira or anybody, although 
John Meldrum, on the strength of some 
threats which he had uttered, was wrongfully 
convicted of the act and was executed." 

A. The date is the eighteenth of October, 
new style for the eighth. When Gordon and 
Rothiemay (having convoyed Frendraught 
safely home) are on the point of returning, 
Lady Frendraught ui^es them to stay, in token 
of good feeling between Huntly and her hus- 
band. Lord John is quite disposed to comply, 
but Rothiemay says that his horse has been 
tampered with since their coming, and he fears 
that he is fey. After the regular evening- 
mass of ballads (which would have suited 
Lady Frendraught, a concealed Catholic, bat 
not her husband), Lord John and Rothiemay 
are laid in one chamber, an arrangement which 
would have allowed both to escape, as Robert 
Gordon did, who slept in his master's room. 
Lord John wakes with the smoke and heat, aud 
rouses Rothiemay, The doors and windows 
are fastened. Rothiemay goes to the ' wire- 
wiadow," and finds the stanchions too strong 
to be dealt with. He sees Lady Frendraught 
below, and cries to her for mercy ; her hus- 
band killed the father, and now she is burning 
the son. Lady Frendraught is sorry that she 
must bum Lord John in order to burn Rothie- 
may, but there is no help; the keys are cast 
in the deep draw-weil.f [Robert] Gordon, 
who has escaped though the keys were in the 
well, calls to his master to jump from the 
window ; he will catch him in his arms. His 

not go unpunished, ichelher lie ipoi guillgar not," Dr Barton 
speaks with mora reserve in hia Hiatorj of Scotland, VI, 
S09; litile more is insisted on than a wish of the Court to 
foster the CrichCons at a balance to the power of the houeo 
of Huntly. It is clear that f rendrnughl had all the eoBsid- 
eration and help from the government nlilch he could claim. 
Mr Charles Rsmpini. who has discusmd the affair in The 
Scottish Review, X, 143 B,. I8ST, concludes faTorably to 
Frendranght'e innocence of die fire. 

t ■' Many years ngo, when the well wbb cleared out, this 
tradition was corroborated by their Boding the keys: at 
leaat, such was the report of the country." ( Finlay, L xjti, 
citing a correspondent ) Of course wo should haTs had to 
believe everything igninst Lady Frendraught. even that 
■he hnd been so simple as to throw ihem in, if keys had been. 
foQDd in the Hell: but the Innd-steward of the proprietorof 
the ebtaie informed the late .Mr Norval Clyae that the draw 
well was saftrched, and no Leya were found. 
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master answers that no fire shnH part him and 
Rotbiemay, and besides, tbe window is fast. 
He throws hia finger-rings down, to be given 
to his lady. When the servant goes borne to 
his mistress, she reproaches him for coming 
back alive and leaving his master dead. She 
teai'S oS the clothes which her maid puts on 
her, exclaiming that she won a sore heart the 
day she was married, and that that day has re- 
turned (which is not easy to understand: see 
Appendix). 

B. This fragment represents Lady Frend- 
ratight as being very importunate with Lord 
John: she presses him three times over to 
stay, and promises him a morning-gift of 
lands if he will comply; by a perversion of 
tradition, Strathbogie, which had been in bis 
family three hundred years, and which, 
further on, he offers to give her if she will let 
him out. Finding that he cannot escape 
(perhaps stanza 7 should come later). Lord 
John takes out his psalm-book and sings three 
verses, with "God end our misery' at each 
verse's end. In 9 he sees his elder brother, 
Lord George, from the window, and asks 
what news he has, but a defect conceals from 
us the point of this passage. Stanza 16 
seems to belong to Lord John's wife. 

0, When the gentlemen are in their sad- 
dles, ready to ride away. Lady Freiidi-aught, 
OD her hare knees, begs them to remnin, and 
promises them a firlot of red gold it they wilL 
When everybody has gone to bed, the doors 

* This U, of conne, the stjle of the kirk. The (tflj-third 
paalm of iho Vulgate would not hare been out of placo tor 
Lord Jnhn. who was aCHtholic; but no doubt Lord John is 
tiik«ii for* PrMbyieriiin in the ballad. »nd the 'three" inter 
rbvme. Fulher Bbikhai maiDisini that Fretidrenght burnt 
bia uiwrt. not to rid bfmBelf □[ Roihiema; , but out of theo- 
loi;!enl mnlire ID Mel^uin "for bis leil in defending and 
proteciing the poor CBlbolics sg^nat (he tjrannT of our 
poritanieul bi-hopa and njinisten." " Aahe [Melgnml wai 
dving to( the defence of the pool' Catholics, God did bestow 
npon htm rhe grace to aut^nient ihe namber at the lul hour 
of his iifc. perKiadlnif the Barun of Rotliiemar to abjure the 
herrsy ul Caliiu, aoi make ihe profession of the Catholic 
faith openly, to the hearing of the traitor and all who were 
with him in the conn. T\kj two beinic at a window, and 
whilit their lega were barninK. they did aini; togclhor Te 
Drum; which Ended, they did tell at the window that 
tliflir \eg^ being consumed e>en to Ihrir knees, etc . . . 
And M thli noble martyr finiabed Ihia mortal life, at the 



are locked and the windows shut. The reek 
begins to rise and the joists to crack ; Lord 
Juhn betakes himself to the window, and 
finds the stanchions too strong to break. He 
goes back and wakens Rothiemay, and pro- 
poses to bim to praise the Lord in the fifty- 
third psalm, " for there is treason about them. 
He calls to Lady Frendraught, walking on 
the green, for mercy; she replies that the 
keys are in the well, and the doors were locked 
yesterday. He reproaches her for burning her 
own flesh. George Chalmers (who really 
escaped, though lodged in the third story) is 
described as leaping the ditches and coming, 
from without, to Rothiemay 's help, and Colin 
Irving (the Colin Ivat of Spalding, who was 
burnt) as doing the same in belialf of Lord 
John, to whom he calls to jump into his 
arms. Lord John is huming. and there is 
little more left of him than liis spirit ; but he 
throws down a purse of gold for the poor and 
his rings for his wife. Lady Rothiemay comes 
in the mnming to cry vengeance on Frend- 
raught, who has betrayed the gay Gordons, 
killed her lord, and burnt her son. f 

D. " * There are some intermediatfl particu- 
lars,' Mr Boyd says, ' respecting the lady's 
lodging her victims in a turret or flanker which 
did nut communicate with the castle.' ' This,' 
adds he, ^I only have from traditiim, as I 
never beard any other stanzas besides the 
foregoing.' The author of the original, we 
may perceive, either through ignorance or 

age oC four and tarenty years," A Brief Narration, etc., p. 
lS4f, 

Blakbal. who is far from being a cautioui writer, also tells 
us that " tbe traitor," FrcDdrau|;ht, " with hii man, in anus, 
walked all the night in the court," to kill Gordon and 
Rothiemay, if they should eacape from the fire. There Is a 
passage of the same porpori in one of Arthnr Johnston's 
two poems on the burning of Freudraa^ht, " Querela 
Sophiie Uayie," etc: 

Cur rigil insnetis noctem irsdaiilt in armii. 
Cetera cum Kimuo turba sepulta furtt • 
The other pieve ends with a ferociona demand tor the uie o( 
torture to discoter the guilty party, (llelitin Pueinrum 
Scotorum, Anutcrdam, 1637, pp. J8S, 1ST ; or, A. I. Focnuti 
Omnia. MiddelbarR, \t*i, pp. 329, 331.) 

I Stusa 31 recnlli th« verses in Hume of Godicrofc : 
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^^ design, had deviated from the fact in suppos- 


Car,' No 178, through Adam Gordon, uncle ^| 


^^1 ing Lady Frennet'e husband to have been slain 


of the first marquis of Huntly; the Burning 


^M by Lord John's father." Ritaon, p. 36. 


of Donibristle, known as ' The Bonny Earl 


^^M It may be not«d that three of the most 


of Murray,' No 181, of which the responsibility 


^H trRgical of the Scottish hiBtoricHl ballads are 


is put upon the marquis (then earl) himself ; 


■ associated with the name of Gordon: the 


and the Burning of Frendraught, in which his 


^M Burning of Towie, aa we might call ' Captain 


son perished. ^^ 


^^^H 


8 When they were dressed in their cloaths, ^M 




And ready for to boon, ^^| 


^ a. MolbBrweirsMInBtnIir,p.iel,fKniikHB.of ChiHe* 


The doors and windows was all secur'd, ^^^| 


^H EirkpaCnck Sh>rpe. b. MaidmeDt's North Conntrie Gsr- 


The roof-tree burning down. ^^H 






^^B part of Scotland." 


9 He did him to the wire-window, ^^M 




Aa fast as we could gang ; ^M 


^H 1 The eighteenth of October, 




^^M^ A dismal tale to hear 


For out we '11 never win. ^^H 


^^^fe How good Lord John and Rothiemay 


^^M 


^^H Was both burnt ia the fire. 


10 When he stood at the wire-wmdow, ^H 




Most doleful to be seen, ^^M 


^^m 2 When steeds waa saddled and well bridled, 


He did espy her Lady Frendraught, ^^M 


^^H And ready for to ride, 


Who stood upon the green. ^^H 


^^r Then out it came her fabe Frendraught, 


^^1 


^B Inviting them to bide. 


11 Cried, Mercy, mercy, Lady Frendranght! ^H 




Will ye not sink with sin? ^| 


^H 3 Said, ' Stay this night uotill we sap, 


For first jour husband killed my father. ^H 


^B The mom untill we dine : 


And now you burn his son. ^H 


^H 'Twill be a token of good greement 


^M 


^^H 'Twixt your good lord and mme.' 


12 then out spoke her Lady Frendraught, ^M 




And loudly did she cry ; ^H 


^^H 4 ' We '11 turn again,' said good Lord Johu ; 


' It were great pity for good Lord John, ^M 


^^H ' But no,' said Rothiemay, 


But none for Bothiemay ; ^H 


^^H 'My staed 's trapand, my bridle 's broken. 


But tlie keys are casten in the deep draw-well, ^H 


^H I fear the day I 'm fey.' 


Te caimot get away.' ^H 


^^H S When mass was sung, and bells was mng, 


13 While he stood m this dreadful phght, ^H 


^^1 And all men bound for bed, 


Most piteous to be seen, ^^H 


^H Then good Lord John and Rotliiemaj 


There called out his servant Gordon, ^^^| 


^^H In one chamber woa laid. 


Aa he had frantic been : ^^^^^^H 


^H 6 Tbey had not long cast off their cloaths. 


14 ' loup, loop, my dear master ! ^^^^^^H 


^^H And were but now asleep, 


lonp and come to me ^^^^^H 


^H When the weary smote began to rise, 


I '11 catch you in my arms two, ^^^^^^H 


^^H Likewise the scorching heat. 


One foot I will not fiee. ^^^^^H 


^^F 7 '0 waken, waken, Rothiemay! 


15 ' loup, lonp, my dear master ! ^^^^^^H 


^^E waken, brother deax! 


loup and come away ! ^^^^^^H 


^^B And turn you to our Savionr : 


I 'U catch you in my arms two, ^^^^^^H 


^^V There is strong treason here.' 


But Rothiemay may lie.' ^^^^^^^M 



^V I9S. THE FIRE OF 


FRBNDRA.UOHT 45 ^H 


^M 16 ■ The fish shall never swim in the aood, 




And thus addressed his servant Gordon, ^^M 


^H Nor corn grow through the clay. 




Where he stood on the green. ^H 






^^M 


^H Twin me and Rothiemay. 


22 


* wae be to you, Geoi^ Gordon l ^^H 
An ill death may you die ! ^^M 


^H 17 ' But I cannot loup, I cannot come, 




So safe and sound as you stand there, ^^M 


^H I cannot win to thee ; 




And my lord bereaved from me.' ^^^| 


^V My head 'a fast in the wire-window. 




^^M 


^1 My feet burning [rom me. 


23 


> I bad him loup, I bad him come, ^^^^^H 
I bad him loup to me ; ^^^^^H 


^H 18 ' My eyes are seething in my head. 




I 'd catch him in my arms two, ^^H 


^H My flesh roasting also, 




A foot I should not flee. &e. ^M 


^H My bowels are boiling with my blood ; 




^M 


^H Is not that a woeful woe ? 


24 


' He threw me the rings from his white fingers, ^H 
Which were so long and small, ^H 


^H 19 ' Take here the rings from my white fingers, 




To give to you. his lady fair, ^^M 


^H That are so long and small, 




Whereyousat in your hall.' &c. ^H 


^H And give them to my lady fair, 




^^M 


^M Where she sits in her hall. 


26 


Sophia Hay, Sophia Hay, ^H 
bonny Sophia was her name, ^^H 


^H 20 ' So I cannot loup, I cannot eome, 




Her waiting maid put on her cloaths. ^^^| 


^H I cannot loup to thee ; 




But I wot she tore them off again. ^^M 


^H My earthly part is all consumed. 




^^1 


^H My spirit but speaks to thee.' 


26 And aft she cried, Ohon ! alas I alas ! ^^| 






A sair heart 's iU to win ; ^H 


^H 21 Wringing her hands, tearing her hair, 




I wan a sair heart when I married him. ^^| 


^^L His lady she was seen, 




And the day it 's well retumd again. ^^H 




— 


J 


^^^^^ 


4 


' I '11 gie yon a Strathboggie lands, ^^«^H 
And the laigh lands o Strathray, 7^1 


^V Rinlocb MSS, V. 399, in lbs handwriiiug □( Jobn HUI 






^H BnrtOD. 




■ 






M 




6 


' Ye 11 stay this night wi me, Lord John, ^^H 


^^1 1 ' Tk 'li> stay this night wi me, Lord John, 




Te '11 stay this night wi me. ^H 


^H Te 'U stay this night wi me. 




And I '11 lay yon in a bed of down. ^H 






And Rolhiemay you wi.' ^H 


^1 Betwixt Frendraught and thee.' 




^H 




6 When mass was sung, and bells were rung, ^^| 


H 2 ' How can I bide, or how shall I bide, 




And a' men bun to bed, ^H 


^B Or how can 1 bide wi thee, 




Gnde Lord John and Rotbiemay ^M 


^1 Sin my lady U in the Unds of Air, 




In one chamber were laid. ^M 


^B And I long till I her see ? ' 




■ 


^M 3 ' Oh stay thU night wi me, Lord John, 




■ 


^H Oh sUy this night wi me. 




^^1 And bonny ['s] be the moming-gift 




And verses sang ho three, ^^M 


^H That I will to you gie. 


1 


And aye at every verse's end. ^^H 
■God end our misery!' ^^^H 
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8 The doon were shut, the keys were thrown 
Into a vanlt of stone, 



13 * 1 11 gie yon a' Straboggie lands, 
And the laigh lands o Strathbrae, 



9 He is dune him to the weir-window, 
The staoncheons were oer strong ; 
There he saw him Lord Greorge Grordon 
Come haisling to the town. 

10 ' What news, what news now, Greorge Gk>rdon ? 
Whats news hae yon to me ? 



11 He 'f done him to the weir-window. 

The staoncheons were oer Strang ; 
And there he saw the Lady Frendraoght, 
Waa walking on the green. 

12 * Open yer doors now. Lady Frendraught, 

Ye '11 open yer doors to me ; 
And bonny 'f be the momin-gift 
That I shall to yon gie. 



f 4 ' Now there 's the rings frae my fingers, 
And the broach frae my breast-bone ; 
Ye 'U gae that to my g^ade ladye 



15 'How can I lonp, or how shall I lonp ? 
How can I lonp to thee ? 
When the blood is boiling in my body. 
And my feet bnrnin frae me ? ' 



16 ' If I was swift as any swallow. 
And then had wings to fly, 
I could fly on to f anse Frendranght 
And cry vengeance till I die.' 



Wnm a aor^-book of I>r Jofeph Robertson : " procured in 
tim pMii»h of Forgoe bj A. Scott; comninnlcated to me 
if Ht John fkuMH, Aberdeen, 11 October, 1832." 

1 It waa in October the woe began — 

It laats for now and aye, — 
Tba burning o the bonny house o fause Frend- 
ranght, 
Lcffd John and Bothiemay. 

2 Wium \iuty wuft in their saddles set, 

And fmdy to ride away, 
Tb« lady sat down on her bare knees, 
Beseeching tbem to stay* 

3 ^ Ye 'f bae a 6rl/it o the gude red gowd^ 

Wd| ulnikMi wi a wan i 
And if thai winna please you well, 
I 'U heap it wi my ban/ 

4 Then out it epake the glide Lord John, 

And said to WAJ^tiMmny, 
' It is a woman timl we 're mnm o, 
And a wouum we 'U obey/ 



5 When a' man was well drunken, 

And a' man bound for bed, 
The doors were lockd, the windows shut. 
And the keys were casten by. 

6 When a' man was well drunken, 

And a* man bound for sleep. 
The dowy reek began to rise. 
And the joists began to crack. 

7 He 's deen him to the wire-window. 

And ruefu strack and dang; 
But they would neither bow nor brack. 
The staunchions were so Strang. 

8 He 's deen him back and back again. 

And back to Rothiemay ; 
Says, Waken, waken, brother dear ! 
Waken, Rothiemay ! 

9 'Come let us praise the Lord our Grod, 

The fiftieth psalm and three ; 
For the reek and smoke are us about. 
And there 's fause treason tee. 
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10 ' mercy, mercy, Lady Frendraugbt ! 

Aa ye walk on the gi'een r ' 
' The keys are in ihe deep d«iw*well. 
The doors were lockt the Btreen.' 

11 ■ O woe ha to you, Lady Frendranglit ! 

An ill death may you die I 
For think na ye ihia a sad torment 
Your own flesh for to burn ? ' 

12 George Chalmers was a bonny boy i 

He leapt the stanks so deep, 
And he is on to Rotbiemay, 
His niast«r for to help. 

13 Colin Irving was a bonny boy, 

And leapt tbe stanks so deep : 
' Come down, come down, my master dear ! 
In my arms I '11 thee kep.' 

14 ' Come down ? come down ? how can I come '' 

How can I come to tbee ? 
My flesh b burning me about, 
And yet my spirit speaks to thee.' 

15 He 's taen a purse o the gude red gowd. 

And threw it oer the wa : 
' It 'b ye '11 deal that among the poor, 
■ Bid them pray for our souls a'.' 

16 He 's taen the rings off his fingers, 

And threw them oer the wa ; 
Says, Ye 11 gie that to my lady dear. 
From me she '11 na get more. 



17 ' Bid her make her bed well to tbe length. 

But no more to the breadth. 
For the day will never dawn 
That I 'II sleep by her side.' 

18 Ladie Rothiemay came on tbe mom, 

She kneeled it roun and ronn : 
' Restore your lodgers, faone Frendn»ig)it, 
That ye humd here iLe streen. 

19 ' O were I like yon turtle-dove. 

Had I wings for to flie, 
I 'd fly about fause Frendraugbt 

Crying vengeance till I die. 

20 ' Frendraugbt fause, all thro the lui's, 

Both back and every side ; 
For ye 've betrayd the gay Gordoni, 
And lands wherein they ride. 

21 ' Frendraugbt fause. all thro tbe ha's; 

I wish you 'd sink for sin ; 
For first yott killd my own good lord, 
And now you 've burnd my son. 

22 * I caredna sae muckle for my good lord 

I saw him in battle slain, 
But a' is for my own son dear, 
The beir o a' my Ian. 

23 ' I caredna sae muckle for my good lord 

I saw hint laid in clay, 

But a' ia for my own son dear. 

The heir o Rothiemay.' 



BiMon'a Scotish Songs. 1794, 11, 39; rememberi^d by the 
Kei. Mr Baj<\, traaatitor o( Dante, and communicated to 
the editor by J. C. Walker. 

1 The reek it rose, and the flame it flew. 

And oh! the lire augmented high, 
Until it came to Lord John's chamber-window, 
And to the bed where Lord John Uy. 

2 "O help me, help me, Lady Frennet! 

I never ettled harm to tbee ; 
And if my father slew thy lord. 
Forget the deed and rescue me.' 



3 He looked east he looked west, 

To see if any help was nigb ; 

At length his little page be saw, 

Who to his lord aloud did cry : 

4 ■ Loup doun, loup doun, my master dear ! 

Wliat though tbe window 's dreigh and bie? 
I 'II cateh you in my arms twa, 

And never a foot from you I '11 flee,' 

5 ' How can I loup. yon little page ? 

How can I leave this window bie ? 
Do you not see the blazing low. 

And ray twa le^^ burnt to my knee ? ' 



pp^^pm 


■^^^H 


^ 48 THE FIRE OP FRENDRAITGBT ^^^^^^H 


^^m EinlDch MSS, VI, 27. 


1 tbe handwriting of Jotepb ^^^^^^^H 




^^^^^^H 


^^^^^^^^^^^^H^ Now DOW wake yon, Rotliiemay ^^^^^^^H 


^^^^^^^^^^Bj you sleep oer Bonn ^^^^^^| 


^^^^^^^^B The bed ^^^^^ 


I UB about ^^^^^^M 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^K the cnrtiua 's faaiu down. ^^^^^^^H 


^^^^ 


^H 


^H A, a. 23, 24. The &c. at the md denote that the 


20*. hut loanting. 21'. fair /or she. ^^M 


^^1 aervant repeated the substance of 15-18 


21*. Calling unto his. 22<. lord burned. ^H 


^^H and of 20, lehich, however, was tiot writ- 


23* come to. 23<. would not: no &c. ^H 


^^H ten out. 


2i\ sit : no &c. 25'. uMnttnff. ^H 


^M b. 1'. day of. 1*. Were. 2', 5\ 5\ 8'. were. 


25^ I wat wanting. 26*. One alaa utantiTig. ^H 


^H 2". out there came the. 6°. but new. 


26". heart 's easy wan. ^| 


^^M 6'. the leanting. 7'. t« your. 8'. dressed wi. 


26*. And, well Kanting. ^M 


^K 9'. did flee to. 10'. Whde he. 


Some readings of b are preferable, ag in ^^M 


^H 10', 12». the /or her. 11'. Cried wanting. 


e% 18', 21', 22* ; others also, which may H 


^H 12». The keys were caaten. 12'. win away. 


be editorial improvements. ^H 


^H 13'. TheD called. 15\ may lay. 


B. 16. " This ia another atania which I aftei^ ^H 


^^1 17'. But waiUing. 18*. are aouthering. 


wards received." ^^H 


^^1 19^ Which are. 20'. So vaiUing. 


C. 4'. A small stroke between out and it. ^^M 


u 


^fl 


^^^^H APPENDIX 


I wish her anas as sair a heart ^^^^^H 


^^^^^^H 


As she 'a gien me the day. ^^^^^^^| 






^^^^^^^^ 


' She tbinlca she has done me great wrang, ^^M 


A 2S And afi she cried, ' Ohon ! alas ! alas 1 


But I don't think it so; ^M 


A sair heart 'a ill lo win ; 


I hope to live in quieCnesa ^^M 


I wan a sair heart when I married him, 


When she shall live in woe. ^H 


And the day it's well returned agaiu.' 






' She '11 lire a discontented Ufe ^^| 


My friend the late Mr Norval Clyne thought 


Since ehe is gone from me ; ^^^^^^H 


that thia obscure stania might perhaps be cleared 


Ower seen, ower seen, a wood o green ^^^^^^H 


up by the following verses, communicated to htm in 


shortly ^^^^H 


1873 by the Bev. Gteorge Sutherland, Episcopal 


^^^^^^H 




' When I am dead and in my grave, ^^^^^H 




Cause write upon me so: ^^^^^^H 




■■ Here Ilea a lad who died for ^^^^^H 


YOUNG TOLQUHON 


And who can blame my woe." ' ^^^^^^H 


Word has come to Young TolquhoQ, 


Mx Sutherland wrote : This fragment I took ^M 


In his chamber where he lay, 
That Sophia Hay, his first fair love. 
Was wedded and away. 


down from the recitation of my motlier, twenty or ^H 


twenty-five years ago. She was bom in 1790, and ^| 


her great-grandmother was a servant of the Ust ^M 


'Sophia Hay, Sophia Hay, 


Forbes of Tolquhon. She had a tradition that ^1 


My love. Sophia Hay, 


Sophia Hay was one of the Errol family, and mar- ^M 
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tied Lord John Gordon, who was burned at Frend- 
raught. Mr Clyna remarked : The Young Tol- 
quhon at the time of this marriage, about 16118. was 
Alexander Forbes, eldest son of WUlioin Forbes of 
Tolqahon. Alexander Is recorded to have died 
without issue, and tlie following additional particu- 
lars, singularly suggestive of a determination on the 
Dntortunate lover's part to renounce the worid, have 
been commQnicated to me by Dr John Stuart. lu 
1631 William Forbes granted a charter of the 
lands of Tolquhon to his second son Walter and his 
heirs male, and in 1C32 another deed of the same 
sort to Walter, with the express consent of Alex- 
ander, his elder brother. In 1641 Alexander is sup- 
posed to have been dead, as Walter is then styled 
"of Tolquhon." The lady's somenbat enigmatical 
exclamation, 



I wan a sair heart whea I married him, 
And the day it 'a well returned again,' 



may have its explanation i 
Tolquhon, 

' I wish hrr anes b 
As she 's gien n 



the words of Young 



9 sair a heart 
e the day.' 




Mr Clyne did not fall to observe that Father 
Blakhal has recorded of Lady Melgum that he had 
often heard her say that she had never loved any- 
body but her husband, and never would love 
another (Narration, p. 92), This testimony, if not 
decisive, may be considered not less cogent as to 
the matter of fact than anything in ' Young Tol- 
quhon ' to the contrary. But it may be that stanza 
24 became attached to the Frendraughc ballad in 
consequence of the coexistence of this or some siiD- 
iU.r ballad of Young Tolquhon. 



197 
JAMES GRANT 



Motbenrelll's MS,, p. 470. communicated apparently by Bucbaa ; 'The Gordons and the Grants,' 1 
lads of the North of Scotland, II, 220. 



There waa an implacable ft^iid between 
the Grants of Ballindalloch and the Grants 
of Carron, "for divers ages." Sir Robert 
Gordon says, certainly for ninety years after 
1550. This fragment Las to do with the lat«r 
stage of their enmity. In 1628, John Grant 
o£ Ball! lid allocb killed John Grant of Carron, 
James Grant of Carron, unele of the slaiu 
man, burnt all the coin, barns, and byres ot 
Ballindalloch young and old, and took to the 
hills (1630). The Ualiindallochs complained 
to Murray, the lieutenant, and he. "to gar 
ane devil ding another," set the Clanchattan 
apon James Grant. They laid siege to a 
house where he was with a party of his men ; 
be made his w:iy out, was piirsut^d, and was 
taken after receiving eleven arrow-wounds. 
When he was well enough to travel, be was 



sent to Edinburgh, and, as everybody sup- 
posed, to his death; but after a confinement 
of more than a year be broke ward (October, 
1632). Large sums were offered for him, alive 
or dead; but James Grant was hard to keep 
and hard to catch, and in November, 1633, 
he began to kythe again in the north. A 
gang of the forbidden name of McGregor, 
who had been brought into the country by Bal- 
lindalloch to act against James Grant, beset 
him in a small house in Carron where he was 
visiting his wife, having only bis son and one 
other man with him ; but be defended him- 
self with the spirit of another Cloudesly, shot 
the captain, and got off to the bog with his 
men.* 

■ GordoD'aUiitory orSntherland, p. 414; Spalding's Me- 
moriali. I. 11. 31-23, S8 f., 43 (. 
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^^ The year of God one thouBand six hun- 
dred thirty-six, some of the Marquis of Hunt- 
ly's followers and servants did invade the 
rebel James Grant and some of his associates, 
hard by Strathbogy. They burnt tbe house 
wherein he was, but, the night being dark and 
windy, he and his brother, Robert Grant, es- 
caped." * 

This last escapade of James Grant may 
perhaps be the one to which this fragment has 
reference, though Ballindalloch was not per- 
sonally engaged in the assault on the house, 
and I know of no Douglas having sheltered 



Grant of Carron. One almost wonders that 
this mettlesome and shifty outlaw was not 
celebrated in a string of ballads. 

Early in 1689, James Grant got his peace 
from the king ; later in the year, he joined 
the ^* barons " at Aberdeen with five hundred 
men, and in 1640, we are told, ^^ he purchased 
his remission orderly and went home to his 
own country peaceably (against all men's ex- 
pectation, being such a blood-shedder and 
cruel oppressor) after he had escaped so many 
dangers." f 



1 'Away with you, away with yon, James de 

Grant ! 
And, Douglas, ye 'U be slain ; 
For Baddindalloch 's at your gates, 
With many brave Highland men** 

2 ' Baddindalloeh has no fend at me, 

And I have none at him ; 
Cast up my gates baith broad and wide. 
Let Baddindalloch in.' 



3 'James de Grant has made a vaant, 

And leaped the castle-wa ; 

Bat, if he comes this way again. 

He 'U no win sae well awa. 

4 ' Take him, take him, brave Grordons, 

O take him, fine fellows a' ! 
If he wins bat ae mile to the HLighland hills, 
He 'U defy yoa Grordons a'.' 



As printed by Buehan : 

1', 2H Balnadallach. 1^ man. 2* >M»ne in. 



3^ nae won. 4^ on the Highland lull. 



* Qordon's History, pp. 4S1, 460 ; Spalding, with details, 

1,7a 



t Spalding, I, 141, 188. S44. 
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BONNY JOHN SETON 



A. 'Bonny John Seton,' Maidmeni's North Coun trie 
Garl^niJ, p. IS ; Uuclian's (ileamngs, p. 161 ; Maid- 
ment't Scoiisb Biillods and Songs, UiBtoncol And 
Tradidonarr, J, 280. 



9. < The Death of John Seton,' Bncbaa's 
the Korth of Scotland, II, 136. 



BucHAN had another copy, sent him in 
manuscript by a young lady in Aberdeen, in 
which the Earl JVIariscbai was made promi- 
nent: Ballads, II, 321. Aytoun, I, 139. had 
& copy which had been annotated by C. K. 
Sharpe, and from this he seems to have de- 
rived a few variations. The New Deeside 
Guide [1832], p. 5 (nominally by James 
Bnwn, but written by Dr Joseph Robertson), 
gives A, with a few triSing improvements 
which seem to be editorial. 

A, B, 1-8. The balhkd is accurate as to the 
date, not commonly a good sign for soch 
things. Od Tuesday, the eighteenth of June, 
1639, Montrose began an attack on the bridge 
of Dee, which bad been fortified and manned 
by the royalists of Aberdeen to atop his ad- 
vance on the city. The britlge was bravely 
defended that day and part of the next by 
Lieutenant -Colonel Johnston (not Middle- 
ton ; Middleton was of the assailants). Tlie 
young Lord of Aboyne, just made the king's 
lieutenant in the north, had a small boily of 
horse on the north side of the river. Munt- 
. rose's cavalry were sent up the snuth side as 
if to cross (though there was no ford), and 
Aboyne's were moved along the opposite 
bank to resist a passage. This expf>aed the 
latter to Montrose's cannon, and the' Cove- 
nanters let fly some shot at them, one of which 
killed "a gallant geutlemnn, John Seton of 
Pitmeddin, most part of his body abuve the 
" Gordon, HisWr/ of Scots Affairs, II, 276-SO ; Spiild- 
ing. Memorials, I.ZOD*!!. Scion is called a bold, or brHve, 
baroa, iu A 3, S 3, not in the medieval wb}', bai as oav of ibe 
jccntletnen o( the king's _. _ . 

dAl«8 "at ihii time -wei 
ingj, by way of clorinion, the BanTns' Ri 
261. "Nonheni," B 1". sboold be soutii* 



saddle being carried away." Johnston's leg 
was crushed by atones brought down from one 
of the turrets of the bridge by a cannon-shot, 
and he had to be carried off. The loaa of their 
commanderand the disappearance of Aboyne's 
horse discouraged the now small party who 
were holding the bridge, and they abandoned 
it. Aboyne rode off, and left Aberdeen to 
to shift for itself." 

A 9-12. B Q-IZ. The epoiling of John Se- 
ton by order of Sir William Forbes of Crai- 
gievar is not noticed by Gordon and Spalding, 
though other matters of not greater pi-opor- 
tion are, 

A 13-15. The reference is to the affair 
called the Raid of Stonehaven, June 15, three 
days before that of the Bridge of Dee. 
Aboyne's Highlanders, a thousand or more, 
were totally unused to artillery, and a few 
shots from Montrose's cannon lighting among 
them so frighiened them that "they did ran 
off, all in a confusion, never looking behind 
tht^m, till they were got into a moss," f 

B 14-17. " When Montrose entered Ah- 
erdeen." says Jamea Gordon, " the Earl Mari- 
schal and Lord Mucliall pressed him to burn 
the town, and urged him with the Committee 
of Estates' warrant for that effect. He an- 
swered that it were best to advise a night upon 
it, since Aberdeen was Ihe Loudon of the 
north, and would prejudice themselves by 
want of it. So it was uken to consideration 
t Gordon. U. 31*: Spxiding. I, !oe ) Napier's MomroM 
and the Cor«nanin«, 1, 384 t The Hicland mtn. nj* 
Baillir, "nTDvecl that thrj' eantd not abide rA< miutrl't 
moshrr. and to fled in troopa ai tha Ont tollcf." L«tt«n, 
ed. Lalug. I, 221. 
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for tbat nigbt, and next day tbe Earl Mari- 
schal and Lord Muchall came protesting he 
would spare it. He answered he was desir- 
ous so to do, but durst not except they would 
be his warrant. Whereupon they drew yp a 
paper, signed with both their bands, declar- 
ing that they had hindered it, and promising 
to interpose with the Committee of Estates 



for him. Yet the next year, when he was 
made prisoner and accused, this was objected 
to Montrose, that he had not burned Aber- 
deen, as he had orders from the Committee of 
Estates. Then he produced Marischal and 
MuchalFs paper, which hardly satisfied the 
exasperated committee." * 



Maidment't North Oonntrie Garland, pi 15. 

1 Upon the eighteenth day of June, 

A dreary day to see, 
The soathem lords did pitch their camp 
Just at the bridge of Dee. 

2 Bonny John Seton of .Pitmeddin, 

A bold baron was he, 
He made his testament ere he went out, 
The wiser man was he. 

3 He left his land to his young son. 

His lady her dowry, 
A thousand crowns to his daughter Jean, 
Yet on the nurse's knee. 

4 Then oat came his lady fair, 

A tear into her ee ; 
Says, Stay at home, my own good lord, 
O stay at home with me ! 

6 He looked oyer his left shoulder, 
Cried, Souldiers, follow me ! 

O then she looked in his face, 
An angry woman was she : 

' Gk>d send me back my steed again, 
But neer let me see thee ! * 

6 His name was Major Middleton 

That manned the bridge of Dee, 
His name was Colonel Henderson 
That let the cannons flee. 

7 His name was Major Middleton 

That manned the bridge of Dee, 
And his name was Colonel Henderson 
That dung Fitmeddin in three. 



8 Some rode on the black and grey, 

And some rode on the brown, 
Bat the bonny John Seton 
Lay gasping on the ground. 

9 Then bye there comes a fahe Forbes, 

Was riding from Driminere ; 
Says, Here there lies a proud Seton ; 
This day they ride the rear. 

10 Cragievar said to his men, 

' You may play on your shield ; 
For the proudest Seton in all the Ian 
This day lies on the field.' 

11 ' O spoil him ! spoil him ! ' cried Cragievar, 

* Him spoiled let me see ; 
For on my word,' said Cragievar, 
' He had no good will at me.' 

12 They took from him his armour clear, 

His sword, likewise his shield ; 
Yea, they have left him naked there. 
Upon the open field. 

13 The Highland men, they 're clever men 

At handling sword and shield, 
Bat yet they are too naked men 
To stay in battle field. 

14 The E[ighland men are clever men 

At handling sword or gun, 

But yet they are too naked men 

To bear the cannon's rung. 

16 For a cannon's roar in a summer night 
Is like thmider in the air ; 
There 's not a man in Highland dress 
Can &tce the cannon's fire. 

* History of Scots Affairs, II, 2S1, note: see also what is 
added to that note. 
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9 Up then rides him Cragievar, ^^M 




Said, Wha 's this lying here ? ^M 


^M Bncban'B Balladg of the North of Scotland, II, ise. 


It surely is the Lord o Aboyne, ^^H 


^H 


For Huntly waa not bete. ^^^^^H 


^M 1 It fell about the mooth of June, 


^^^^^^M 


^1 On Tuesday, timoualie, 


10 Then it speaka a faase Forbes, ^^^^^^| 


^H The northern lords hae pitcbd their camps 


Lived up in Druminner ^^^^^^^H 


^1 Beyond the hrig o Dee. 


' My lord, this ia a proud Seton, ^^^^^^H 


^H 


The rest wUl ride the thinner.' ^^H 


^1 2 They ca'ed him Major Middleton 


^^M 


^M That mand the brig o Dee ; 


11 'Spulyie him, spnlyie him,' said Craigievar, ^^H 


^H They ca'ed him ColoDel Henderson 


' spulyie him. presenllie ; ^^H 


^1 That gard the cannons Eee. 


For I could lay my lugs in pawn ^^H 


^H 


He had nae gnde will at me.' ^^M 


^B 3 Bonny John Seton o Pitmedden. 


^^M 


^1 A brave baron was he ; 


12 They 've taen the shoes frae aS his feet, ^^M 


^H He made his te^ment ere he gaed, 


The gartera frae hia knee, ^^H 


^^^ And the wiser man was he. 


likewise the glovea upon his bands ; ^^H 


^^1 


They 've left him not a flee. ^H 


^H 4 He left hia lands nnto his hetr, 


^^M 


^^1 His ladie her dowrie ; 


13 His fingers they were sae sair swelld ^^M 


^H Ten tliousand crowns to Lady Jane, 


The ringa would not come aff ; ^^H 


^H Sat on the nourice knee. 


They cutted the gripa out o his ears, ^^H 


^H 


Took ont the gowd signots. ^^H 


^H 6 Then out it speaks his lady gay, 


^^1 


^H ' stay my lord wi me ; 


14 Then they rade on, and further on, ^^M 


^H For word is come, the cause is won 


Till they came to the Crabestane, ^^^^^| 


^H Beyond the brig o Dee.' 


And Craigievar, lie had a. mind ^^^^^^^| 


^H 


To burn a' Aberdeen. ^^^^^^^H 


^H 6 He turned him right and round about. 


^^^^^H 


^^1 And a light laugh gae he ; 


15 Out it apeaks the E:allant Montrose, ^^^^^H 


^H Says, I wouldna for my landa sae broad 


Grace on fair body '. ^^^^H 


^H I stayed this night wi thee. 


' We winna burn the bonny burgh, ^^^^^^H 


^H 


We '11 even laet it be.' ^^^H 


^H 7 He 'b taen hia sword then by his side. 


^H 


^H Hia bucUer by his knee, 


16 Then out it speaks the gallant Montrose, ^H 


^^m And laid his leg in oer his horse. 


' Your purpose I will break ( ^^^^^^H 


^H Said, Sodgere. follow me ! 


We winna burn the bonny burgh. ^^^^^^H 


^H 


We 'U never build its make. ^^^^^| 


^m 8 So he rade on. and further on, 


^^^^H 


^H Till t« the third mile corse : 


17 ' I see the women and their children ^H 


^H The Covenanters' cannon baUs 


Climbing the craigs une hie : ^^M 


^^^ Dang him aff o his horse. 


We "11 sleep this night in the bonny burgh, ^^^^^B 


^ft 


even lat it be.' ^^^^^H 


V 


^^1 


^m B. 11>'< Spokie. 




^^1 Meadingt in Ai/toun which Tuay have been 


8*. It dang him frae his. ^^^^^^H 


^^1 derived from Sharps : 


10*. Was riding frae D. ^H 


^H A. 4*. The tear stood in. 


10'. Tliis is the proudest Seton of a'. ^H 


^H 8*. Bat bonny John Seton o Pitmeddin. 


14*. And wha sae ready as Craigieviir. ^H 



199. THE BOITBtE HOUSE O AISLIE 



15'. Then up and spake the gnde. 
16*. As he rade owre the field. 
16'. Why should we burn the bonny. 
16*. When its like we couldna build. 



Readings in Th6 New Deesids Guide : 

1*. lorda their palliona pitched. 

2*. A baron bold. 3*. To his. 

4'. and came. 5'. your steed. 

11V He bore : to me. 15*. cannon's rair. 
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A. ■. Sharpe'a Ballad Book, p, 69, No 90. b. 'The 
Bonnie UoiiBe o Airly,' Finlay's Balladg, II, 25. o. 
iikPDB MS., pp. 28, bi. d. 'The Bonny House of 
Airly,' Campbell MSS, II, 113. e. 'The Bonny 
House of Airly,' an Aberdeen stall-copy, without date. 
£ 'The Bonny House o Airly,' aoolber Aberileen 
■talt-oopy, wiibout dale. g. Hogg's Jaiobite Kelics, 
II, 152. h. Kinloth MSS, VI, 5, one Bianna. 

B. Kinloch MSS, V, 273. 



G. «. < The Bonny House oE Airley,' Kinloch MSS, V, 
205. b. 'Young Airly,' Cromek's Eenainsof Niths- 
dale and Galloway Song, p. 226. o. ' Tbe Bonny 
House o AirlK" Smith's Seotiiali Minstrel, It, 2. d. 
' The Bonny House o Airlie,' Christie's Traditional 
Bailad Airs, II, 27fi, 296. 

D. Kinloch MSS. V, 106 ; Kinloch MSS. VII, 207 ; 
Kiuloch's Ancient Scottish Ballads, p. 104. 



The earliest copy of this ballad hitherto 
found is a bruadsidB of about 1790 (a hua- 
dr<!d and fifty yeiirs later than the event cele- 
brated), whiuh Finlay combimid with two 
others, derived from retiitation, for his edition 
(A b). O b, o, d, are not purely traditional 
texts, and A g has borrowed some stanzas 
from C b. C b is transcribed into tbe Citmp- 
bell MSS, I, 184. Aytoun's edition, 18,59, 
II, 270, is compouniled from A a^ A b, with 
half a dozen words changed, and it is not quite 
clear how the editor means to be understood 
when he sitys, "the following, I have reason 
to believe, is the original." 

One summer day, Argyle, who has a quar- 
rel with Aii'lie, seta out to plunder tbe castle 
of that name. The lord of the place is at the 
time with the king. Argyle (something in 
the style of Captain Car) Bummons Lady 
Ogilvie to come down and kiss him ; else he 
will not leave a standing stone in Airlie. 
This she will not do, for all bis threat. Ar- 
gyle demands of the lady where her dowry is 

• '■ ' The dr«p. deep d«n ' referred to in the ballad is llie 
Den of Airlie, ci-lcbrated for its fine scenery and romiintic 
bcautf ■ It extcndr Hbovt a mile below the junction of the 



(as if it were tied up in a handkerchief). Sbe 
gives no precise information : it is east and 
west, np and down the water-side. Sharp 
search is made, and the dowry is found in a 
plum-tree (balm-tree, cherry-tree, palm-tree, 
A a, b, d, e, g). Argyle lays or leads the 
lady down somewhere while the plundering 
goes forward. She tells him that no Camp- 
bell durst have taken in hand such a thing if 
her lord had been at home. She has born 
seven (ten) sons, and is expecting another; 
but had she as many more (a hundred more), 
she would give them all to King Chailea. 

In A d 7 Lady Ogilvie asks the favor of 
Argyle that he will take her to a high hill-top 
that she may not see the burning of Airlie; 
the pass^e is of course corrupt. In A g: 7 
she more sensibly asks that her face may not 
be turned that way. In C a 5, 6, b 5, 6, tbe 
rational request is made that she may be 
taken to some dark dowey glen " to avoid the 
sight ; but Argyle leads her " down to the top 
of the town," and bids her look at the plunder- 
ing, a; sets her upon a bonnte knowe-tup, and 
IbU and the Melgam." Cbristie, Tradiliousl Ballad Aiia, 
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bids ber look at Airlie fa'ing, b. D 7, 8, goes 
a step further. The lady asks that she may 
be thrown over the caBtl^wall rather thau see 
the pIandering;Argyle lifts her up' sae rarely' 
and throws her over, and she never saw it. 

In C a 8 Argyle would have Lord Airlie 
informed tliat one kiss from his lady would 
have saved all the plundering. In D 5 he 
tells Lady Ogilvie that if she bad surrendered 
on tlie first demand there would have been 
Qo plundering; and this assurance he repeats 
to ' Captain ' Ogilvie, whom be meets on bis 
way home. 

A b 2, D 1, 2, represent Aj^yle to be act- 
ing under the orders of Montrose, or in con- 
cert with him. 

A piece in five or six stanzas which ap- 
pears, with variations, in Cromek's Remains, 
p. 195, Hogg's Jacobite Relics, II, 151, Cun- 
ningham's Songs of Scotland, III, 218, under 
the caption of 'Young Airly' (the title of 
C b also in Cromek), moves forward the burn- 
ing of Airlie to " the 45 ; " not very strangely 
(if there is anything traditional in these 
verses), when we consider the prominence of 
the younger Lord Ogilvie and his wife am"ng 
the supporters of Charles Edward. (The first 
three of Cromek's stanzas are transcribed 
into Campbell MSS, I, 187.) No doubt the 
Charlie and Prince Charlie of some versions 
of our balliid were understood by the reciters 
to be the Young Chevalier. 

The Committee of Estates, June 12, 1640, 
gave commission to the Earl of Argyle to rise 
in arms against certain people, among whom 
was the Earl of AirUe, as enemies to religion 
and unnatural to their country, and to pursue 
them with fire and sword until they should 
be brought to their duty or else utterly sub- 
dued and rooted out. The Earl of Airlie had 
gone to England, fearing lest he should be 
pressed to subscribe the Covenant, and had 

■ SpaUing's Memori'ils, ed. 1850. 1.990-3: Gordoo'a His- 
tOT7 of Seota Affoln. III. 1G4 (. : alKi, II, 23i ; Oiuditier, 
lliiCory of Enirlnnd, ieavlG4S. ed., 1884, IX, I6T f. Both 
SpRlding uil Gurdon >aj ihat Montrose beaiBgod Afrlie bat 
did DM laeeeed in taking it. Atfcjle, cootinnw Spkldinft. 
" isiwi ftD innj of nbooi n.OOO meo Bad marches biminls 
AJctie: bnt the Lucd Ogilvie, beariug □( his coming wiih 
>uch irre'irtiWe fhrrwi. ttsoIvm to fly and lenire the home 
mMnten, and >o (or their okd mtttj ihey oImI/ Bed. But 
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left his house to the keeping of his eldest son. 
Lord Ogilvie. Montrose, who hud signed 
the commission as one of the Committee, hut 
was not inclined to so strenuous proceedings, 
invested Airlie, forced a surrender, and put 
a garrison in the place to hold it for the 
"public." Ai^le did not interpret his com- 
mission in this mild way. He took Airlie in 
hand in the beginning of July, and caused 
both this house and that of Forthar, belonging 
to Lord Ogilvie, to be pillaged, burned, and 
demolished. Thereafter he fell upon the lands 
both of the proprietor and his tenantry, and 
carried ofE or destroyed " their whole giK)dB, 
gear, coma, cattle, horse, nolt, sheep," aud left 
nothing but bare bounds. 

According to one writer, Lady Ogilvie was 
residing at Forthar, and, being big with child, 
asked leave of Argyle to stay till she was 
brought to bed ; but this Wiia not allowed, and 
she was put out, though she knew not whither 
to go. By another account, Argyle accused 
Montrose of having suffered the lady to es- 
cape," 

The ballad puts Lady Airlie in command 
of the bouse or castle, but none of the family 
were there at the time it was sacked. She is 
called Ijvdy Margaret in A b 4, but her name 
was Elizabeth. The earl, James, is otlled the 
great Sir John in C a 9. A 10 and the like 
elsewhere are applicable to the younger Lady 
Ogilvie in respect to the unborn child. Cham- 
bers says that Lady Airlie bad three children 
and Lady Ogilvie but one, and " the poet 
must be wrong." "The poet," besides hfing 
inaccurate, does not tell the same story in all 
the versions, and this inconsistency is again 
observable in ' Geordie,' A 9. B 18, C 8, etc. 

' Gleyd Argyle" is "generally described aa 
of mean stature, with red hair and squinting 
eyes." f His morals appear to some disadvan- 
tage again in ' Geordie,' I a 2S. 

Arjrj'lo moel croellj' asd iuhumanlj enters ihe hou»« of 
Airlie." etc. A IrtEcr of ArgvU'a lu one Damld CampWU 
(dated Jnlj. 1640) would seem to show that he was Dot there 
in ^rson during the raiing and linmine, " You need not 
tet know," n\s Argyle, " thsC je have dirfTtioni from me 
to Are il." Note* and Queries.' Fifth Series, IX, 364 ; re- 
printed by Gnrdincr. 

T MApier, Montroia and the CoTeoaaCers, IB3S, I, tS9, 
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109. THE BONNIE HOUSE O AIBLIB 



a. Sharpe*8 Ballad Book, p. 59, No 20, 1823. b. Finlaj's 
Ballads, II, 25, 1808, from two recited copies aod "one 
printed aboat twenty years ago on a single sheet." c. Skene 
MS., pp. 28, 54, from recitation in the north of Scotland, 
1802-3. d. Camphell MSS, II, 113, probably from a stall- 
copy, e, f . Aberdeen stall copies, " printed for the book- 
sellers." g. Hogc^'s Jacobite Relics, II, 152, No 76, " Cromek 
and a street buUad collated, 1821 ." h. Kinioch MSS, VI, 5, 
one stanza, taken down from an old woman's recitation by 
J. Robertson. 

1 It fell on a day, and a bonny simmer day, 

When green grew aits and barley, 
That there fell oat a great dispute 
Between Argyll and Airlie. 

2 Argyll has raised an bander men, 

An himder hamessd rarely, 
And he 's awa by the back of Donkelly 
To plunder the castle of Airlie. 

3 Lady Ogilvie looks oer her bower^window. 

And oh, but she looks weary ! 
And there she spy'd the great ArgyU, 

Come to plunder the bonny house of Airlie. 

4 ' Come down, come down, my Lady Ogilvie, 

Come down, and kiss me fairly : ' 
' O I winna kiss the fause ArgyU, 
If he should na leave a standing stane in 
Airlie.' 



5 He hath taken her by the left shoulder. 

Says, Dame where lies thy dowry ? 
' O it 's east and west yon wan water side, 
And it 's down by the banks of the Airlie.' 

6 They hae sought it up, they hae sought it down. 

They hae sought it maist severely. 
Till they fand it in the fair plumb-tree 

That shines on the bowling-green of Airlie. 

7 He hath taken her by the middle sae small, 

And O but she grat sairly I 
And laid her down by the bonny bum-side, 
Till they plundered the castle of Airlie. 

8 ^ Grif my gude lord war here this night. 

As he is with King Charlie, 
Neither you, nor ony ither Scottish lord. 
Durst avow to the plundering of Airlie. 

9 ^ 6if my grade lord war now at hame, 

As he is with his king, 
There durst nae a CampbeU in a' Argyll 
Set fit on Airlie green. 

10 ' Ten bonny sons I have bom unto him, 
The eleventh neer saw his daddy ; 
But though I had an hundred mair, 
I 'd gie them a' to King Charlie.' 



Kinioch MSS, V, 273. 

1 It feU on a day, a clear summer day. 

When the corn grew green and bonny. 
That there was a combat did fall out 

'Tween Argyle and the bonny house of Airly. 

2 Argyle he did raise five hundred men. 

Five hundred men, so many, 
And he did place them by Dunkeld, 

Bade them shoot at the bonny house of Airly. 

3 The lady looked over her own castle-wa, 

And oh, but she looked weary I 
And there she espied the gleyed Argyle, 
Come to plunder the bonny house of Airly. 



4 ' Come down the stair now, Madanii Ogilvie, 
And let me kiss thee kindly ; 
Or I vow and I swear, by the sword that I 
wear, 
That I winna leave a standing stone at 
Airly.' 

6 ' O how can I come down the stair, 
And how can I kiss thee kindly. 
Since you vow and you swear, by the sword 
that you wear, 
That you winna leave a standing stone on 
Airly?' 

6 ' Come down the stair then. Madam Ogilvie, 
And let me see thy dowry ; ' 
' O 't is east and it is west, and 't is down by 
yon bum-side. 
And it stands at the planting sae bonny. 



HI^H^M 


HIVVIH 
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^H 7 < But if ni7 brave lord had been at hame this 


8 ' I bae born bim seven, seven sons, ^^M 


■ day, 


And an eighth neer suw his daddy, ^H 


^H Aa be is vi Prince CharUe, 


And tho I were to bear bim as many more, ^^| 


^H There durst na a Campbell in all Scotland 


They should a' cany arms for Piiuoe ^H 


^^1 Sat a foot OQ the bowling-green of Airly 


Charlie.- ^M 


^^^^^ 


To tak me to some dork dowey glen, ^H 




That I may na see tbe plundering of Airley.' ^H 


^V B. Kinloch MSS. V, SOS, recited hy John Rm. b. Cm- 


^H 


^M inek'i Remain of Niihsdale «Ld G>Jlow«j Song, p. 226, 


6 He has taen her by the left shoulder, ^H 


^H 1810. o. Sraitli's Suottiib Mbstrel, U, 2. d. Chrigtle'i 
^H Triditionol Ballad Airs, II, 276, ■' from the recitation of a 


And but she looked weary ! ^H 


^^M nlaiire." 


And be has led her down to tbe top of the town, ^H 




Bade her look at tbe plundering of Airley. ^H 




^M 


^^1 Wben tbe corn grew green and yellow, 


7 ' Fire on, fire on, my merry men all, ^H 


^H Tliat there fell out a great dispute 


And see that ye fire clearly ; ^H 


^^M Between Argyle and Airley. 


For I vow and I swear by the hroad sword I ^H 


^H 


wear ^H 


^1 2 The great Argyle raised five hundred men, 


That I winna leave a standing stane in Aii^ ^M 


^H Five hundred men and many, 


i^y- ■ 


^H And he has led them down by the bonny 




^M Dunkeld, 


8 ' You may tell it to your lord,' he says, ^^H 


^^1 Bade them shoot at the bonny hoiue of 


' You may tell it to Lord Airley, ^^H 


H 


That one kisa o bis gay lady ^H 




Wad hae sav'd all the plundering of Airley.' ^| 


^1 3 The lady was looliing oer her castle-wa, 


^1 


^^P And but she looked weary ! 


9 ' If the great Sir John had been but at hame, ■ 


^^M And there she spied the great Argyle, 


As he is this night wi Prince Charlie, ^M 


^^M Game to plunder the bonny house of Airley. 


Neither Argyle nor no Scottish lord ^M 


^H 


Durst hae plundered the bonny house of ^H 


^^M 4 ' Gome down stairs now. Madam,' he says. 


Airley. ^M 


^^1 ' Now come down and kiss me fairly ; ' 


^H 


^^1 ' I '11 neither come down nor kiss you,' she says. 


10 'Seven, seven sons hae I bom unto him, ^| 


^^H ■ Tho yon should na leave a standing stane 


And the eight neer saw his dady, ^M 


^B in Airley/ 


And altho I were to have a hundred more, ^M 


^H 


The should a' draw their sword for Prince ^M 


^H 6 • I ask but one favour of you, Argyle, 


Charlie.' ^H 


^^M And I hope you 'U grant me turly 


V 


K 


M 


^B 


2 Then great Montrose liaa written to Ar^Il ^H 




And that the fields they were fairly, ^^M 


^H Elnlocb MSS, V, I06. in the h.nd-ritlng of Junes Beit- 
^H tie, and from [h« recilaiiuD of Eliiibech Buriie. 


And not to keep his men at hsme, ^^M 
But to come and plunder boanie Airly. ^^M 


^H 1 GLETO Argyll has written to Montrose 


^^M 


^H To «ee gin the fields they were fairly. 


3 The lady was looking oer her caslle-wa, ^^M 


^^M And to see whether be should stay at hame, 


She was carrying her courage sae rarely, ^^H 


^^1 ' Or come to plunder boimie Airly. 
^H *ot. 


^^J 
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HOnSB O AtRLIB ^^M 


^H^ And there she spied him gleyd Argnill, 


8 He 'a taen her by the milk-white hand, ^^B 


^^B Was comiog for to plunder bonnie Airljr. 


And he 'a lifted her up sae rarely, ^^M 


^^B 


And he 'a thrown her outoure herain castl»-WK, ^^M 


^H^ 4 ' Wae be to ye, gleyd ArgyU ! 


And she neuer saw the plundering of Alrlj. ^H 


^^^B And are ye there sae rarely ? 


^H 


^^^1 Ye night hae kept your men at haroe. 


9 Now gleyd Argyll he has gane bame, ^H 


^^H And not come to plunder bonnie Airly.' 


Awa frae the plundering of Airly. ^H 


^^V 


And there he has met him Captain Ogilvie, ^H 


^H 6 ' And wae be to ye, Lady Ogilrie ! 


Coming over the mountains sae rarely. ^H 


^^H And are ye there sae rarely ? 


^H 


^H Gin ye had bowed when first I bade. 


10 ' wae be to ye, gleyd Argyll ! ^B 


^^H I never wad hae plunderd bunnie Airly.' 


And are you there aae rarely ? ^^H 


^^H 


Ye might hae kept your men at hame, ^H 


^^H 6 ' Bat gin my guid lord had been at home, 


And no gane to plunder bonnie Airly.' ^H 


^^H Afi he is wi Prince Charlie, 


^^M 


^^^1 There durst not a rebel od a' Scotch ground 


11 ' wae be to ye, Captiun O^vie I ^^M 


^^H Set a foot on the bonnie green of Airly. 


And are you there sae rarely ? ^^H 


^^H 


Gin ye wad hae bowed when first I bade, ^H 


^^M 7 ' But ye '11 tak me by the milk-white hand, 




^^^1 And ye '11 lift me up sae rarely, 


^H 


^^^1 And ye '11 throw me outoure my [unj castle- 


12 'But gin I had my lady gay, ^^B 


^^H 


Bot and my sister Mary. ^^H 


^^1 Let me neoer see the plundering of Airly.' 


One fig I wad na gie for ye a', ^^H 


^^H 


Nor yet for the plundering of Atriy.* ^^H 


^^ 


^M 


^B A. b. 1'. When the com grew green and yellow. 


by the left shoulder. ^^^^B 


^B 2". The Duke o Montrose has written to Ai^ 


7*. And led : to yon green bank. ^^^| 


^B gyle To come la the morning early. 


8' (lOM- lord had been at hame. ^1 


^H 2*. An lead in bis men by. 


8' (10'). As this night he is wi C. ^B 


^H 2*. the bonnie house o Airly. 


8* (10'). There durst na a CampbeU in a' the ^B 


^H 3'. The lady lookd oer her window aae hie. 


weat. ^H 


^^H 4'. down I^y Margaret he nays. 


8* (10*). Hae plandered the bonnie house. ^B 


H i^*(cf.t.). 


9. Wanting. ^H 




10' (9').Oit'BlhaesevenbrawBons,BbeaayB. ^B 


^^^ * Op before the morning dear day light. 


10' (9'). And the youngest. ^| 


^^H I '11 no leave a standing atane In Airly.' 


10* (9-). had as raony mae. ^B 


^^H 


10* (9*). to Charlie. ■ 


^^1 ' I wadna kiss thee, great Argyle, 


o. l-5» are repeatetl at p. 54, with some differ- ^B 


^^m I wadna kiss thee fairly, 


erwM. ^B 


^^V I wadna kiss thee, great Argyle, 


1*. fell about a [the] Lammasa tune. ^H 


^^V Gin you ahoadna leave a standing stane in 


1°. corn [the corn] grew green and yellow. ^H 


^H Airly.' 


2*. haa gathered three bunder. ^^M 


^^B 


2". Three bunder men and m^r 0. ^H 


^^^ 5\ by the middle sae sma. 


2*. is on to. 2'. the bonnie houae o A. ^^B 


^^H 5'- Says, Lady, where is your drory ? 


31. The lady looklt oure the caetlc^wa. ^H 


^^P 6*'. It 's up and down by the bonnie bum-aide, 


3*. abe was sorry. ^^B 


^^H Amang the planting of Airly. 


3*. Whan she saw gleyd Argjle an his [300] ^H 


^^B 6*. They sought it kte and early. 


^H 


^^^^ 6*. And found : bonnie balm-tree. 


4>. Come down the atair, Lady Airly [he saya]. ^B 
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H 4*. An it 'b ye maun kiss [Aa kisa me f^rly ]. 


10*. to Prince. ^M 


^H 4'. I wad na kias ye, gleyd ArgyU. 


6. 1'. When the com grew green and yellow. ^^^ 


H 4'. Atho [Tho] ye leave na. 


2*. A hundred men and mairly. ^^H 


^M 6\ Come down the stair, Lady Airly, he gayi. 


2*. he has gone to. ^^H 


H 5'. An teU whar. 5'. Up and down the bonnie. 


2*. the bonny house of Airly. ^H 


^1 6'. And by the bonnie bowling-green o. 


3>. The lady looked over her window. ^^M 


^1 6. Wanting. T. took : the milk-white hand. 


31 looked. 3*. Coming. ^M 


■ 7\ And led her fairly. 


4'. down, madam, he says. ^^H 


^H 7*. Up an down the bonnie water-eide. 


4'. thee, great Argyle. 4*. If you. ^^M 


^M 7*. the bonnie houae o Airly. 


6>. by the middle so small. ^H 


^M 8\ Bnt an : were at Itame ( = 9')- 


5'. Says, Lady, where is your. ^^H 


■ 8'. awa wi Charley. 




^M 8>. The best Campbell in a.' your kin. 


5*. Among the plantings of A. ^^H 


^H 8\ Ihint na plunder the b. h. o. A. 


6*. They sought it late and early. ^^M 


^H 9. Wanting. 


6'. And found it in the bonny palm-tree. ^^| 


^M 10* (7')- Seven sons have I bora, she says. 


7>. by the left shoulder. ^M 


^1 10« (7'). Tho eight : its. 


7'. she looked weary. ^^H 


^B 10* (7'). Altbo: as many mare. 


7*. down on the green bank. ^H 


^1 10* (7*). ft' to fight for Charley. 


7«. he plundered the b. h. of A. ■ 


^H d. 1*. When com grew green. 2K has hired. 


8'. if my lord was at home: this night ^M 


^H 2'. A hundred men and mairly. 2'. to the. 


wanting. ^M 


■ 2<. the b. b. of A. 


8*. As this night he 's wi Charlie. ^M 


^1 3*. The lady lookit over her window. 


S*-*. Great Argyle and all his men Duf st not ^M 


^M 3*. lookit waely. 3'. she saw. 3*. Coming. 


plunder the b. h. of A. ^^H 


^H 4*. I wadna kiss the great. 4*. Tho yon. 


9. Wanting. ^^| 


■ 6>. by the milk-white band. 


10'. 'Tis ten : nnto bim toatUing. ^^| 


^H 6^ Lady, where 's your. 


10'. But thongh. 10<. to Charlie. ^H 


^H 6*. It 's lip and down yon bonny bnrn-aide. 


f. 1'. When the clatts Were a' wi Charlie. ^^| 


^H 5*. It shines in the bowling-green of A. 


2\ has called a hundred o his men. ^H 


^H 6'. sought it late and early. 


2'. To come in the morning early. ^H 


^B 6'. They've toand: the bonny cheny-tree. 


2*. And they hae gone down by. ^^H 


^H 6*. That grows in. 


2\ plunder the b. b. of A. ^H 


^H Between 6 and 7 : 


3>. L. 0. looked frae her window sae hie. ^H 




3*. she grat sairly. ^| 


^B There is ae favour I ask of thee, 


3*- To see Ai^le and a' his men. ^| 


^^P I beg bat ye '11 grant it fairly ; 


4^ down. Lady Ogilvie, he cried. H 


^V That ye will take me to yon high hill-top, 


4*-*. Or ere the morning's clear daylight I '11 H 


^H That I maunna see the burning of Airly. 


no leave a rtanding. ■ 




AfierA.: ■ 


^H 7'. by the left shoulder. 7'. lookit qaeerly. 


H 


■ 7'. he -s led. 7*. the b. h. of A. 


I wadna come doon, great Argyle, she cried, H 




I wadna kiss tbee fairly, ^| 




I wadna come doon, false Argyle, she cried, H 


^H He 's taen her by the milk-white hand, 


Though you shouldna leave a standing stane ^| 


^M He 's led her right and fairly ; 


in Airly. fl 


^H He 'b led her to yon high hill-top, 


^^ 


^H Till they 've burned the bonay house of Airly. 


5-7. Wanting. ^H 


H S'. away wi Prince Charlie. 


8. Bnt were my un guid lord at hame, ^H 


^H 8*. The great Argyle and a' his men. 


As he is noo wi Charlie, V 


^H 8*. Wadna hae plunderd the b. h. of A. 


The base Argyle and a his men ^| 


^H 9. Wantiug. 


Durstna enter the bonny house o Airly. ^| 


^K 10*. And if I had a hundred men. 


^^J 
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^H 9. Wanting. 


An set me in a dowie. dowie glen, 


^^^L 10'. I hae Bevea bonny sons, she said. 


That I mauna see the fall o Airly. 


^^^B 10'. And the youngest has neer eeen. 




^^H 10*. had Mie &s mony mae. 


6. He has taen her by the shonther-blade 


^H 10*. They 'd &' be foUowera o Charlie. 


An thurst her down afore him. 


^^H 4/iw 10 (Ai« epurioua atanxa : 


Syne set her upon a bonnie knowe-tap, 




Bad her look at Airly fa'ing. 


^^H Then Argyle and his men attacked the bonny 




^H 


Here follows a stanxa (&} not found elsewhere, 


^^^1 And but they plundered it fairly ! 


■no doubt Ctmnijigham't : 


^^V In spite o tbe tears the lady let fa, 




^H They burnt doon the bonny hoose o Airly. 


Haste ! bring to me a cup o gude wine. 




As red as ony cherrie ; 




I '11 tank the cup, an sip it up ; 


^H 2'. An hundred men and mairly. 


Here 'a a health to bonnie Prince Charlie ! 


^H 2\ the b. h. of A. 




^H 3>. The lady lookd oer her w. 


7, 8. Wanting .■ found only in a. 


^H 3^ she sighd «airly. 


9. Nearly 6, f, 8. 


^H 4". No, I winna kiss thee. 


10'. I hae born me eleven braw sons. 


^H 4^ Though ye. 


A concluding stanxa may be assigned to Cvn- 


^^H 6'. by the middle sae sma. 


ningham. 


^^H 6', Saya wanting: Lady where is your. 




^^H 6*-*. It 'b up and down by the bonny bum-side. 


Were my gude lord but here this day. 


^^^L Among the plantings o Airly. 


As he ■» awa wl Charlie, 


^^H 6*. it late and early. 


The dearest blude o a' tby kin 


^^^1 6'. under the bonny palm-tree. 


Wad sloken tbe lowe o Airly. 


^H 6*. That stands i. After 6 («/. A d, C 5) : 






Another copy is said in the editor's preface to 


^^^1 A favour I ask of thee, Argyle, 


begin thm: 


^^^1 If ye will grant it fairly ; 




^^H dinna turn me wi my fa«e 


The great Argyle raised ten thousand men. 


^H To see tbe destniction of Airly ! 


Eer the sun was waukening early. 




And be marched them down by the back o 


^^M The remahider ofgU taken from C b, with 


Dunkd, 


^^H two or three tlighl variafiotts. 


Bade them fire on the bonnie house o Airhe. 


^H h. 8. An my gude lord had been at hame, 


o. Made oi'erfrom a copy resembling B, C a. 


^H As he 's awa wi Charlie, 


4. Two stanzas liere, as in 3: kisses are 


^^H There durstna a gleyd duke in a' Argyle 


dropped for propriety. 


^H Set a coal to the bonnie house o Airlie. 


5, 6. ITie last half of these is substantiaUy 






^M B. 6>, 6>. Oh. 


d. A blending, perhaps not accidental, of vari- 


^^^ C. b. No reliance can be placed upon the genuine- 


ous copies ; nuiiiJy o/ A g. C b, C a 


^^K tut$ of this copy, and a particulaT collation 


1, 2. Nearly A g 1, 2. 3. Nearly 3. 




4'-\ Nearly A e 4'''. 


^^M V\ It fell in about the Martinmas time, An 


4»*. Nearly o 4»*. 


^^K the leaves were fa'ing early. 


5. Nearly a compound of ii. b (Finlay) 5 and 


^^1 4. Tvo ttanzas, viuch as in A b, t. 


5: C/.B5. 




6. Cf b 4 {5 above), o 7. 7. Nearly o 8. 


^B 5. But take me by the milk-white hand. 


8. b 6 altered. The stanza cited by Christie 


^^^ An lead me down right hoolie, 


at p. 296 is the spttriws conclusion of o. 
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THE GYPSY LADDIE 



A. 'Johny Faa, the Gypsy Laddie,' Ramsay's Tea- 
Txble Misi-elkny, vol. iv, 1T40. Here from the 
edition of 1763, p. til. 

B. «. The Edinbui^h Magazine and Literary Miscel- 
lany (tdI. Ik»x of the SloIb Magazine), November, 
1B17,p.S09. b. A fragment reciled by Miss Fanny 
Walker, of Mount Pleaaaiit, near Newburgh-OQ-Tay. 

C. 'Davie Faw.' Motberwell's MS., p. 381 ; 'Gypiie 

Davy,' Motburwell'a MioitreUy, 1827, p. seo. 

D. 'The Egyptian Laddy,' Kinloch MSS, V, 331. 

E. ■ The Gypeic Laddie,' Mactaggart's Scottish Gal- 
loviJian Kacyclopedia, 1SS4, p. 284. 

F. 'Johnny Faa, the Gypiey Laddie,' The Songa of 



England and Scotland [P. Cunningham], London, 
1835, II, 346. 

[}. a. ' The Gypsie Loddy,' a broadside, Roxhurgbe 
Ballads, III, 6S5. b. A recent stall-copy, Calnach, 
3 Monmouth Conrt, Seven Dials. 

H. ■ The Gipsy Laddie.' Shropshire Folk-Lore, edited 
by Gharloiie Sophia Burne, p. 550. 

L Communicated by Miss Margaret Reburn, as sung 
in Connty Mualh, Ireland, about 18B0. 

J. a. 'The GipseyDavy,' from Stockbridge, Maasa- 
chuBCIts. b. From a lady born in Maine. 



The Engliali ballad, though derived from 
the Scottiah, may perhaps biive been printed 
eurlier. A conjectural data o£ 1720 is given, 
with hesitation, to O a, in the catalogue of 
the British Museum. 

The Scottish ballad appears to have been 
first printed in the fourth vulume of the Tea- 
Table Miscellany, 1740, but no copy of that 
edition has been recovered. From the Tea- 
Table Miscellany it was repeated, with varia- 
tions, some traditional, some arbitrary, in : 
Herd's Ancient and Modern Scota Songs, 
1769, 'Gypsie Ladlie.' p. 88. ed. 1776, 11, 
54[ The Fond Mother's Garland, not dated, 
bat earlier than 1776; Pinkerton's Select 
Scotiah Ballads. 1783, I, 67 ; Johnson's Mu- 
seum, 'Johny Faa, or. The Gypie Laddie,' 
No 181, p. 189; Ritson's Scotish Songs, 1794. 
II, 176; and in this century, Cromek's Select 
Scotish Songs, 1810, II, 15; Cdnningham's 
Songs of Scotland, 1825. II, 175. A tran- 
Boript in the Campbell MSS. 'The Gypsiea,' 
1, 16, is from Pinkerton. 

" The people in Ayrshire begin this song, 
' The gypsies cam to my lord Casailia' yett' 



They have a great many more stanzas . . . 
than I ever yet saw in any printed." Bums, 
in Cromek's Reiiques, 1809, p. ICl. (So 
Sharpe. in the Musical Museum, 1853. IV, 217, 
but perhaps repeating Burns.) B. from Gal- 
loway, has eight more stanzas than A, and M, 
also from Galloway, fourteen more, but quite 
eight of the last are entirely un traditional,* 
and the hand of the editor is frequently to be 
recognized elsewhere. 

FinlHy, Scottish Ballads, 1808, 11. 39, in- 
serted two stanzas after A 2, the first of 
which is nearly the same aa 5, and the second 
as B 3, C 3. The variations oC his text, and 
others in bis notes, are given under A. Kin- 
loch MSS, V, 299; Chambers, Scottish Bal- 
lads, 1829. p. 143; Aytoun, 1859, I, 187, re- 
peat Finhiy, with a few slight changes. The 
Ballads and Songa of Ayrshire, 1. 9, follows 
Chambers. 

Tlie copy in Smith's Scotish Minstrel, III, 
90, ia derived from B a, but has readings of 

• In le-ai the lady makes her lord not only forgire the 
abettors of Jockie Faa, whom he wat aboni lo hanj;, bnt 
pteaenc ten guineiu tu Jockie, wham he was minded to bnni. 
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other texts, and is of no authority. That in 
M&idmetit's Scotish Ballads and Songs, 1868, 
II, 185, is B a with changes. Ten stanzas 
in a manuscript of Scottish songs and ballads, 
copied 1840 or 1850 by a granddaughter of 
LordWoodhouaelee, p. 46,are from B a. This 
may be true also of B b, which, however, has 
not Cassilis in 1^. 

C is from a. little farther north, from Ren- 
frewshire ; D from Aberdeenshire. F is from 
the north of England, and resembles C, The 
final stanza of G a is cited by Ritson, Scotish 
Songs, II. 177, 1794. 'The Rare Ballad of 
Johnnie Faa and the Countess o Cassilis,' 
Sheldon's Minstrelsy of the English Border, 
p. 326, which the editor had "heard sang 
repeatedly by Willie Faa," and of which he 
*' endeavored to preserve as much aa recollec- 
tion would allow," has the eleven stanzas of 
the English broadside, and twelve more of 
which Sheldon must have been unable to rec- 
ollect anything, H-K are all varieties of the 
broadside. 

The Rev. S. Baring-Gould has most obli- 
gingly sent me a ballad, taken down by him 
from the singing of an illiterate hedger in 
North Devon, in which ' The Gypsy Laddie,' 
recomposi'd (mostly with middle rhyme in the 
third verse, as in A 1, 8), forms the sequel to 
a story of an earl marrying a very reluctant 
gypsy maid. When the vagrant who has 
been made a lady against nature hears some 
of her tribe singing at the castle-gate, the pas- 
sion for a roving life returns, and she deserts 
her noble partner, who puTsues her, and, not 
being able to induce her to return to faim, 
amites her "lily-white" throat with his 
■word. This little romance, retouched and 
repaored, ia printed as No 50 of Songs and 
Ballads of tfae West, now publishing by Ba- 
ring-Gould and Sheppard. Mr Baring-Gould 
has also given me a defective copy of the 
Beoood part of 'The Gipsy Countess' (exhib- 
iting many variations), which be obtained 
from an old shoemaker of Tiverton. 

• "Con* S«M mmr varj pM>iU7 be Cone, tl>e a 
MU d Aa Fortww of QM^artT. from tfae clon ti 
of wUchlktndwattkfataladcame." B<inoD, L 
l«eklCSS.T.aM. 



Among the Percy papers there is a set of 
ballads made over by the Bishop, which may 
have been intended for the contemplated ex- 
tension of his Reliques. * The Gipsie Laddie,' 
in eighteen stanzas, and not quite finished, is 
one of these. After seven stanzas of A, not 
much altered, the husband ineffectually par- 
sues the lady, who adopts the gipsy trade, 
with her retd cheek stained wi yallow. Seven 
years pass, during which the laird has taken 
another .wife. At Yule a wretched carline 
begs charity at his gate, who, upon question- 
ing, reveals that she had been a lady gay, with 
a comely marrow, hut bad proved iaiae and 
ruined herself. 

A. Gypsies sing so sweetly at our lord's 
gate as to entice his lady to come down ; as 
soon as she shows herself, they cast the glam- 
our on her (so B-P, Q b). She gives herself 
over to the chief gypsy. Johny Faa by name, 
without reserve of any description. Uer lord, 
upon returning and finding her gone, seta oat 
to recover her, and capture and bangs fifteen 
gypsies. (It is extremely likely that this 
version has lost several stanzas.) 

Our lord, unnamed in A, is Lord Cassilis in 
B. C. F (so Bums, and Johnson's Museum). 
Cassilis has become Casste, Castle ia B. Q, 
Corsefield* in D, Casb&n in Irish t, Garrickf 
in American K. The Gypsy Laddie is again 
Johnie, Joukie, Faa in B, D, B; bat Gipsy 
Davy in C (where Lady Cassilis is twice 
called Jeanie Faw), and in American lab; 
and seems to be called both Johnnie Faw and 
Gypsie Geordie in F. The lady gives the 
gypsies the good wheat bread B, B (beer and 
wine, Finlay) ; they give her (sweetmeats, 
C) ginger, nutmeg, or both, and she gives 
them the ring (rings) off her finger (fingers), 
B, C, B, G, I, (and Finlay). 

B a has a fall slory from this point on. 
The gypsy asks the lady to go with him, and 
swears that her lord shall never come near 
her. The lady changes her silk mantle for a 
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plaid, and is ready to travel the world over 
with the gypay, B a 5, A 3, C 4, D 3. B 4, 
F 4, (B a 6 is spurious). They wander high 
and low till they come to an old barn, and by 
this time she is weary. The lady begins to 
find out what she has undertaken : last night 
she lay with her lord in a well-made bed, now 
she must lie in an old barn, B a 7, 8, A 4, 6, 
D 7, F 5 (reeky kill B 8, on a straw bed H 7, 
in the ash-comer I 6). The gypsy bids her 
hold her peace, her lord shall never come near 
her. They wander high and low till they 
come to a wan water, and by this time she is 
weary. Oft has she ridden that wan water 
with her lord ; now she must set in her white 
feet and wade, B a 11, C 5, D 5, 6, E 7, 
(and carry the gipsie laddie, B a 11, badly ; 
follow, B b). The lord comes home, is told 
that his lady is gone ofE with the gypsy, and 
immediately sets out to bring her back (so 
all). He finds her at the wan water, B a 14 ; 
in Abbey Dale, drinking wi Gipsey Davy, 
C 10 ; near Stnibogie, drinking wi Gypsie 
Geordie, F 10 ; • by the riverside, J a 4 ; at 
the Misty Mount, K 5, 6. He asks her ten- 
derly if she will gO home, B a 15, B 15, P 12, 
he will shut her up so securely that no man 
shall come near, B a 15, E 15 ; he expostulates 
with her, more or less reproachfully, C 11, 
P 11, O 9, H 5, J 5. She will not go home ; 
as she has brewed, so will she drink, B a 16, 
Q 10; she cartas not for houses or lands or 
babes (baby) Q 10, H 6, J 6. But she swears 
to him that she is as free of the gypsies as 
when her mother bare her, B a 17, E 16. 

Fifteen gypsies are hanged, or lose their 
lives, A 10, B 18, D 14; sixteen, all sons of 
one mother, C 12, 13; seven, F 13, Q 11, 
(cf.ll).t 

D 8-11 is ridiculously perverted in the in- 
terest of morals: compare B a 17, E 16. ' I 
swear that my hand shall never go near thee,' 
D 8, is transferred to the husband in I 5 : 'A 
hand I '11 neer lay on you ' (in the way of cor- 
rection). 

In G 4 the lady, in place of exchanging her 



* F T, if it belongs to the c( 
like Utle for brandy. 
t " There u indeed b iUiuk 
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silk mantle for a plaidie, pulls off her high- 
heeled shoes, of Spanish leather, and puts on 
Highland brogues. In I 7 gypsies take off her 
high-heeled shoes, and she puts on Lowland 
brogues. The high-heeled shoes, to be sure, 
are not adapted to following the Gypsy Lad- 
die, but light may perhaps be derived from C 
12, where the gypsies ' drink her stockings and 
her shoon.' In K these high-heeled shoes 
of Spanish leather are wrongly transferred to 
Lord Garrick in the copy as delivered, but 
have been restored to the lady. 

It is not said (except in the spurious por- 
tions of E) that the lady was carried back by 
her husband, but this may perhaps be inferred 
from bis hanging the gypsies. In D and K 
we are left uncertain as to her disposition, 
which is elsewhere, for the most part, to stick 
to the gypsy. J, a copy of very slight author- 
ity, makes the lord marry again within six 
months of his wife's elopement. 

The earliest edition of the ballad styles the 
gypsy Johny Faa, but gives no clew to the 
fair lady. Johnny Faa was a prominent and 
frequent name among the gypsies. Johnne 
Faw'a right and title as lord nnd earl of Little 
Egypt were recognized by James V in a docu- 
ment under the Privy Seal, February 15, 
1540, and we learn from this paper that, even 
before this date, letters had been issued to the 
king's officers, enjoining them to assist Johnne 
Faw "in execution of justice upon his com- 
pany and folks, conform to the laws of Egypt, 
and in punishing of all them that rebt^U 
against him." But in the next year, by an 
act of the Lords of Council, June 6, Egyptians 
are ordered to quit the realm within thirty 
days on pain of death, notwithstanding any 
other letters or privileges granted them by the 
king, his grace having dischai^ed the same. 
The gypsies were expelled from Scotland by 
act of Parliament in 1609. Johnne, alias 
Willie, Faa, with three others of the name, 
remaining notwithstanding, were sentenced to 
be hanged, 1611, July 31. In 1615, January 
25, a man was delated for harboring of Egyp- 

copiea, coDclada the balUd. sad itsteE thai eigbt of the 
gjjuies werchsngedat Ckriiile, and the tttt at the Border:" 
FiaU;, U. 43. 
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tiana, " specially of Johnne Fall, a notorious 
Egyptian aud cliieftnin oE that mihappy sort 
of people." In 1616, July 24, Jobiuiii F.ia, 
Egyptian, bia son, and two others were coa- 
demned to be hanged for contemptuous re- 
pairing to the country and abiding therein. 
Finally, in 1624, January 24, Captain Jobnne 
Faa and seven others were sentenced to be 
hanged for the same offence, and on the follow- 
ing '2'Jth Helen Faa, relict of the late Captnia 
Johnne Faa, with ten other women, was sen- 
tenced to be drowned, but execution was stayed. 
Eight men were executed, but the rest, "being 
either children and of Ifss-age and women 
with child or giving suclt to children," were, 
after imprisonment, banished the country 
under pain of death, to be inflicted without 
further process should they be found witlnn 
the kingdom after a day fixed.* The exe- 
cution of the notorious Egyptian and chieftain 
Johnny Faa must have made a considerable 
impression, and it is presumable that this 
balUid may have arisen not long after. 
Whether this were so or not, Johnny Faa ac- 
quired popular fame, and became a personage 
to whom sny adventure might plausibly be 
imputed. It is said that he has even been 
foisted into 'The Douglas Tragedy' ("Earl 
Brand'), and Scott had a copy of 'Captain 
Car ' in which, as in F, Q, of that ballad, the 
scene was transferred to Ayrshire, and the in- 
cendiary was called Johnny Faa.f 

Toward the end of the last century we 
begin to hear that tlie people in Ayrshire 
make the wife of the Earl of Casailis the 
heroine of the ballad. This name, under the 



" Pitoim'a Crimina] Tri»lB, HI, SOI, 307 f.. 397-9, 559- 
69, 59S-9I 1 Acta □( ihe pBrNameTil of Scullaiid, IV, tiO. 

t Shirpe'B Ballad Book, ri. LiJiie. 1860, pp. 143, 154. 
I h&ve Dulackilf lost my voncher fur Johnii}' Faa'g figaring 
in ' The Doni.'lw Tragedy.' 

t t inUj, II, 35 ; The Scots Maeaiine, LXXX, 306, and 
the Muikal Museum, 185^, IV,«2i7, Sharpe; Chambers, 
Scottisb Bnllndi, p. 143; The New Rtaiietital Aci^onnl of 
Scoiland, V, 49T : FatersoD, The BalUds and Sonpi o( Ayr- 
shire, I, 10; Maidment, Scotish Ballads and SociftB, 16G^, 
U. 179. 

g She had four children according to the [lielorical Ac- 
eoiintof Ihe Noble Famillj of Eennedf, Kdinburgh, 1849, 
p. 44. 

II ' We were a' pot down but ant ' Srit appeus io Hard, 



instruction of Burns, was adopted into the 
copy in Johnson's Museutn (which, aa to the 
rest, is Ramsay's), and in the index to the 
second volume of the Museum, 1788, we 
read, "neighboring tradition strongly vouches 
for the truth of this story." After this we 
get the tradition in full, of course with con- 
siderable variety in the details, and sometimes 
with criticism, sometimes without. % 

The main puinls in the traditional story are 
that John, sixth earl of Cassilis, married, for 
his first wife. Lady Jean Hamilton, whose 
affections were preengaged to one Sir John 
Faa, of Dunbar. Several years after, when 
Lady Cassilis had become the mother of two 
children, § Sir John Faa took the opportunity 
of the earl's absence from home (while Lord 
Cassilis was attending the Westminster As- 
sembly, say some) to present himself at the 
castle, accompanied by a band of gypsies and 
himself disguised as a gypsy, and induced his 
old love to elope with him. But the earl re- 
turned in tlie nick of time, went in pursuit, 
captured the whole party, or all but one,]] 
who is supposed to tell the story, and hanged 
them on the dute tree, "a most umbrageoue 
plane, which yet flourishes upon a mound in 
front of the castle gate." The fugitive wife 
was banisht^d from board and bed, and con- 
fined for life in a tower at Maybolc. built for 
the purpose. " Eiglit heaJa carved in slone 
below one of the turrets are said to be the 
effigies of so many of the gypsies." ^ The 
ford by which tlie lady and her lover crossed 
the River Doon ia still called The Gypsies' 
Steps. 

T Th«e eight heads would correspond very neatly to the 
nomhcr of gypsiei executed in 16J4. Bnl in the eircutn- 
eianlial nccoiint given by Chaniben we are lold that ilie 
bonse be!on(;ini[ to the family at Mnybolo was fitted for the 
connlese'e reception " by the addition of a flne projecting 
utair-case, upon which were carred heads repreBenting ihiwe 
of her lorei and hie band, . . . The effteim of the eipBiei 
are very minute, being nabsetvient to the decoration of a fine 
triple window at the top of the atair-rase, and itnck npon 
the tops and bottoms of a veriee of little pilasters which 
adorn that part of the building. The head of Johnle Faa 
hinmeli in distinct from the r«st, larjfer, and more lachry- 
mose in the exptcseion of the features. Some windawa in 
Ihe upper flat of Catiilii Caille an limilaHf adorned; htf 
regarding lAem tradilim it nlent" 
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Several accounts put the abduction at the 
time when the Earl of Cassitia was attending 
the Assembly of Divines at Westminster. 
This waa in September, 1643. It is now 
known that Lady Casailis died in December, 
1642. What is much more important, it is 
known from two letters written by the earl 
immediately after her death that nothing 
could have occurred of a nature to alienate 
his affection, for in the one he speaks of her 
as a " dear friend " and " beloved yoke-fel- 
low," and in the other as his '* dear bed-fel- 
low." • 

"Seldom, when stripped of extraneous mat- 
ter, has tradition been better supported than 



it has been in the case of Johnie Faa and the 
Countess of Casailis:" Maidment, Scotish 
B^illads, 1868, ir, 184. In a sense not in- 
tended, this is quite true ; most of the tradi- 
tions which have grown out of ballads have as 
slight a foundution aa this. The connection 
of the ballad with the Cassilis family (aa 
Mr Macmath has suggested to me) may possi- 
bly have arisen from the first line of some 
copy reading, ' The gypsies came to the castle- 
gate.' As F 1^ has perverted Earl of Cassilis 
to Earl of Castle, so Castle may have been cor- 
rupted into Cassilis. t 

Knoi't7„ Schottiscbe Balladen, p. 28, trans- 
lates freely eight stanzas from Aytoan. 



Bsnuay'e Tea-Tabla Miscellimj'. vol h, 1740. Here 

from the Londun ediUon of IT63, p. 427. 

1 The gypsies came to our good lord's gate. 

And wow but tliey sang sweetly ! 
They sang eae aweet and Bae very compleat 
That down came the fair lady. 

2 And she came tripping down the stair, 

And a' her maida l)efore her ; 
Ab soon as they saw her well-far'd face, 
They coost the glamer oer her. 

3 ' Gae tak frae me this gay muitile, 

And bring to nie a plaidie ; 
For if kith and kin and a' had sworn, 
I '11 Follow the gypsie laddie. 

4 ' Yestreen I lay in a well-made bed. 

And my good lord beside me ; 

• Sharp, in Johnson's Musrum, 18S3, IV, ai8«; Paler- 
>oa, ID Ballads BodSan^ of Avrshire. 1, 13. It isnlsodeor 
from these letlerg tbiitthe coanKM wns ABobernnJ religious 
woman. Some minor difficulties which attend ihe auppoii- 
tion of this tady'i abscondinc with Johnny Fas. or any 
Kjpsj, are bsrely worth mentioning. At the lime when 
Johunj Fu was pnt down, in 1694, the coanless was eeren- 
Ireti years old, ond yet she is made the molbei of two chil- 
dren. If we shift the elopement to the other end of her life, 
there was then (to aerere hod been the measares talien with 
these limmen) perhaps not a gjpsy Isft in Scotland. Sm 
Aytonn, 18B9, I, 186. 



This night I '11 ly in a tenant's bam, 
Whatever shall betide me.* 

) ■ Come to your bed.' says Johny Faa, 
' Oh come to your bed, my deary ; 
For I vow and I swear, by the hilt of my 
Bword, 
That your lord shall nae mair come near ye.' 

5 ' I '11 go to bed to my Johny Faa, 
I '11 go to bed to ray deary ; 
For I vow and I swear, by what past yestreen, 
That my lord shall nae mair come near me. 

r ' I '11 mak a hap to my Johnny Faa, 

And I '11 mak a hap to my deary ; 

And he 's get a" the coat gaes round, 

And my lord shall nae mair come near 



8 And when our lord came home at een, 
And speir'd for his fair lady, 

t John, MTenth earl of Cassilia. son of the rixlh earl by a 
aecond wife, married for his second wife, some time before 
1700, Mary Foix (a name also ipell Faux)- Crawford'! 
Feera^e, 1716, p. 76, corrected by the Decreeu of (he Lords 
of Council and Sesaian, vol. 145, dir. !. Mst thi> explain 
the Faw> coming to be aaaocialed in the popular mind wilh 
a coonteas of Csssilia? (A aum^tion of Ur Hacmath'a) 
The lady Is even called Jeanie Paw in C 7, II, fim by the 
frrpsy. then by her husband. The serenth eail had (icocMI- 
dren by Mary Foix. 
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The tane ehe ery'd, and the other reply'd, 
' She 'a away with the gypsie laddie.' 

9 'Crae saddle to me the black, black steed, 
Gae saddle and make him ready ; 
Before that I either eat or Bleep, 
I '11 gae seek my fair lady.' 



10 And we were fifteen well-made meo, 

Altho we were oae bonny ; 

Aad we were a' put down for ane, 

A fair young waaton lady. 



B 

a. The Edinburgh Msgnzine and Litsrarj Miscellanjr, 
being a new aeries of the Scots Magazine (vol. Ixxx of the 
entire work), November, IBIT, p. 309, commanicatad bj 
Charles Kirkpatrick Stiarpe, as taken down from (he reciia- 
tioti of a ^HBUiC in Galloway, b. A fragment reciled by 
Kiin Fanny Walker, of Motint Pleassnt, near Nenbnrgh^n- 
Tay, as commatiicated by Mr Alexander Laing, IST3. 

1 The gypsies they came to my lord Cassilis' yett, 

And O but they sang bonnie ! 
They sang sae sweet and aae complete 
That down came our fair tadie. 

2 She came tripping down the stturs, 

And all her maids before her ; 
A^ soon as they saw her weel-far'd face, 
They coost tbeir glamour ie owis her. 

3 She gave to them the good wheat bread, 

And they gave her the ginger ; 
But she gave them a tar better thing, 
The gold ring off her finger. 

4 ■ Will ye go with me, my hinny and my heart ? 

"Will ye go with me, my dearie ? 
And I will swear, by the staff of my spear. 
That your lotd shall nae mair come near 
thee.' 

6 ' Sae take from me my silk mantel. 

And bring to me a plaidie, 

For I will travel the world owre 

Along with the gypaie laddie. 

6 ' I eonld sail the seas with my Jookie Faa, 

I coald sail the seas with my dearie ; 
I could sail the seas with my Jockie Faa, 
And with pleasure could drown with my 
dearie. 

7 They wandred high, they wandred low, 

liiey wandred late and early. 



Ufltill they came to an old tenant's-bam. 
And by this lime she was weary. 

8 ' Last night I lay in a weel-made bed, 

And my noble lord beside me. 
And now I must ly in an old tenant's-bam. 
And the black crew glo wring owre me.' 

9 ' O hold your tongue, my hinny and m}' heart. 

hold your tongue, my dearie, 
For I will swear, by the moon a»d the stars, 
That thy lord shall nae mair come near 
thee.' 

10 They wandred high, they wandred low. 

They wandred late and early, 
Until] they came to that wan water, 
And by this time she was wearie, 

11 ' Aiten have I rode that wan water. 

And my lord Cassilis beside me. 
And now I must set in my white feet and 

And carry the gypaie laddie-' 

12 By and by came home this noble lord, 

And asking for his ladie. 
The one did cry, the other did reply, 
' She b gone with the gypsie laddie.' 

13 ' Go saddle to me the black,' he says, 

' The brown rides never so speedie. 
And I will neither eat nor drink 
Till I bring home my ladie.' 

14 He wandred high, he wandred low. 

He wandred late and early, 

Untjll he came to that wan water. 

And there he spied his ladie. 

15 ' wilt thou go home, my hinny and my heart, 

O wilt thou go home, my dearie ? 
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^H And I '11 close thee in a close room, 


17 ' But I will swear, by the moon and the stars, ^M 


^H Where no man shall come near thee." 


And the sun that shines so clearly, ^H 




That I am as free of the gypaie gang ^^| 


^^M 16 ' I will not go home, my hinny and my heart. 


As the hour my mother did bear me.' ^H 


^H I will not go home, my dearie ; 


^^1 


^1 H I have brevra good beer, I will drink of the 


18 They were fifteen vahant men, ^^M 


^H^ 


Black, but very bonny, ^^H 


^^^^^ Ann my lord soall nae insir cotno near me* 


And they lost all their lives for one, ^^H 




The Earl of CassiUJs' Udie. ^M 


^^^ 


^H 


^r 


For I do swear, by the top o my spear. ^^^^H 




Thy gude lord '11 nae mair come near thee.' ^H 


^M MMhsrwdl'a MS., p. 381, from tha re^it.tion of Agrnei 


^M 




8 When her good lord cam harae at nicht, ^^| 




It was asking for his fair lodye ; ^^H 


^M 1 Thebe cam singers to Earl CaasiUia' gatw, 


One spak slow, and another whisperd oat, ^^M 


^H And oh, but they sang bonnie ! 


' She 's awa wi Gipsey Davy ! ' ^^M 


^H They sang eae sweet and sae complete, 


^^M 


■ Till down cam the earl's lady. 


9 ' Come saddle to me my horse,' he said, ^H 




' Come saddle and mak him readie ! ^^| 


^H 2 She cam tripping down the stair. 


For I 'U neither sleep, eat, nor drink ^H 


^H And all her maids before her j 


TUI I find out my lady.' ^M 


^H As soon as they saw her weel-faurd face. 


^^M 




10 They socbt her up, they socht her doun, ^M 




They socht her thro nations many, ^H 


^H 3 They gave her o the gude sweetmeats, 


Till at lengtli they found her out in Abbey ^M 


^^ft The nutmeg and the ginger. 


^M 


^^H And she gied them a far better thing, 


Drinking wi Gipsey Davy. ^^M 


^^B Ten gold rings aff her finger. 


^^M 




11 ' Rise, oh rise, my bonnie Jeanie Faw, ^^H 


^M 4 ' Tak from me my silken cloak, 


Oh rise, and do not tarry ! ^H 


^H And bring me down my plaidifl ; 


Ifl this the thing ye promised to me ' ^| 


^H For it is gnde eneuch,' she said. 


When at fijst I did thee marry ? ' ^M 


^M ' To follow a Gipsy Davy. 


^M 




12 They drank her cloak, so did they her goan, ^| 


^H 5 ' Yestreen I rode this water deep, 


They drank her stockings and her sboon, ^H 


^^K And ray gude lord beside me ; 


And they drank the coat that was nigh to her H 


^H But this nicht I maun set in my pret^ fit and 


smock, ■ 


^H wade. 


And they pawned her pearled apron. ^M 


^H A wbeen blackguards wading wi me. 


^M 




IS They were sixteen clever men, ^H 


^H 6 > Yestreen I lay in a fine feather-bed. 


Suppose they were na bonny ; ^H 


^H And my gude lord beyond me ; 


They are a' to be hangd on ae tree, ^H 


^H Bat this nicht I maun lye in some caold ten- 


For the stealing o Earl Cassilis' lady. ^M 


^H antVbarn, 


^^M 


^H A wheen blackguards waiting on me.' 


14 'We are sixteen clever men, ^^M 




One woman was a* otir mother ; ^^H 


^H 7 ' Come to thy bed, my bonny Jeante Faw, 


We are a' to be hanged on oe day. ^^H 


^^^ Come to thy bed, my dearie, 


For the stealing of a wanton Ud;.* ^^M 
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Kinloch MSS, V, 331, in the handwriting of John Hill 
Barton; from a reciter who came from the yicinity of 
Cnugierar. 

1 There came Gyptdans to Corse Field yeate, 

Black, tho they wama bonny ; 
They danced so neat and they danced so fine, 
Till down came the bonny lady. 

2 She came trippin down the stair, 

And her nine maidens afore her ; 
Bat np and starts him Johny Fa, 
And he cast the glamour oer her. 

3 ' Te 'U take frae me this gay mantle, 

And ye 11 gie to me a plaidie; 
For I shall foUow Johny Fa, 
Lat weel or woe betide me.' 

4 They Ve taen frae her her fine mantle. 

And they 'ye gaen to her a plaidie. 
And she 's awa wi Johny Fa, 
Whatever may betide her. 

6 When they came to a wan water, 
I wite it wasna bonny. 



6 ' Yestreen I wade this wan water, 

And my good lord was wi me ; 
The night I man cast aff my shoes and wide, 
And the black bands widen wi me. 

7 ' Yestreen I lay in a weU made bed, 

And my good lord lay wi me ; 
The night I maun ly in a tenant's bam, 
And the black bauds lyin wi me.' 



8 *• Come to yer bed,' says Johnie Fa, 

' Come to yer bed, my dearie, 
And I shall swer, by the coat that I wear, 
That my hand it shall never go near thee.' 

9 ' I wiU never come to yer bed, 

I will never be yer dearie ; 
For I think I hear his horse^s foot 
That was once called my dearie.' 

10 ' Come to yer bed,' says Johny Fa, 

^ Come to yer bed, my dearie, 
And I shall swear, by the coat that I wear, 
That my hand it shall never go oer thee.' 

11 ' I will niver come to yer bed, 

I wiU niver be yer dearie ; ' 
For I think I hear his bridle ring 
That was once called my dearie.' 



12 When that good lord came hame at night, 

He called for his lady ; 
The one maid said, and the other replied, 
' She 's aff wi the Gyptian laddy.' 

13 ' Ye 'U saddle to me the good black steed, 

Tho the brown it was never so bonny ; 
Before that ever I eat or drink, 
I shall have back my lady.' 



14 ' Yestreen we were fifteen good armed men ; 
Tho black, we werena bonny ; 
The night we a' ly slain for one. 
It 's the Laiid o Corse Field's lady.' 



E 



The Scottish Gallovidian Encyclopedia, by John Mactag- 
gart, 1824, p. 284. 

1 The gypsies they came to Lord Cassle's yet. 
And O but they sang ready ! 
They sang sae sweet and sae complete 
That down came the lord's fair lady. 



2 she came tripping down the stair, 

Wi a' her maids afore her. 
And as soon as they saw her weelfared faoe 
They cnist their glaumry owre her. 

3 She gaed to them the gnde white bread. 

And they gaed to her the ginger. 
Then she gaed to them a far brawer thing, 
The gowd rings af her finger. 
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4 Quo she to her maids, There 's my gay mantle, 


14 5ae his lordship has rade owre hills and dales, H 


And biiDg to me my plaidy, 


And owre mony a wild hie mountain, ^H 


And teU my lord whan he comes hame 


Until that he heard his ain lady say. ^1 


I 'm awa wi a gypaie laddie. 




5 For her lord he had to the hounling gane, 


15 ' Than will yon come hame, my hinnie and my ^H 


Awa in the wild green wuddie, 


love ^H 


And Joi^kie Faw, tho gypaie king. 


Quoth he to his charming dearie, ^H 


Saw him thiire wi Ilia cheeks aae rnddy. 


- And I 'U keep ye aye in a braw close room, ^H 




Where the gypsies will never can steer ye.' ^H 


6 On they mounted, and a.1 they rade. 


^H 


Ilkgypriehadacuddy, 


16 Said she, ' I can swear fay the son and the ^| 


And whan through the stincher they did prance 


stars, ^^M 


They made the water muddy. 


And the moon whilk shines sae dearie, ^| 




That I am aa chaste for the gypsie Jockie ^H 


7 Qao she. Aft times thia water I hae rade, 


Faw H 


Wi many a lord and lady, 


As the day my minnie did bear me.' ^^M 


But never afore did I it wade 


^^H 


To follow a gypsie laddie. 


17 ' Gif ye wad swear by the sun." said he, ^^M 




• And the moon, till ye wad deave ne, ^^H 


S ' Aft hae I lain in a saft feather-bed. 


Ay and tho ye wad take a far bigger ^th, ^^| 


Wi my gude lord aside me, 


My dear, I wadna believe ye. ^^M 


But now I maun sleep in an aold reeky kilt, 


^H 


Alang wi a gypsie laddie.' 


le ■ I >11 tsk ye hame, and the gypsies t '11 hang, ^^| 




Ay, I '11 make them girn in a wuddie, ^^| 


9 Sae whan that the yirl he came hame. 


And afterwards t 'II burn Jockie Faw, ^H 


His servants a' stood ready ; 


Wba fashed himielf wi my fair lady. ^H 


Some took Ids liorae, and some drew hig boots. 


^M 


Bat gane was his fair lady. 


19 Quoth the gypsies, We 're fifteen weel-made men, ^M 




Tho Ihe maist o us he ill brtd ay, ^H 


10 And whan he came ben to the parlonrnJoor, 


Yet it wad be n pity we should a' hang for aoe, ^H 


He asked for his fair lady, 


Wha fashed himself wi your fair lady. ^M 


But some denied, and ithers some replied. 


^M 


■ She 'e awa wi n gypaie laddie.' 


20 Quoth the lady. My lord, forgive them a*, ^H 




For Uiey nae ill eer did ye, ^^M 


11 'Then saddle,' quoth he, ' my god e black noig, 


And gie ten guineas to the chief, Jovkie Faw, ^H 


For the brown is never sae speedy; 


For he is a worthy laddie. ^M 


Aa I wiU neither eat nor drink 


^^M 


Till I see my fair lady. 


SI The lord he hearkened to his fair dame, ^H 




And the gypsies war glad ayl ^H 


12 ' I met wi a cheel as I rade hame. 


They danced round and round their merry Jockie ^H 


And thae queer stories said he ; 


V 


Sir, I saw this day a fairy queen 


And rooied the gypsie laddie. ^M 


Fa pack wi a gypsie laddie. 


^H 




n Sae the lord rade hame wi his charming spouse, ^^| 


13 ' I hae been east, and I hae been weal, 


Owre the hills and the baujibs sae whunnie, ^M 


And in the lang town o Eircadie. 


And the gypsies slade down by yon bonny bum- ^^M 


But the bonniest lass that ever I MW 


■ 


Waa following a gypsie laddie.' 
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P 


7 ' The first ale-house that we oome at, ^^M 




We '11 hae a pot o brandie ; ^^M 


Ths Songs of EDi;1and and Scotland [by P. Cannmg- 


The next ale-house that we came at, ^^H 


lum], Loudon, IS33, U, 316, taken down, ai current in ths 
Dortb of Eogland, from ihe recitation of John Msnin, ibe 
p.Ja«r. 


Ws '11 drink to gypsie Geordie.' ^^M 


8 Now when oor lord cam home at een, ^^M 


1 Thk gypsiea carae to the Earl o Cassilis' gate. 


He Hpeir'd fur his fair lady ; ^^H 


And but they sang bonnie ! 


The ane she cried, [the] tither replied) ^^H 


They sang aae aweet and sae completa 


' She 's awa wi the gypsie laddie.' ^^H 


That down cam our fair Udie. 


^^M 




9 ' Gae saddle me the gude black steed ; ^^M 


2 And she cam tripping down the stair, 


The bay was neer sae bonnie ; ^^H 


"Wi her twa maida before her ; 


For I will neither cat nor sleep ^^H 


Ab soon as they saw her weel-far'd face, 


Till I be wi my lady.' ^^M 


They coost their giamer oer her. 


^^M 




10 Then he rode east, and he rode west. ^^M 


3 ' come wi me,' says Johnnie Faw, 


And he rode near Strabogie, ^^1 


' come wi me, my dearie, 


And there he found his ain dear wife, ^^^M 


For I vow and swear, by the hilt of my sword, 


Drinking wi gypsie Geordie. ^^^| 


Tour lord shall nae mair come near ye.' 


^^H 




11 ' And what made you leave your bousea and ^^H 


4 ' Here, tak frae me this gay mantile. 


land ? ^M 


And gie to me a plaidie ; 


Or what made you leave your money ? ^H 


Tho kith and kin and a' had sworn, 


Or what made you leave your ain wedded lord, ^M 


I -U follow the gypsie laddie. 


To follow the gypsie laddie? ^M 




12 'Then come thee hame, my ain dear wife, ^H 


And my gacio lord beside me j 


Then come thee hame, my lilnnie, ^H 


This night I '11 lie in a tenant's bam. 


And I do swear, by the hilt of my sword, ^H 


Whatever shall betide me. 


The gypsies nae mair shall come near thee.' ^H 


6 ' Last night I lay in a weel-made bed, 


13 Then we were seven weel-made men, ^^H 


Wi silken hangings round me ; 


But lack : we were nae bonnie, ^^M 


But now I '11 lie in a farmer's barn, 


And we were a' put down for ane, ^^H 


Wi the gypaies all aronnd me. 


For the Earl o CassiUs' ladie. ^H 


o 


As soon as her fair face they saw, ^^^| 




They called their grandmother over. ^^^H 


a. A broadside in tbe BoxbarBhe Ballads, IH, 6BS, en- 




tered in tho catnlogne, doabtfullj, u of Newcailla upon 


3 They gave to her a nutmeg brown, ^^H 


Court, Seven Dial*. 


And a race of the best ginger ; ^^H 




She gave to them a far better thing, ^^H 


1 Thkre was soven gypsies all in a gang, 


'Twas the ring from oft her finger. ^^M 


They were brisk and bonny ; 


^^M 


They tode till they came to the Earl of Cas- 


4 She pnlM on her high-heeld shoes, ^H 


tle's house. 


They was made of Spanish leather i ^^H 


And there they sang most sweetly. 


She put on her highland brog[u]eB, ^^H 




To follow the gypsey loddy. ^^H 


^^^^^^ 2 The Earl of Castle's lady came down, 


^^^^^H 


^^^^^^ With the waiting-maid beside her: 


^^J 
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5 At night wben my good lord came hnmn, 


At length he spy'd his own wedded wife, ^H 


Eiiquiring fur his lady. 


She was cold, wet, and weary. ^^H 


The wtti ting-maid made this reply, 


^^1 


• She "s following the gypsey loddy.' 


9 ' Why did yon leave your houses and land ? ^^H 




Or why did you leave your money ? ^^M 


6 • Come saddle me my milk-white steed. 


Or why did you leave your good wedded lord. ^H 


Come saddle it ho bonny, 


To follow the gypsey loddy ? ' ^H 


Ab I may go seek my own wedded wife. 


^H 


That 's following the gypsey loddy. 


10 ' what care I for houses and land ? ^^M 




Or what care I for money ? ^^H 


7 ' Have you been east? have yoa been weat? 


So as I have brewd, so will I return : ^^H 


Or have you been brisk and bonny ? 


So fare you well, my honey ! ' ^^H 


Or have you seen a gay lady. 


^^1 


A following the gypsey loddy ? ' 


11 There was seven gypsies in a gang, ^^H 




And they was brisk and bonny, ^^H 


8 He rode all that summer's night. 


And they 're to be hanged all on a row, ^^H 


And part of the next morning ; 


For the Earl of Castle's lady. ^^^^M 




^H 


^^HB 


4 And he rode on, and he rode off, ^^^| 


^ 


Till ha came to the gipsies' tentie, ^^^^^| 


^^M Shropshire Lolk-Lore. edited br Charlotte Sopbla Bunie, 
^^r p. 550, u taag May 23, 188S, by gypBy chililren. 


And there he saw his lady gay, ^^^^^H 
By the side o the gipsy laddie. ^^^^^H 


^^1 1 There came a gang o gipsies by, 


^^^^^H 


^^1 And they was sin^ng so merry, 


6 ' Did n't I leave yoD houses and land ? ^^^^^| 


^H Till they gained the heart o my lady gay. 


And did n't I leave you money ? ^^H 




Did n't I leave you three pretty babes ^^M 




As ever was in yonder green island ? ' ^^H 


^M 2 As soon aA the lord he did come in. 


^^H 


^H Enquired for his lady, 


6 ' What care I for houses and land ? ^^M 


^^M And some o the sarvants did-a reply. 


And what care I for money ? ^^M 


^^M ' Her "s away wi the gipsy laddie.' 


What do I care for three pretty babw ? ' ^H 


^H 3 ■ saddle me the bay, aad saddle me the grey. 


^M 


^1 TUl I go and sarch for my lady ; ' 


7 ' The tother night you was on a feather bed, ^H 


^^M And some o the sarvants did-a reply. 


Now yon 're on a straw one,' ^^H 


^^^ ■ Her's sway wi the gipsy laddie.' 


■■■•■•■•■•■•■• 1 


^^^^ 


2 They gave to her the nutmeg. ^^^^^^| 




And they gave to her the ginger; ^^^| 


^V From Mill Margaret lUban., " ae sung in County Me»ll., 
^^U Irdud, about 1B60." 


But she gave to them a far better thing, ^^H 




The seven gold rings off her fingers. ^^^^^H 


^H 1 There come seven gypsies on a day, 


^^^^^H 


^^M Oh, but they sang bonny ! 


.1 Wlien the earl he did come home, ^^^^^H 


^H And they sang so sweet, and they sang so dent. 


Enquiring for his ladie, ^^^^^^^| 


^^L Dovra cam the earl's hidie. O 


^^J 
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One of the servaots made this reply, 
* She '8 awa with the gjrpsie lad[d]ie.' 

4 *' Come saddle for me the brown/ he said, 

^ For the black was neer so speedy, 
And I will travel night and day 
Till I find oQt my ladie. 

5 ' Will you come home, my dear ? ' he said, 

' Oh will you come home, my honey ? 
And, by the point of my broad sword, 
A hand I '11 neer lay on you.' 

6 ' Last night I lay on a good feather-bed, 

And my own wedded lord beside me, 



And tonight I '11 lie in the ash-comer. 
With the gypsies all around me. 

7 ' They took off my high-heeled shoes, 

That were made of Spanish leather. 
And I have put on coarse Lowland brogaes. 
To trip it oer the heather.' 

8 ' The Earl of Cashan is lying sick ; 

Not one hair I 'm sorry ; 
I'd rather have a kiss from his fair lady's 
lips 
Than all his gold and his money.' 



J 



a. Written down by Newton Pepoan, as learned from a 
boy with whom he went to school in Stockbridge, Maua- 
chusette, aboot 1845. b. From the sioging of Mrs Farmer, 
bom in Maine, as learned by her daughter, about 1840. 

1 There was a gip came oer the land. 

He sang so sweet and gaily ; 
He sung with glee, neath the wild wood tree. 
He charmed the great lord's lady. 
Ring a ding a ding go ding go da, 

Ring a ding a ding go da dy. 
Ring a ding a ding go ding go da, 
She 's gone with the gipsey Davy. 

2 The lord he came home late that night ; 

Enquiring for hb lady, 
' She 's gone, she 's gone,' said his old servant- 
man, 
^ She 's gone with the gipsey Davy.' 

3 ' Gro saddle me my best black mare ; 

The grey is neer so speedy ; 



For III ride all night, and I 'U ride all day, 
Till I overtake my lady.' 

4 Riding by the river-side, 

The grass was wet and dewy ; 
Seated with her gipsey lad. 
It 's there he spied his lady. 

5 ' Would you forsake your house and home ? 

Would you forsake your baby ? 
Would you forsake your own true love, 
And go with the gipsey Davy ? ' 

6 ^ Tes, I '11 forsake my house and home. 

Yes, I '11 forsake my baby ; 
What care I for my true love ? 
I love the gipsey Davy.' 

7 The great lord he rode home that night, 

He took good care of his baby. 
And ere six months had passed away 
He married another lady. 



a. From Mrs Helena Titna Brown of New York. b. From 
Miss Emma A. Clinch of New York. Derived, 1 820, or a lit- 
tle later, a directly, b indirectly, from the singing of Miss 
Phoebe Wood, Huntington, Long Island, and perhaps 
learned from English soldierB there stationed during the 
Revolationary war. 



1 ' Go bring me down my high-heeled shoes, 
Made of the Spanish leather. 
And I '11 take off my low-heeled shoes, 
And away we '11 go together.' 
Lumpy dumpy linky dinky day 
Lumpy dumpy linky dinky daddy 
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^H 2 They bronght her down her high-heeled shoes, 


5 They saddled him his bonny brown, ^H 


^H Made of the Spanish leather. 


For the grey was not so speedy. ^^H 


^M And Bhe took off her low-heeled shoes, 


And away they went to the Misty Mount, ^^| 


^H And away they went together. 


And overtook his lady. ^^H 


^M 3 And when Lord Gairick he got there, 


6 And when Lord Garrick he got there, ^H 


^H Inquiring tor his kdy. 


'T was in the morning early, ^^^| 


^H Then up steps hia hest friend : 


And there he found his lady fair, ^^^^H 




And she was wet and weary. ^^^^^H 


^H 4 ' Go saddle mo my bonny brown, 


7 ' And it 'a fare you well, my dearest dear, ^^^^^^H 


^1 For the grey is not so speedy, 


And it 'a fare yon well for ever, ^^H 


^^^ And away we '11 go to the Misty Mount, 


And if you don't go with me now, ^^^H 


^^L And overtake my lady.' 


Don't let me see you never.' ^^^^^^H 


^M A. Tariatums of Fi^Uay, II, 39 ff. 


b. Only 1, 2. 5, 10-13, are preserved. ^^^^B 


^B InseHed after 2 : 


i*. gipsies cam to oor hardoor. ^^^^^^H 






^H ' eorae with me,' says Johnie Faw, 


^^^^^H 


^H ' come with me, my dearie ; 


2*. An whan they. 2*. cuist the glamonr. ^^^^^^| 


^H For I vow and I swear, by the hilt of my 


6'. my gay mantle. 5'. me my. ^^^| 


^H 


5'. For I maun leave my guid lord at hame. ^^H 


^H That your lord shall nae mair come near ye.' 


5'. An follow the. ^^| 




10'. They travelld east, they travelld wart. ^^| 


^^1 Then she gied them the beer and the wine. 


10*. They travelld. 10'. to the. ^H 


^^1 And they gied her the ginger ; 


10*. By that time she. 11'. I crost this. ^^| 


^H But she gied them a. far better thing. 


11". An my guid man. 11*. Noo I maun put. B 


^^1 The goud ring aff her finger. 


11*. An follow. S 




12». Whan her guid lord cam hame at nicht ^| 


^1 4'. Wi my. 4*. But this. 


12'. He spierd for his gay. ^^H 


^^1 6'. For I vow and I swear, by the fan in my 


12*. The tane she cried an the ither replied. ^| 


^1 


12*. She 's aff. 13', the brown, he said. ^| 


^H V. And wanting. 


13*. The black neer rides. 13'. For I. ^ 


^H 9*. Otherwise: The brown was neer sae ready. 


13*. Till I 've brought back. ■ 


H 10» but ane. 10*. For a. 


C. 4". Oriji'naHy plaid Tills ifMrten/w cloak; evi- ^H 


^H Herd has in ID''* but ane, For. Plnkerton 


dently by areidental anticipation. ^| 


^^M follows Herd, with changes of hia men in 1, 


5*. fit altered perhaps from fut ; printed fit H 


^^^ 10, ami tlie omission of 7. The copy iT» 


Motherwdl lias made several verbal ^H 


^^L Johnson's Museum is Herd's, leith changes : 


changes in printing, and has inserted three ^H 


^^K in lO*'*, are a" put down for ane. The Earl of 


stanzas U> fill out the ballad. After 3, ^M 


^^H Cossilis' lady. Ritsm follows Rainsay, ex- 


^1 


^^f cept that in 6* he has And I '11, found in 


■Come with me. my bonnie Jeanie Faw, ^M 


^^B Herd ; perhaps also in some edition of the 


come with me, my dearie : ^H 


^H Tea-Table Miseellany. 


For I do swear, by the bead my spear, ^M 


^^^ B. a. " Rome lines have been omitted on account 


Thy gude lord 'U nae mair come near thee.' ^^^ 


^^fe of their indelicacy : " p. 308 b. The refer- 


^H 


^^H ence is no doubt to a stanza corretpo'iding 


After 7. ^M 


^^^P to A. T, or perhaps to a passage like 5-7. 


■ I 'U go to bed,' the lady she sud, ^H 




' I '11 go to bed to my dearie ; ^^H 


^H vol. 


^^J 
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F^ I do wwmgf hj the hai in mj band, 
Thoi nf lofd Aall 



^ f H mA m htfi/ tiie hd j die nid, 
^ ( "V Wkdk A kip to Htf dearie^ 

>U4 bo '# 0fi oT dub prttawMl, gaet roimdy 

^^WV ^^^W WwWR •■■■► 



if^,lf^t». J/Ur 9 ^A^^sp$Ftmlaf,$ame copies 
laU ibe «i«ie nev Kiikaldy; 

'fSlOW lbs MMt S OMdOMSiD^adf 

And qfwir'd for kai iair hAj, 

*K) oMn j« eaat? «r cam je west? 
Or «Ma }r« tiirougli KiriuJdj? 

f olkmng tiio gjiiiio kddia?' 

jKor 4MUB I thro«gh KiHuUd j ; 
Su^ tfa^ botmitrt' iaai iJboi €i(F I taw 
Was &4k> viiif tibo gjrpaio laddio ! ' 

4ih. 41,. 4^. br o^m* 

t). /n tiamssas of eight Une$» 

IK Thoro ir«r#» 

2^. Witb her. 2*. £air wamiing. 

2^. Tha/ eaat the glaiser oyer bar* 

^. WJbieb waa of tbe belinger. 

d*. T waa wanting. 4^ The^ were. 

4f. brqguaf. 4^ laddy, atuf always. 

6^. me wanting. 6^. That I may go and feeL 

«*. Who 'i. 7*. Following a. 

&. all the aummer. 8*. espied* 

$K and wet 9^. O why. 

9*. your own. 10^ lands. 10*. wiU I remain. 

XiK There were. 11^ They were. 

U^ aU in* 
g.. V. the lawyer did. 

f. b' X» The gypsy came trippbg orer the lea. 
The gypsy he sang boldly ; 
He sang till he made the merry wooda 
nng, 
And he dianned the heart of the lady. 



Order: 1,5,6,2,3. 

2 (as4). The lord came home diafc aelf- 

night, 
Inquired for his lady ; 
Tlie merry maid made him this reply^ 
* She 's gone with the gypsy Davy.' 

3 (as 5). * O bring me oat the blackest steed ; 

The brown one 's not so speedy ; 
m ride all day, and I 'U ride all night, 
Tm I overtake my lady.' 

4 (as 7). He rode along by the riTeraida, 

The water was black and rily, 



6 (as 2). 5^. Win you. 

5*. Will you forsake your own wedded lord. 

6 (as 3). 6*. And I 'IL 

6*. I will forsake my own wedded lord. 

6^ And go with the gypsy Davy. 7. Wanting. 

b 6. I lay last night. The rest wanting. 

b 8. Futs the question whether she will go back 

b 9. I lay last night. The rest wanting. 
£• a. The order as delivered woe 3, 1, 2, etc, and 
the high-heeled shoes ivere attributed to Lord 
Garrick. Him, his, he in 2 have been 
changed to her, her, she. But a further 
change should he made for sense, in 1, 2 : 
the lady should take off her highrheded 
shoes and put on her low-heeled shoes; see 
a4,I8. 

Burden given also : 

Lai dee dumpy dinky diddle dab di^ 
b. Burden : Bump a dump a dink a dink a day 
Bump a dump a dink a dink a dady. 

Ory Rink a dink a dink a dink a day 

Rink a dink a dink a dinkaday dae. 

Order as in a. 

1^. fetch me. 1*. And take away. 

2\ fetched him down his. 

2*. And they took away his. 

3^ got home. 3^ with the. 

4^. Go fetch me out 4*. And we II away to. 

4^ To for And. 5^ They fetched him out 

6^ To overtake my. 6*. lady bright 

7*. you won't 
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BESSY BELL AND MARY GRAY 



(. Sbarpe'fl Ballad Book, IB33, p. 6S. b. Lyle'v An- 
cient Ballads and Songs, 1827, p. 160, "CQllated 
from the singing of two aged persons, one ol tbem a 



naLive of Perthshire.' 
I, 45, two itauzu. 



O. Scotl's AQnitrelij, lS33, 



A SQUIB on the birth of the Chevalier St 
George, beginning 

Beaay Bell and Mary Grey, 
Those famoQH bonuy lasses, 

ehovB that tliis little ballad, or aoiig. was very 
well knOTTD in the lust years of the seven- 
teenth century.* The first stanza was made 



ng of a song of hia 
n Ramsay's PoemB, 

t 



by Ramsay the beginiii 
own, and stands thus 
Edinburgh, 1721, p. 8( 

Bessy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are tira bonny lasses ; 
They biggd a bower on yon Barn-brae, 



And theekd it o 



i rashes. 



Cunningham, Songs of Scotland, III, 60, 
gives, as recited to him by Sir Walter Scott, 
four stanzas which are simply a with ' Lyn- 
doch brae' substituted in the third for 
Sharpe'a ' Stronach haugh.' ' Dranoch haugh,' 
nearly as in b. Is. as will presently appear, the 
right reading. Sharpe's third stanza, with the 
absurd variation of roi/al kin, occurs in a let- 
ter of hia of the date November 25, 1811 (Let- 
ters, ed. Allardyce, I, 504), and is printed in 
the Musical Museum, IV, •203, ed. 1853. 

In the course of a series of letters concern- 
ing the ballad in The Scotsman (newspaper), 
August 30 to September 8, 1886, several 
verses are cited with trivial variations kom 
the texts here given. 

* I hare teen this piece ontj in Elizabeth Cochrane'i 
Song.Book, MS., p. 3g, nod in Biiclian'a MSS, I, aso. Iti 
ooDteniB ■gree wiih vhnc is alleged in W. Foller's "Brief 
DiacoTcrj of tha True Muther of the preiended Prince of 
Walei, known bj the name of Mary Gre)-," London, 1696, 
pp.5f, 11, IT f, and it was probablj compoaed hoc long 
after. 



' Bessy Bell ' was made into this nursery- 
song in England (Halliweil's Nursery Rhymee 
of England, 1874, p. 246, No 484) : 

Bessy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They were two bonny lasses ; 

They built their house upon the lea, 
And covered it with rashes, 

Bessy kept the ^rden-gate, 
And Mary kept tlie pantry ; 

Bessy always had to wait. 
While Mary lived in plen^. 

The moat important document relating to 
Bessy Bell and Mary Gray is a letter written 
June 21, 1781, by Major Barry, then proprietor 
of Lednock, and printed in the Transactions 
of the Society of the Antiquaries of Scotland, 
II, 108, 182-2.t 

" When I came first to Lednock," saya 
Major Barry, " I was shewn in a part of my 
ground (called the Dranoch-haugh) an heap 
of stones almost covered with briers, thorns 
and fern, which they assured me was the 
burial place of Bessie Bell and Mary Gray. 

"The tradition of the country relating to 
these ladys is, that Mary Gray's father was 
laird of Lednock and Bessie Bell's of Kinvaid, 
a place in this neighbouihnod ; that they were 
both very handsome, and an intimate friend- 
ship subsisted between them ; that while Miss 
Bell was on a visit to Miss Gray, the plague 

t Aiterwarda kuerted in Che first Tolnme of The Tea- 
Table MifceUany (p. 6G of A New Miwellanj of Scou Simfs, 
London, 1727, p. 68 of T. T. M., Dublin, 1739|, from which 
aonrce it maj baTe t>eeD adopted bj Shsrpe. 

) Here from the orifpna]. Common icatioQi to rhe Sorietj 
of Antiqnaries of Scotland, vol. i, from a copy furniahsd by 
Mr MacmaCh. 



re 
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broke out, in the year 1666 ; in order to avoid 
which they built themselves a bower about 
three quarters of a mile west fiom Lednock 
House, in a very retired and romantic place 
called Burn-braes, on the aide of Braucljie- 
burn. Here they lived for some time; but 
the plague raging with great fury, they caught 
the infection, it is said, from a young gentle- 
man who was in love with them both. He 
used to bring them their provision. They 
died in this bower, and were buried in the 
Dranocb-baugh, at the foot of a brae of the 
same name, and near to the bank of the river 
Almond. The burial-place lies about half a 
mile west from the present house of Lediiock.* 

"I have removed all the rubbish from this 
little spot of classic ground, inclosed it with a 
wall, planted it round with flowering shrubs, 
made up the grave double, and fiiced a stoue 
in the wall, on which is engraved the names 
of Bessie Bell and Mary [Gray]." 

The estate passed by purchase to Thomas 
Graham, afterwards Lord Lynedoch, who re- 
placed the wall, which had become dilapi- 
dated in the course of half a century, with a 
stone parapet and iron railing, and covered the 
grave with a alub inscribed, " They lived, they 
loved, they died." This slab is now hidden 
under a cairn of stones raised by successive 
pilgrims. 

Major Bany'a date of 1666 should be pat 



back twenty years. Perth and the neighbor- 
hood (Lednock is seven miles distant) were 
fearfully ravaged by the plague in 1645 and 
a year or two following. Three thousand 
people are said to have perished. Scotland 
escaped the pestilence of 1665-6. f 

The young gentleman who is said to have 
brought food to Bessy and Mary is sometimes 
described as the lover of both, sometimes as 
the lover of one of the pair. Pennant says 
that the ballad was " composed by a lover 
deeply stricken vpith the charms of both," In 
the course of tradition, the lover is said to have 
perished with the young women, which we 
might expect to happen if he brought the 
contagion to the bower. But this lover, who 
ought to have had hia place in the song, 
appears only in tradition, and his reality may 
be called in questiou. It is not rational that 
the young women should seclude themselves 
to avoid the pest and then take the risk of 
the visits of a person from the seat of the in- 
fection. J To be sure it may be doubted, 
notwithstanding the tenor of the hallnd, 
whether the retirement of these young ladies 
waa voluntary, or at least whether they had 
not taken the plague before tiiey removed to 
their bower. In that case the risk would 
have been for the lover, and would have been 
no more than he might naturally assume. § 



I 
I 



1 O Bbbsib Beil and Marj Gray, 
They war twa bonnie lasses ; 

* The moEt of this ocooant. and id Doarly the aime 
words, n-as givfn !□ na eatller letter from Mnjor Barr; to 
Jbidm Cant, who printed IFerib, 1774) so rdiiion of ■ The 
MoBoa Threnodie, by Mr H, Adrnnson, 1638 ' (p. 19). The 
principal items of the aWry are repealed from Cnnt by Pen- 
□ant, Tour in Hcotland, I77S, Partll, I.oiidoii, IT 76, p. 113. 
PeDnant dCm Cant'g book as the GaMons of Perth. " It 
»eiii9," aays Mr Mncinsth, who bus cxirncteJ for me the 
passage \a Cant, "thiit Actam-^od'i; work was ^omclimes 
known aa Gall's Gabioas, the Intter bi'io^ a n)[nod word." 

t Ad "old iDaDQScrlpt volume " cited in The New Slatla- 
tical Account of Scotlnod, X. .37 ; Chambers, Domestic 
Annals of Scotland, 1858, 11, 167. 

t The remark ia made io The Scolamsn, September 1 1, 
1886. 



They bigget a bower o 
And theekit it oer yi 



, yon bnm-bTae, 

rashes. 



g In the manuscript cited in The New Statistical Accannt 
of Ijcoiland, p. 37, we are told thai, to prevcDl ihe spread of 
infection, "it was thought proper to put those oat of the town 
at some distance who were aick. ArcocdiD|;ly. they went 
ont andbuilded hata for ihcmselvea in difFemnt placee around 
the town, parlii-nlsrly in the South Inch [etc.| anil the 
(rronlida near the river Almond, at the nio"l)i thereuC, in all 
which places there are as yet the remaini of their huta 
which they lodjj^d in." So, when thia same pestilence wu 
rHgioB in the parish of Monivnird, the gentlemen "eaaied 
many hnls to be built, and ordered all who perceived thftt 
they veA infected Immediately to repair ioto them : " Poi- 
tecuB, History of ihs Parishes of Monivaird and Slrowan, 
MS.. Communications to the Society of Antiquaries of^ 
Scoclaiid, vol. i, printed in the Transactaooa, II, 73, 1B9S. 
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2 They tbeekit it oer wi rashea green, 

They tbeekit it oer wi heathen 
But the pest cam frae the burrowB-town, 
And elew them baith thegither. 

3 Tliey thought to lye in Methven kirk-yard, 

Amang their noble kin ; 



Bat they maun lye in Stronach haagh, 
To hiek foreoent the sin. 

4 And BeBsy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They war twa bonnie losses ; 
They biggit a bower on yon burn-brae. 
And theekit it oer wi raphes. 



a. In eiffht4tne sianzat. 

b. 1'. house for bower. 2'. wi birk and hmme. 
2*. Till the ; frae the neibrin. 

2*. An streekit. 3*. They were na buried in. 
3'. Amang the rest o their kin. 
3'. they were buried by Doruoch-haugh. 
3*. On the bent before. 4'. Sing/or And. 



4*. Wha/oj-They. 4'. wi thrnahes. 

O. 1', wanting. 2. Wanting. 

3'. They wadna rest in Methvin kirk. 

3^. gentle kin. 

3*. But they wad lie in Liednoch faraei 

3*. beek against. 

4. Wanting. 
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THE BATTLE OF PHILIPHAUGH 

Minstreley of the Scottish Border, Tlf, 153, 1803, II, iSfi, lS33 - "preserved by tradition in Selkirkshire 



Afteh six brilliant Tictoriea, at Tipper- 
muir, Aberdeen, rnverlochy, Auldearn, Al- 
forJ, Kilsyth, gained in less than a year, Sep- 
tember 1, 1644-Augii3t 15, 1645, Monlrose 
was surprised by David Leslie at Pbilip- 
haiigb, September 13 following, and his army 
cut to pieces or dispersed. This army, con- 
sisting of only five hundred Irish foot and 
twelve hundred Scottish horse, the last all 
gentry, was lying at Philiphaugh, a meadow 
on the west side of the Ettrick, and at Sel- 
kirk, on and above the opposite bank. Leslie 
came down from the north with four thou- 
sand cavalry and some infantry, was less than 
four miles from Selkirk the night of the 
twelfth, and on the morrow, favored by a 
heavy inist, had advanced to about half a 



• Thb IB Wi^hnrt's accooot. 
mnkei MantroM to have been 
nothiop of [be cwo ihouaood li 



Anclher, by Covenknten, 
Qore on the alert, atitl hiu 
irse sent to uke him in the 
d to hate muDtuoed the if 



mile's distance before his approach was re- 
ported. A hundred and fifty of Montrose's 
horse received and repulsed two charges of 
greatly superior numbers ; the rest stood off 
and presently took to flight. The foot re- 
mained firm. Two thousand of Leslie's horse 
crossed the river and got into Montrose's rear, 
and made resistance vain. Montrose and a few 
friends hewed their way through the enemy." 

1. Harehead wood is at the western end of 
the plain of Philiphaugh. 

2, 3. Leslie had come up from Berwick 
along the eastern const as far as Tranent, and 
then suddenly turned south. Hia numbers are 
put too low, and Montrose's, in 10, about nine 
times too high. 

4. The Shaw bum is a small stream that 

ground with great reBolucion for almost nn hoar, Tbs 
numbers are ai giraD by Oardiner, Hinorj of the Qreat 
Cinl War, U, 335 L 
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flows into the Ettrick from the south, a little 
north of the town. 

5. Lingly burn falls into the Ettrick from 
the north, a little above the Shaw burn. 

The ' aged father,' 6, to accept & tradition 
reported by Sir Walter Scott, was one " Bry- 
done, ancestor to several familiea in the pariah 
of Ettrick." Tfaia is probably the personage 
elsewhere called Will, upon whose advice 
Leslie (according to tradition again) "sent a 
strong body of horse over a dip in the bank 
that separated his advanced guard from the 
river Ettrick, and still known as "Will's 
Nick," with instructions to follow their gnida 
up Netley burn, wheel to the left round 
Linglee bill, and then fall upon the flank of 
Montrose's army at Philiphaiigh." * It does 
not appear that Leslie adopted that portion 
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of the aged father's reeommendatioD which is 
conveyed in stanzas 11, 12, notwithstanding 
the venerable man's unusual experience, which, 
as Scott points out, extended from Solway 
Moss, 1542, to Dunbar, where, in 1650, Eve 
years after PhiUphaugh, Leslie was defeated 
by Cromwell. 

Other pieces of popular verse relating, in 
part or wholly, to Montrose are 'The Gallant 
Grahams,* Roxburghe collection, IH, 880, 
Douce, in, 39 back, Ebsworth, Rosbui^he 
Ballads, Vr, 687, Scott's Minstrelsy, III, 371, 
1803, II, 183, 1833; 'The Haughs o Crom- 
dale,' Ritson's Scotish Songs, 1794, II, 40, 
Johnson's Museum, Mo 488, Maidment's Sco- 
tish Ballads and Songs, 1868, I, 299, Hogg's 
Jacobite Relics, I, 157 ff ; ' The Battle of Al- 
ford,' Laing's Thistle of Scotland, p. 68. 



1 OiT Philiphangh a fray began, 

At Hairheadwood it ended ; 
The Scots outoer the GnemeH they rai 
Sae merrily they bended. 

2 Sir David frae the Border came, 

Wi heart an hand came he ; 
Wi him thre« thousand bonny Scots, 
To bear him company. 

3 Wi him three thousand valiant men, 

A noble sight to see ! 
A cloud o mist them weel conceald, 
As close as eer might be. 

4 When they came to the Shaw bom, 

Said he, Sae weel we frame, 
I think it is convenient 

That we should sing a psalm. 

5 When they came to the Lingly bum, 

As daylight did appear, 
They spy'd sn aged father. 
And he did draw them near. 

6 'Come hither, aged father,' 

Sir David he did cry, 
' And tell me where Montrose lies, 
With all hia great army.' 



7 ' But first yon must come tell to me. 

If friends or foes you be ; 
I fear you are Montrose's men, 
Come frae the north country.' 

8 'Mo, we are aane o Montrose's men, 

Nor eer intend to be ; 
I am Sir David Lesly, 

That 's speaking unto thee.' 

9 " If you 're Sir David Lesly, 

As I think weel ye be, 
I am sorry ye hae broaght so few 
Into your company. 

10 ' There 's fifteen thousand armed men 

Encamped on yon lee ; 

Te '11 never be a bite to them, 

For aught that I can see. 

11 ' But halve your men in equal parts, ' 

Your purpose to fulfill ; I 

Let ae half keep the watet^ide, 
The rest gae round the hilL 

12 'Your nether party fire must, 

Then beat a flying drum ; 
And then they '11 think the day 's their a 
And frae the trench they 11 come. 



• T. Crais-Brown, History of Selkirksliirp, 1886, I, 188. 
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13 'Then, thoae that are behind them n 

Gie Bhot, buitb grit and amn : 

And ao, between your armies twa, 

Ye may make them to fa.' 

14 ' were ye ever a aoldier f ' 

Sir David Leely said ; 
' O yea ; I waa at Solway Flow, 
Where we were all betrayd. 

15 ' Again I was at ciirst Dunbar, 

And wae a prisner taen, 
And many weary night and day 
In prison I hae Hen.' 

16 ' If ye will lead these men aright, 

Rewarded shall ye be ; 

But, if that ye a trutor prove, 

1 11 bang thee on a tree.' 

17 ' Sir, I will not a traitor prove ; 

Montrose haa plonderd me ; 



I 'II do my beat to banish him 
Away frae this country.' 

18 He halvd his men in equal parts, 

His purpose to fulfill ; 
Hie one part kept the water.eide, 
llie oUier gaed round the hill. 

19 The nether party fired briai, 

Then turnd and seemd to rin ; 
And then they a' came frae the trench, 
And cry'd, The day 'a our ain ! 

20 The reat then ran into the trench, 

And looad their cannona a' : 
And thus, between bis armies twa, 
He made them fast to fa. 

21 Now let na a' for Lealy pray, 

And his brave company, 
For they hae vanquishd great Montroae, 
Our cruel enemy. 



4*. Var, That we ehonld take a. dram : i 
Probably a jocose auggettion. 
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A. a. 'TheBaronneofBraikley.' [Alexander I.!iing's] 
Scarce Ancient Ballads, 1822, p. 9. b. ■ The Baron 
otBraikley.'Buchan'a Gleaninga, 1825, p. 68. o. 'The 
Barrone of Brackley,* The New Deeside Guide, by 
Jamea Brown (pneudonym for Joseph Robertson), 
Aberdeen, [1832>], p. 46. 



D. ' The Baron of Breachell,' Skene MS., p. 110. 



3. <Tbe Barouof Brscktey,' Einloch MSS.T, 379; in 

Ibe haudwriting oF John Uill Burton. 

Z. a. ' The Baron of Braikly,' Jam ieson- Brown MS., 
AppeniJix, p. viii, b. ' The Baron of Brackley,' 
Jamieson's PopulitT Ballads, 1806, I, 102. 



FiBST printed by Jamiesoii (C b) in 1806, also collated it with another, less perfect, but 

who aaya : " For the copy of the ballad here not materially different, so far as it goes, with 

given I am indebted to Mrs Brown. I have which I waa favored by the editor of the Boi^ 

• Not 1SS9, u put in the reprint of 1869. ' Written Cr«t edition. A o Is reprinled (with some erron) in Tha 

harriedly. in aapplj of the ptesa, in April and May, 1832. Greai Nurth of ScotUod IlaU«ay, A Quid*, by W. Fargu- 

J. R." : Dr J. RobtrUoo's inlerleaTed copy of the undated tau, IBBl. p. 163. 
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der MinBtrelsy, who took it down from the 
recitation of two ladies, great-grandchildren 
of Farquharson of Inverey ; so that the ballad, 
and the notices that accompany it, are given 
upon the authority of a Gordon [Anne Gor- 
don, Mia Brown] and a Farquharson." * Ao 
is also a compounded copy: see the notes. 

The text in The Thistle of Scotland, p. 46, 
ia G b. That which is cit«d in part in the 
Fourth Report on Historical Manuscripts, 
1874, p. 534, is A o. The ballad is rewritten 
by Allan Cunningham, Songs of Scotland, II, 
208. 

A Inverey comes before day to Brackley'a 
gate, and calls to him to open and have his 
blood apilled. Brackley asks over tbe wall 
whether the people below are gentlemen or 
hired gallows-birds; if gentlemen, they may 
come in and eat and drink; in tbe other case, 
they may go on to the Lowlands and steal 
cattle. His wife urges him to get up ; the 
men are nothing but hired gal lows-birds. 
Brackley will go out to meet Inverey (both 
know it is he, 12, 19), but these same gallows- 
birds will prove themselves men. His wife 
derisively calls on her maida to bring their 
distaffs ; if Brackley is not man enough to 
protect bis cattle, she will drive off the robbers 
with her women, Brackley says he will go 
out, but he shall never come in. He arms 
and sallies forth, attended by his brother Wil- 
liam, his uncle, and bis cousin ; but presently 
bids his brother turn back because be is a 
bridegroom. William refuses, and in turn, 
but equally to no effect, urges Brackley to 
tui-n back for his wife's and his son's sake. 
The Gordons are but four against four hun- 
dred of Inverey's, and are all killed. Brack- 
ley's wife, so far from tearing her hair, braids 
it, welcomes Inverey, and makes him a feast. 
The son, on the nurse's knee, vows to be re- 
venged if he lives to be a man. (Cf. ' Jobnie 
Armstrong,' HI, 367, where this should have 
been noted.) 

The other versions agree with A a in the 

■ Jamiemn writes to the 8<^otB Mx^xiiie, October, 1603, 
p, G99 : " The B&tod of Biaikl? begins, 
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material points. Inverey's numbers are di- 
minished. In B 10, C 11, Brackley has only 
his brother with him, meaning, perhaps, wbea 
he leaves his house. The fight was not sim- 
ply at the gates, but was extended over a 
considerable distance (A 33, B 11), and other 
men joined the Gordons in the course of it. 
In B 12 we learn that the miller's four sons 
(D 10, the miller and his three sons) were 
killed with the Gordons (and William Gor- 
don's wife, or bride, in A 25, is ' bonnie Jean, 
the maid o the mill '). In B 15. D 12, Craige- 
var comes up with a party, and might have 
saved Brackley's life had he been there an 
hour sooner. In A a, b, C, D, Brackley's wife 
'^ P^ggy (P^ggy Dann, wrongly, D 14, 15) ; 
in B 19 (wrongly) Cutharine Fraser. D 
makes Catharine the wife of Gordon of Glen- 
muick (Alexander Gordon, A a So), who rives 
her hair, as Brackley's wife does not (14, 15, 
18, 19). In C, Peggy Gordon, besides feast- 
ing Inverey, keeps him till morning, and then 
shows him a road by which he may go safely 
home. C b adds, for poetical justice, that 
Inverey at once let this haggard down the 
wind. 

This affray occurred in September, 1666. 
The account of it given by the Gordons (the 
son of the murdered laird and the Marquis of 
Huntly) was that John Gordon of Brackley, 
having poinded cattle belonging to John Far- 
quharson of Inverey, or his followers, Inverey 
"convoked his people, to revenge himself on 
Brackley for putting the law in execution ; 
that he came to the house of Brackley, and 
required the laird to restore his cattle which 
had been poinded ; and that, although the 
laird gave a fair answer, yet the Farquhar- 
sons, with tbe view of drawing him out of hia 
house, drove away not only the poinded cat- 
tle but also Brackley's own cattle, and when 
the latter was thus forced to come out of hia 
house, the Farqubarsons fell on him and mur- 
dered him and his brother." 

A memorandum for John Farquharson of 

He 's landed ar Bruiklj'B yatea 
At tbe diy davhig. 
Of this I have frot a complent copy, and the story is very 
intEresting ; but 1 hnve got a fragmetit of it from anotlwr 
quarter, which, eo far as it goes, is Bnperior." Etc 



I 
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Inverey und others, 24 January, 1677, "seta 
forth that John Gordon of Brackley, having 
bought from the sheriff of Aberdeen the fines 
exigible from Inverey and others for killing 
of blauk-fieh, the snid Brackley made friendly 
arrangements with others, but declined to eet- 
tle with Inverey ; whereupon the latter, being 
on hia way to the market at TiiUich,* sent Mr 
John Ferguson, minbter at Glenmuick, John 
JIcHardy of Crathie, a notary, and Duncan 
Erskine, portioner of Invergelder, to the laird 
of Brackley, with the view of representing to 
him that Inverey and his tenants were willing 
to settle their fines on the same terms as their 
neighbors. These proposals were received by 
Brackley with contempt, and duiing the time 
of the communing he gathered his friends and 
attacked Inverey, and having ' loused aeverall 
shotta' against Inverey's party, the return 
shots of the latter were in self-defence. The 
result was that the laird of Brackley, with hia 
brother William and their cousin James Gor- 
don in Cults, were killed on the one side, and 
on the other Robert McWilliam in Inverey, 
John McKonzie, sometime there, and Malcom 
Gordon the elder." The convocation of In- 
verey's friends ia accounted for in the same 
document by the fact that Inverey was cap- 
tain of the watch for the time ; that he and 
his ancestors had been used to go to the mar- 
ket with men to guard it; and that it is the 
custom of the country for people who are 
going to the market to join any numerous 
company that may be going the same way, 
either for their own security or out of " kind- 
ness for the persons with whom they go," and 
also the custom of that mountainous coun- 
try to go with arms, especially at markets. 
(Abstract, by Dr. John Stuart, of a MS. 
of Col. James Farquharson of Invercauld, 
Historical MSS Commiasion, Fourth Report, 
p. 534). 

Another account, agreeing in all important 
points with the last, is given in a history of 



•An 



,rkeE V 



ttnblished here in 1661 by a 
Far<|uh«r»on q( Inverey, hui heirs, e 



f»Tor of Wi 

This WilHam hail a broihei and a ton John. William Far- 
i]nhar*on of Inverey youDger, tt "a peroan of known tribal 
and approven ability," {« appointed to ki«p n guard "Ihia 
■QDimeT for the iherifdoin of Kincardiue" agaiiut catile- 



the family of Macintosh.f It will be borne 
in mind that Inverey belonged to this clan, 
and that acts of his would therefore be put in 
a favorable light. Brackley had seized the 
horses of some of Inverey's people on account 
of fines alleged to be due by them for taking 
salmon in the Dee out of season. Inverey 
represented to Brackley that the sufferers by 
this proceeding were men who had incurred 
no penalty, and offered, if the horses should 
be restored, to deliver the guilty parties for 
punishment. Brackley would not retuiii the 
horses on these terms, and Inverey then pro- 
posed that the matter in dispute should be 
left to friends. While Brackley was consid- 
ering what to do, Alexander Gordon of Aber- 
feldy came to offer his services, with a body 
of armed men, and Brackley, now feeling 
himself strong, rejected the suggestion of a 
peaceful solution, and set out to attack In- 
verey. Wlien a collision was impending, In- 
verey at first drew back, begging Brackley to 
desist from violence, which only made Brack- 
ley and Aberfeldy the keener. Two of In- 
verey's followers were slain ; and then In- 
verey and his men, in self-defence, turned on 
their assailants, and killed Gordon of Brack- 
ley, his brother William, and James Gordon 
of Cults. 

The Gordons, this account further says, 
began a prosecution of Inverey and his party 
before the Court of Justiciary. Invtrey had 
recourse to Macintosh, his chief, who exerted 
himself so effectually in behalf of his kins- 
man that when the case was called no plaintiff 
appeared. Nevertheless Dr John Stuart (His- 
torical MSS, as above) produces a warrant 
"for apprehending John Farquharson of In- 
verey and others his followers, who had been 
outlawed for not compearing to answer at 
their trial, and had subsequently continued 
for many years in their outlawry, associating 
with themselves a company of thieves, mur- 
derers, and sorners ; therefore empowering 

drivioB IIif;hUtider», July of the same year. Thomson'* 
Acts, VU, IB. l,2t<ti: iHiiuIed oui tame by Mr Macmath. 

t Miic^fatlane's GnDvalouicnl CoUections, MS., in the Ad- 
Tocatea' Library, I, 399 1 ; already citad by Jtmiesoa, Bol- 
lada, 1, lOB. 
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James Innes, Serjeant, and Corporal Rad- 
noch, commanding a party of troops at Kin- 
cardine O'Neill, to apprehend the said John 
Farquharson and bis accompliceB." From this 
warrant Dr Stuart considers that we may infer 
that Inverey was the aggressor in the affray 
with Brackley. But there is notliing to iden- 
tify the case, and the date of the warrant is 
Febrnary 12, 1685, nearly twenty years from 
the affair which we are occupied with, during 
which space, unless he were of an unusually 
peaceable habit, Inverey might have had sev- 
eral broils on his hands. 

Gordon of Brackley, as reported by Mrs 
Brown, from what she may have heard in her 
girlhood, a hundred years after his tragical 
end, was "a man universiilly esteemed."* 
"Farquharson of Inverey," says Jamieson, 
without giving bis authority, "a renowned 
freebooter on Deeside, was his relation, and in 
habits of friendly intercourse with him. Far- 
quharson was fierce, daring, and active, ex- 
hibiting all the worst characteristica of a free- 
booter, with nothing of that blunt and par- 
tially just and manly generosity which were 
then not uncommonly met with among that 
description of men. The common people 
supposed him (as they did Dundee, and oth- 
ers of the same cast who were remarkable for 
their fortunate intrepidity and miniculous 
escapes) to be a warlock, and proof against 
steel and lead. lie is said to have been 
buried on the north side of a hill, which the 
sun could never shine upon, etc," All which, 
as far as appears, is merely the tradition of 
Jaraieson's day, and will be taken at different 
values by different readers. 

The ' Peggy ' of A a, b, 0, D was Margaret 
Burnet, daughter of Sir Thomas Burnet of 

" See B little turiher on. 

t Gilmouc'H n«'jaionB. I70l,p. 43. (Macmath.) 

t Col. H. W. LunudeD'a Memoriali of ibe Families of 
LuDiBdaltie, etc., p. S9. 

5 Ilistor}' of ihe Earldom of Sotherland, p. !1Tf. To 
the iame nttect, Johuvlont;, llisloria Rerum Biilaiinii'Hmm, 
AmBWrdam, IflSS. p. t60f, under the jBar 1591, and Spot is- 
wood, p. 390, of the edilioDB of \lih5, 1666, 1668. nniler the 
jear 1593. " The }IiaCoij of the Feads," ste., p. 67, ed. 176-1, 
mercJv repftats Sir Robert Gordon. William Gordon's His- 
tory of the Familr of Gordon, cites Sir Robert Gordon and 
John&lone. and calls Gordon of Brackley Alexander. 



Leys, and own cousin of Gilbert Burnet, 
Bishop of Salisbury.! This lady married Gor- 
don of Brackley against her friends' wishes, 
or without their consent, and so probably 
made a love-match. After Brackley 's death 
she married one James Leslie, Doctor of Med- 
icine,J a fact which will suJIice to offset the 
unconfirmed scandal of the ball.id. 

It is now to be noted that a baron of Brack- 
ley had been murdered by caterans towards 
the end of the preceding century. *' The 
Clanchattan, who, of all that faction, most 
eagerly endeavored to revenge the Earl of 
Murray his death, assembling their forces 
under Angus Donald Williamson his conduct, 
entered Strathdee and Glenmuick, where they 
invaded the Earl of Huntly his lands, and 
killed four of the surname of Gordon, Henry 
Gordon of the Knock, Alexander Gordon ot 
Teldow. Thomas Gordon of Blaircharrish, and 
the old baron of Breaghly, whose death and 
manner thereof was so much the more la- 
mented because he was very aged, and much 
given to hospitaUty, and slain under trust. 
He was killed by them in his own house after 
he had made them good cheer, without sus- 
pecting or expecting any such reckoning for 
his kindly entertainment; which happened 
the first day of November, 1592, In revenge 
whereof the Earl ot Huntly assembled some 
of his forces and made an expedition into Pet- 
tie," etc. (See No 183, HI, 456.) So writes 
Sir Robert Gordon, before 1630.§ 

Upon comparing Sir Robert Gordon's de- 
scription of the old baion of Brackley who 
was murdered in 1.592 with what is said of 
the baron in the ballad (A), there is a like- 
ness for which there is no historical authority 
in the instance of the baron of 1666. The 



Still nnothCT " Gotdon, Baron ot Brackley in DecBlde," Is 
said to have been mnrdcred by the coanlcy people ahant 
bim in or near 1540 : The Genealogy of ihe Grants, in Mac- 
farlnne'n Gonea]n|:ical Collections. I, t6S, and An Accoaot 
of ihe Rise and Offapriot; of the Name of Grant, piiated fur 
SirArehihald Grant, Bart., of Monymusk, iS76, p. 30ft, 
where the datf it put (pethnpa through a misprint) before 
14S0. A horrible reveni^ waa said to have been taken by 
the Earl of Huntly and James Grunt: see the irell-known 
story of the orphans fed at a trongh, in Bcott's Tales of ft 
Grandfather, chap, ixxiz. 
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ballad intimatee the hospitality \vhich is em- 
piiasized by Sir Robert Gordon, and also the 
baron's uiitonsciousness of his having any foe 
to dread. (" An honest aged man," aaya 
Spotiswood, "against whom they could pre- 
tend no quarrel.") Other details are not per- 
tinent to the elder baron, but belong demon- 
strably to the Brackley who had a quarrel 
■with Farquharson. 

Of the two, the older Brackley would have 
a better chance of being celebrated in a bal- 
lad. He v/SLS an aged and innocent man, slain 
while dispensing habitual hospitality, "slain 
under trust." The younger Brackley treated 
Inverey'a people harshly, there was an en- 
counter, Brackley was killed, and others on 
both sides. His friends may have mourned 
for him, but there was no call for the feeling 
expressed in the ballad ; tliat would be more 
naturally excited by the death of the kindly 
old man, ' who basely was slain.' On the 
whole it may be surmised that two occurrences, 
or even two ballads, have been blended, and 
some slight items of corroborative evidence 
may favor this conclusion. 

* The Gordons may mourn him and bann 
Inverey,' says B 14. It appears that the Earl 
of Aboyne sided with Inverey, though the 
Marquis of Huntly supported the laird of 
Brackley's son ; * whereas all the Gordons 
would have mourned the older baron, and none 
would have maintained the caterans who slew 
btm. 

In the affray with the Farquharsons in 1666 
there were killed, of the Gordons, besides 
Brackley, his brother William and his cousin 
James Gordon of Cults. The Gordons killed 
by the Clanchattan in 1592 were Brackley, 
Henry Gordon of the Knock, an Alexander 
Gordon (also a Thomas). According to A 
84, 85, the Gordons killed were Brackley and 
his brother William, bis cousin James of the 

* 8ee thD Memornti.iiini for Farrtuharson id " FoDith R«- 
port," as above, p. 514. 

i Poiiitnl out to ma bj Ur. Mactii&tti, who, ii 



Knox [Knocks, Knock], and his uncle Alex- 
ander Gordon ; according to B 12, 13, there 
were killed, besides Brackley, "Harry Gordon 
and Harry of the Knock " (one and the same 
person), Brackley's brother, as we see from 
10; iuD 10, the killed are Brackley, and Sandy 
Gordon o the Knock, called Peter in 21. A 
Gordon of the Knock is named as killed in A, 
B, D, and it is Henry Gordon in B ; an Alex- 
ander Gordon is named in A, B. A William 
Gordon and a James (of the Knocks, not of 
the Cults) are named in A. On the whole, 
the names sort much better with the earlier 
story. 

In B 16 we are told that if Craigievar had 
come up an hour sooner, Brackley had not 
been slain. Upon this Dr Joseph Robert- 
son (who assigned the ballad to 1592) has 
observed, Kinloch MSS, VI, 24, that Crw- 
gievar passed to a branch of the family of 
Forbes m 1625 ; so that Craigievar would 
have done nothing to save Brackley in 1066, 
the Gordons and the Forbesea having long 
been at feud. To make sense of this stanza 
we must suppose an earlier date than 1625. 

The fourth edition of Spotiawood'a history, 
printed in 1677 (about forty years after the 
author's death), calls Brackley of 1592 John 
Gordon. Further, there is this anonymous 
marginal note, not found in the preceding 
editions : " I have read in a MS. called the 
Acta of the Gordons, that Glenmuick, Glen- 
taner, Sti-athdee and Birs were spoiled, and 
Brachlie, with his son-iu-Iaw, stain, by Mackon- 
doquy [that is Maconochie, alias Campbell] 
of Iiiner-Aw." t 

Brackley, on the Muick, is in close vicinity 
to the village of Ballater, on the Dee, some 
forty miles westward from Aberdeen. 

Translated by Knortz, Lieder n. Romansen 
Alt-Englands, p. 156, after Allingham. 



this and other commniiications relatine to the Gordoai of 
Brackte;, BU|:gcaled and urfied the bypotbeaia of a mik- 
toT* of two eTenti in this ballad. 
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BRACKLET ^| 


H 


U She called on her marys, they cam to her ^| 






hand ; 


^^M ». Scarce Aacient Ballatis [Alexander Laingl. Aberdeen, 
^^M U-ii, p. 9. b. liiicliun's GleiuiiiigB, p. 63. o. Tlie New 




Cries, Bring me your rocks, laasiee, we will 


^^^ DecBide Guide, bjr James Bruwn (i. e. Joseph Jtobi.-risDuJ, 




tliem command. 


^H AberdeoQ ttB3S|. p. 46. 






^H 


15 


' Get up, get up, Braikley, and turn bak yoOT 


^^B 1 Inverey cam doun Deeside, whistlin and playin. 




ky, 


^^L He was at brave Br^kley'a yett ere it was 




Or me an mi women will them defy. 


^H 






^^1 


16 


' Cum foi-th then, mi miudens, and show them 


^^H 2 He rappit fa loadly cui wi a great roar. 




some play ; 


^^H Cried, Cum doun. cum doun, Briukley, and 




We 'U flcht them, and shortly the cowards will 


^^M open the door. 




fly- 


^^H 8 ' Are ye sleepin, Baronne, or are ye wakin ? 


17 


' Gin I had a husband, whereas I hae nane, 


^^H Hier'e sharpe swords at youf yett, will gat 




He woud nae ly i his bed and see his ky taeu. 


^^H your blood spin. 






^^M 


18 


' Tlier 'a four^nd-twenty milk-whit calvee, tw&l 


^^M 4 ' Open the yett, Braikley, and lat ua within, 




o them ky. 


^^H Till we on the green turf gar your bluid rin.' 




In the wooda o Glentamier, it 'e ther thei a' ly. 


^^M 5 Out epak the brave baronne, owre the castell- 


19 


'Ther's goat i the Etnach, and sheep o tha 


^^M 




brae. 


^^B • Are ye cum to spnlyie and plunder mi ha ? 




An a' will be plunderd by young Inverey.' 


^^H 6 ' Bat gin ye bo gentlemen, liclit and cum in : 


20 


' Now baud your tongue, Peggy, and ^e me a 


^^H Gin ye drink o my wine, yu 'U nae gar my 




gun, 


^^H bluid Gpin. 




Ye '11 8oe me gae furth, but I '11 never cam in. 


^^H 7 ' Gin ye be hir'd widifus, ye may gang by, 


21 


' Call mi brother William, mi unkl also, 


^^H Ye may gang to the lawLuida and steal their Eat 




Mi cousin James Gordon ; we '11 mount and 


^m ^y- 




we 11 go.' 


^^M 8 ' Tber apnlyie like rievers o wyld kettrin clan. 


22 When Braikley was ready and stood i the ^| 


^^H Who plunder unsparing biuth houses and Ian. 




He was the bravest baronne that eer moanted ^^M 


^^M 9 ■ Gin ye be gentlemen, licht an cum [in]. 




borse. ^ 


^^B Ther 'b meat an drink i my ha for every man. 






^^H 


23 Whan all wer auembld o the castell green. 


^^H 10 ' Gin ye be hir'd widifus. ye may gang hy. 




No man like brave Braikley was ther to be seen. ^^ 


^^H Gang doun to the lawlands, and steal horse and 




^M 


H 


24 


• Turn bak, brother William, ye are a bride- ^| 


^m 11 Up spak his ladie. at hie bak where she lay. 




groom; ^H 


^^1 ' Get up, get up, Braikley, and be not afraid : 




^H 


^H The 'r hut young hir'd widifus wi belted plaids.' 


26 


■ Wi bonnie Jean Gordon, the maid o the mill f ^H 
sichin and sobbb she 11 soon get her filL' ^H 


^^H 12 ' Cum kiss me, mi Peggy, 1 1e nae langer stay, 




^1 


^^H For I will go out and meet Inverey. 


26 


' I 'm no coward, brother, 't is kend 1 'm a man ; ^1 
I '11 ficht i your qnarral as lang 's I can stA&d. ^H 


^V 13 ' Bat hand your tongue, Peggy, and mak nae 




^H 


^H uc din, 


27 


' I 'U ficht, my dear brother, wi heart and gnde ^H 


^^B For yon eame hir'd widifus will proTO them- 




wiU, ^1 


^^H selves men.' 




And BO will young Harry that lives at the milL ^M 
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28 


* But turn, ml dear brotlier, and na« langep 


35 Thei killd William Gordon, and James o tba .^| 




stay: 




Knox, ^m 




WlM, '11 cum your ladie, gin Bmitley thei 




And brave Alexander, the flour o Glenmuick. ^H 




.Uy? 




■ 






36 What sicliit) aud moaning was heard i the glen, ~^| 


29 


• What '11 cum o yonr ladle and bonnie young 




For the Baronne o Br^kley, who basely was 




son? 




Elaynl 




wbat'U cQm o them when Bmkley ia 








gone ? ' 


37 


■ Cam ye bi the castell, and waa ye in there? 
Saw ye pretty Peggy tearing her hair ? ' 


30 


' I never will turn : do you think I will fly ? 








But here I will ficht, and here I will die." 


38 


' Yes, I cam by Braikley, and I gaed in there, 
And there [saw] hie ladie braiding her hair. 


31 


' Strik doga,' crys Inverey, ' and fichl till ye 're 








riayn, 


39 


' She waa rantin, and dancin, and eingin for 




For we are four hundered, ye are but four 




joy. 




men. 




And vowin that nicht she woud feesl Inverey. 


32 


' Strik, strik, ye proud boaster, your honour is 
gone. 


40 


' She eat wi him, drank vri biro, welcomd him 
in. 




Your lands we will plunder, your castell we '11 




Was kind to the man that had slayn her bar- 




burn.' 




onne.' 


33 At the head o the Etnach the battel began. 


41 


Up spake the son on the nourice's knee, 




At Little Auchoikie thei killd the first man. 




' Gin I live t« be a man, revenged I "11 be.' 


34 Fltst thei killd ane, and soon they killd twa. 


42 Ther 'b dool i the kitrhin. and mirth i the ha, ^| 




Thei killd gallant Braiktey, the Qourotbema'. 




The Baronne o Braikley Is dead and awa. ^M 




— 


- 


1 




B 


6 


' We 11 f echt them, we '11 slight them, we 'U do ^M 
what we can. ^H 


Kinloch MSS, V. 379, in the hand-riileg ot John HiU 




And I vow we will shoot them altbo we shod H 














bang. ■ 


1 


' Baron of Brackley. are ye in there ? 




m 




The 're sharp swords at yer yetts, winna ye 


6 


' Rise up. John,' she sud, ' and turn in yer ^M 




spear.' 




kye, 1 
For they '11 hae them to the Hielands, and you 


2 


' If they be gentlemen, lat them cum in ; 

But if they be rearers, we'll gar them be 




they "I defie." 




taen.' 


7 


' Had your still, Catharine, and still yer young ■ 


) 3 


'It is na gentlemen, nor yet pretty lads, 

But a cum hir'd widdifus, wears belted 




For ye '11 get me out, but I '11 never cum in.' H 




plaids.' 


8 


' If I had a man, as I hae na nane. ^^ 
He wudna lye in his bed and see his kye tase.' ^H 


4 She called on h.i- women and haile ibem come 




^M 




in: 


9 


' Ye '11 cnm kiss me, my Peggy, and faring me ^M 




'Tack a' yer rocks, lasses, and w« '11 them 




my gun. ^H 


1 


l^_ 


1 


Far I 'm gtung oat, bat I 'U never cum in.' ■ 
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10 There was twenty wi Invery, twenty and 

ten; 
There was nane wi the baron bat his brother 
and him. 

11 At the head of Beneeten the battle began ; 
Ere ihey wan Auchoilzie, they killed mony a 

man. 

12 They killed Harry Gordon and Harry of the 

Knock, 
The mollertd's four sons up at Glenmoick. 

13 They killed Harry Gordon and Harry of the 

Knock, 
And they made the brave baron like kail to a 
pot. 

14 First they killed ane, and then they killed 

twa, 
Then they killed the brave baron, the flower o 
them a'. 



15 Then np came Craig^erar, and a party wi him ; 
If he had come an hoar sooner, Brackley had 

not been slain. 

16 ' Came ye by Brackley ? and was ye in there ? 
Or say ye his lady, was making great care? ' 



17 ' I came by Brackley, and I was in there, 
Bat I saw his huly no makin great care. 

18 * For she eat wi ihem, drank wi them, welcomed 

them in ; 
She drank to the villain that killed her goid 
man. 

19 ' Woe to ye, Kate Fraser ! sorry may yer heart 

be. 
To see yer brave baron's blood com to yer 
knee.' 

20 There is dale in the kitchen, and mirth i the ha. 
Bat the Baron o B[r]ackley is dead and 



o 



a. Jamieson-Brown MS., Appendix, p. yiii, as transcribed 
for Jamieson hy Key. Andrew Brown, and sent him bj Mrs 
Brown in a letter of Jnne 18, 1801. b. Jamieson's Popular 
Ballads, 1, 102 ; Mrs. Brown's copy combined with an imper- 
fect one taken down by Sir W. Scott ** from the recitation 
of two ladies, great-grandchildren of Farqnharson of Inve- 
rqr.** 

1 O Inverey came down Dee side, whistling and 

playing; 
He 's landed at Braikly's yates at the day daw- 
ing. 

2 Says, Baron of Braikly, are ye within ? 
There 's sharp swords at the yate will gar year 

blood spin. 

3 The lady raise np, to the window she went ; 
She heard her kye lowing oer hill and oer 

bent 

4 ' O rise up, John,' she says, ^ tarn back yoar 

kye; 
They 're oer the hills rinning, they 're skipping 
away.' 



5 ^ Come to yoar bed, Peggie, and let the kye 



nn. 



For were I to gang out, I woold never get in.' 

6 Then she 's cry'd on her women, they qaickly 

came ben: 
* Take up yoar rocks, lassies, and fight a' like 
men. 

7 ^ Thoagh I 'm bat a woman, to head yoa 1 11 

try. 
Nor let these vile Highland-men steal a' oar 
kye.' 

8 Then ap gat the baron, and cry'd for his 

graiih; 
Says, Lady, 1 11 gang, tho to leave you I 'm 
laith. 

9 ' Come, kiss me, my Peggie, nor think I'm to 

blame; 
For I may well gang oat, bat 1 11 never win in.' 

10 When the Baron of Braikly rade throogh the 
dose, 
A gallanter baron neer mounted a horse. 
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11 Tho there came wi Inverey thirty and three. 


17 ' fye on ye, lady ! how conld ye do sae ? 


There waa naoe wi bonny Braikly but his 


You opend your yate to the faus Inverey.' 


brother and he. 






18 She eat wi him, drank wi him, welcomd him 


12 Twa gallanter Gordons did never award draw ; 


in: 


Bat against four and thirty, wae 'a me, what 


She welcomd the villain that slew her baron. 


was twa? 






19 She kept him till morning, syne bad him be 


13 Wi swords and wi daggers they did him sur- 


gone. 


roand, 


And showd him the rood that he woud na be 


And they 've pierc'd bonny Braikly wi raony 
a wound. 


tane. 


20 'Thro Birss and Aboyne,' she says, 'lyin in » 


^_ 14 Frae the head of the Dee to the banks of the 


tour, 


H Spey, 


Oer the hills of Glentanor you '11 skip in an 


^H The Gordons may mourn him, and bann In- 


hour.' 


H ^erey. 






21 There is grief in the kitchen, and mirth in the 


^H 15 ■ came ye by Braikly, and was ye in there ? 


ha. 


^H Or saw ye his Peggy dear riving her hair F ' 


Bat the Baron of Braikly is dead and awa. 


^M 16 ' I came by Braikly, and I was in there. 




^H Bat I saw not his Peggy dear riving her hair.' 


^M 


^1 


7 Whan the Baron o Breachell came to the class, 


^H Skene MS., p. 110; north of Scotland, 1802-3. 


A braver baron neir red upon horse. 


^H 1 ■ Baron o Breacbell. are ye within ? 


8 


^^1 The sharp souerd is at yer gate, Breachell, 


I think the silly heard widifaa are grown 


^H we '11 gar yer blood spin.' 


tighten men. 


^B 3 'Thei'r at yer gate, Breachel, thei 'r neither 


9 First they killed ane. and syen they killed twa, 


■ men nor lads, 


And the Baron o Breachell is dead and awa. 


^H But afly heard widifos, wi belted plaids.' 




^H 


10 They killed Sandy Gordon, Sandy Gordon o 


^M 3 • if I had a man,' she says, ■ as it looks I hod 


the Knock. 


^B 


The miller and his tliree sons, that lived at 


^M He widna sit in the honse and see my kye tane. 


Glenmuich. 


^H 4 ' But lasses tak down yer rocks, and we will 


11 First theykUled ane. and .ern tUey kUIed twa, 


^H defend 


And the Baron o Breachell is dead and awa. 


^1 


12 Up came CriRevar and a' his lighten men : 


^H 5 ' kiss me, dear Peggy, and gee me down my 


' Had I come an hour soonur, he sudna been 


^H 


slain.' 


^H 1 may well ga out, but 1 11 never come in.' 




^H 


13 For first they killed ane, and Beyn they killed 


^H 6 Out spak his brither. says. Gee me yer hand : 


twa. 


^H I 'U fight in yer cause sae lang as I may »Und. 


And the Baron o Breachell is dead and awa. 
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^H 14 - came ye by Breachell, lads ? was ye in 


19 -We was at Glenmuik, lads, we was in 


^K 


theie. 


^^H Saw ye Peggy Dann riving her hair ? ' 


We saw Cathrin Gordon rivin her h^r. 


^H 15 ' We cam by BreacheU, lada, we was In there, 


20 • Wi the tear in her eye, seven baima at her 


^^H Ajid aaw Peggie Dann cairling her hair. 


foot, 


^^1 


The eighth on her knee . . . 


^^1 16 'She eat wi them, drank wi them, bod them 




^^1 come 


21 They kiUed Peter Gordon, Peter Gordon of 


^^H To her house an hours that had slain her baron. 


the Knock, 


^^P 


The miUer an^ his three sons, that Uved at 


^V 17 ' Come in. gentlemen, eat and drink wi me ; 


Glenmuik, 


^^M Tho ye ha alivin my haron, I ha na a wite at ye.' 




^H 


22 Fb^t they killed ane, and ayn tliey killed 


^H 18 ■ was [ye] at Glenmuik, lads ? was ye in 


twa. 


^1 theire? 


And the Baron of BreacheU is dead and 


^ Saw ye Cathrin Grordon ririn her hair ? ' 


„. 


^^M A. No division of stanxas. Both copies are jn-ob- 


FromC\i. 20 = 12. 21 = Vi, nearly. 26 


^^M oily from stall-jirints or broadsides, b dif- 


= 16. 33, 34 = 23, 24, nearly. 38 = 17. 


^H fers frequently from a in spelling. 


10 (nearly BQ: ^ 15'). 


^H a. 5', 8'. spnlzie. 6'. gentlmen. 




^K II', 25', 40'. we for wi. 


Get up, get up Brackley, and tnro back your 


^H 22>. thee. 30>. I wiU never. 


kye. 


^H b. 11>. laid. 11*. yonng wanting. 


Or they '11 hae them to the Highlands, ud 


^H 13^ prove to he men. 15'. For me. 


you they '11 defy. 


^H 16>. ply. 19'. Ther are goats. 




^H 20*. never return. 22'. thee. 


16 (nearly Bi: c/. a 14) : 


^H 25'. seen {phonetic). 26". it 's kent 




^1 30'. I never will: ye. 30'. No. here. 


She called on her maidens, and bade them 


^B 34'. an syne. 36'. was heard. 38'. ther said. 


come in ; 


^^K 0. This copy is to t/ie extent of about turn thirds 


Tak a' your rocks, ksses, we will them corn- 


^^H taken from a; lialf a dozen stanzas are 


man. 


^H from Jamieson's text, G b ; half a dozen 




^H more agree, nearly or entirely, with B, 


27 (nearly B 15 : cf D 12). Had he come 


^^B and may have keen derived from Dr. J. H. 


one hour, etc. 


^H Burton, or directly from some traditional 


28 = B 16. 31* = B 18» (a 40'). She 


^^M source. The order has been regulated by 


drank to the villain that killed her barrone. 


^H the editor, who has also Tnade a slight ver- 


32 = B 19, marly. Wa« to you, Kate Fr*. 


^^M hal change now and then. 


aer, aad may your heart be. ^| 


^M 1-3 = a 1-3. 4-8 = 5-9. 9 = ll'-», nwr- 


B. 11'. Keneeten per/iapf : b. Beneatan. ^H 


^H ly (c 9'. and face Inverey). 11' = 13'. 


12'. They /or The. V 


^■1 12-14 = 18, 19, 17. 16 = 13, nearly: 


C. a. Not divided, but rotighly marked off into '^M 


^K cf B 6". 17' = 16'. IS = 20, nearly. 


stansas of four verses. ^M 


^H 19 = 21. 22 = n, with different num- 


6'. frocks /or rocks. ^| 


^H hers. 23 = 33 : Reneatan for Etnacli. ef. 


b. 1'. Down Dee side came Inverey. ^^H 


^B B 11'. 24 = 35. 25 = 34. 29 = 38. 


1'. lighted at Brackley yates. ^^H 


^H 30 = 39. 31' = 40'. 32' = 40', B 18'- 


2'. are. 4'. rise up, ye baron, and. ^^M 


^H 35 = 41. 36 = 42. 37 = 36. 


^M 
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4*. For the ladd o Drumwharran are driving 
tliem bye. 



5. ' How can I rise, lady, or turn them ^^n ? 
Whareer I have &e man, I wat they hae 



6. ' Then rise up, my lasses, tak rocks m yonr 
And tarn back the kye ; I bae you at com' 

7. ' Qin I hod a husband, as I hae nane. 

He wadiia lye in his bower, see his l^e 



8'. got. 
After Si 

Come kisa me then, Peggy, and gie me my 

I ay was for peace, tho I never feard weir. 

9*. me then, Peggy. 9'. I weel may gae out 
10'. When Brakley wa« busked and rado oer 

the closa. 
10'. neer lap to a. 
After 10 : 

When Braekley was mounted and rade o 

the green, 
He was ae bald a baron aa ever was seen. 



1^', what is. 15'. by Braekley yales, was. 

10'. by Braekley yates. I. 

16". Apd I saw his Peggy a-making good 

After 16 ; 

The lady she feasted them, carried them 

She laughd wi the men that her baron had 

17'. on you ; could you. 17'. yates. 

19'. shoudna. 
" Poetical justice requires that I should subjoin 
the concluding stanza of the fragment, which 
eoald not be introduced into the text ; as the 
reader cannot be displeased to learn that 
the unworthy spouse of the amiable, affec- 
tionate, and spirited baron of Braekley was 
treated by her unprincipled gallant as she 
deserved, and might have expected : 

Inverey spak a word, he spak it wrang ; 
' My wife and my bairns will be thinking 

lang.' 

' O wae fa ye, Inverey ! ill mat ye die ! 
First to kill Braekley, and then to slight me.' 

D. Title, 1', etr. Breachell. Perhajis m.iaeopied 
by Skene from Breachlie; ami ao Cngeran, 
12",/orCrigevar. 
17*. at thee. 
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204 
JAMIE DOUGLAS 



A. 'Lord Douglas,' or, <Tlie Laird of filackwood/ 
Kinloch MSS, I, 93. 

B. < Jamie Douglas,' Kinloch MSS, V, 387. 

C. < Lady Douglas and Blackwood,' Kinloch MSS, V, 
207, 1. 103. 

D. 'Jamie Douglas,' Kinloch MSS, I, 107. 

R 'The Laird o Blackwood,' Kinloch MSS, YII, 127; 
Kinloch's Ancient Scottish Ballads, p. 58. 

F. 'Jamie Douglas,' Motherwell's MS., p. 507. 

O. ' Lord Jamie Douglas,' Motherwell's MS., p. 345. 

B. 'Jamie Douglas,' Motherwell's MS., p. 297. 



I. 'Jamie Douglas,' Motherwell's MS., p. 500. 

J. ' Jamie Douglas,* Motherweirs MS., p. 299. 

K. ' Jamie Douglas,' Motherwell's MS., p. 802. 

L. ' Jamie Douglas,' Finlay's Scottish BaUads, U, 4. 

M. Herd's MSS, I, 54 ; Herd's Scottish Songs, 1776, 
I, 144. 

O. 'I^rd Jamie Douglas,' Motherwell's Minstrels^r, 
Appendix, p. v, the last three stanzas. 

N. ' Jamie Douglas,' Motherwell's Minstrelsy, Appen- 
dix, p. xvii, IX, one stanza. 



This ballad first appeared in print in the 
second edition of Herd's Scottish Songs, 1776, 
but only as a fragment of five stanzas. Pink- 
erton repeats three stanzas from Herd, very 
slightly " polished by the editor," Tragic 
Ballads, 1781, pp. 83, 119. A stall-copy, 
says Motherwell, was printed in 1798, under 
the title of 'Pair Orange Green.* A and 
O were used by Aytoun for the copy given 
in his second edition, 1859, I, 133, and D 
for Part Fourth of Chambers's compilation, 
Scottish Ballads, p. 157. The '^ traditionary 
version," in thirty-four stanzas, given in the 
Appendix to Motherwell's Minstrelsy, p. y 
(see his Introduction, p. Ixiii, note 5), is made 
up, all but the fifth stanza and the three last, 
from F-J and O : see note to N. 

Lady Barbara Erskine, eldest daughter of 
John, Earl of Mar, was married to Jaraes, 
second Marquis of Douglas, near the end of 
the year 1670. The marriage did not prove 
to be happy, and the parties were formally 
separated in 1681. They bad had one child, 
James, Earl of Angus, and he having been 
killed in battle in the Netherlands in 1692, the 



Marquis of Douglas married again, and had 
two sons and a daughter. The second of the 
sons was Archibald, the third marquis, and 
first and only duke of Douglas. 

In an affectionate letter of December, 1676 
(succeeding several others to which no an- 
swer had been returned), the Marchioness of 
Douglas writes to her husband: ^^I am not 
such a stranger to myself to pretend to the 
exactness of obedience and duty that my 
humor or frowardness may not have offended 
you, and all I can say is, that hereafter I shall 
so study yours and what may please you that 
I shall endeavor a conformity to your good will 
so near as I can. This only I must (most) 
complain of, that you should retain those in 
your service or company who takes the liberty 
of talking so much to the prejudice of your 
honor and mine. Sure I am I never give the 
least occasion for it, neither do I think, my 
dear, that you really believe it. If religion 
and virtue were not ties strong enough, sense 
of your honor and mine own, and of that 
noble family of yours and our posterity, could 
not but prevail against such base thoughts. 
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I 



and God, who knows my heart, knows my 
innocence and the malice of thoau who wounds 
us both by such base calumnies." lo Febru- 
ary, 1677, the mavchionees (not for the first 
time, as it appears) invokes the interposition 
of the Privy Council in her domestic affairs, 
and applies for an "aliment" on which she 
may live apiirt from her husband, whom she 
charges with sbimning her company and 
treating her with contempt. The marquis in 
his reply alleges thsit his wife had not treated 
him with due respect, but seems to be averse 
to a separation. Four years after, a separation 
was mutually agreed to, and in the contract 
to tliia effect the ground is expressed to be 
"great animosities, mistakes and differences be- 
twixt the said marquis and his lady, which have 
risen to a great height, so as neither of them 
are satisfied longer to continue together." ■ 

The blame of the alienation of Douglas from 
his wife is imputed by tradition to William 
Lawrie, the marquis's principal chamberlain 
or factor, who was appointed to that place in 
1670. the year of tlie marriage. Lawrie mar- 
ried Marion Weir, of the family of Blackwood, 
then a widow. He is often styled the laird 
of Blackwood, a title which belonged to his 
son by this marriage, his own proper designa- 
tion being, after that event, the Tutor of 
Blackwood. " The belief that Blackwood 
was the chief cause of this unhappy quarrel 
was current at the time among the Douglas 
tenantry, with whom he was very unpopular, 
and it is corroborated by letters and other doc- 
uments in the Douglas charter-chest. The 
marchioness, indeed, evinces temper, but the 
marquis appears to have been morose and 

• Frawr, Tha DongUs Buok, Edinburnh, ieS5, II, 87T f. 
449 f. Ths coDlract, beinc il mutual pnpcr. may du( exprea 
to [he (all the Huppowid crievances oF dtbcr pSHj. 

t The DongloB Book, II, 450 (. " L-iwrie u mmlioncd 
bj Lord FounCainhall u ' late chamberlain to tbe Murquis 
of UoDglw. BDiI repate a bad itwtrumeiii bf twcvn him and 
hii Udj In iheir diflercDMa.' Dixuiiiiiiii. I, 196." 

What ihonld prompt Lawrie to malice atrainiit the 
mnrchionen ia nnknoim. Kicitoch, Ancient Seottiah Bal- 
ladi, p. 68, BcceptiDg the story of the old woman (rum 
whnm he abtsined E, wys : " The Laird of Blackwood and 

the Maniuin ot were rivaia in ihe nffeeiion of a liivdy 

and amiiible young lailv, who, pieCerring the Intter, bcrnmo 
hia wife. Blackwood , . . rowed revenge," etc. Cham- 

ben, who npMta tliii ■acoont, Scoitub B«Uada, p. lU, tt- 



peevish, and incapable of managing bis own 
affairs. lu this matter he consulted, and was 
advised by, Blackwood at every step, sending 
him copiea of the letters he wrote to his wife, 
and subscribing whatever document Black- 
wood thought fit to prepare. Members of the 
family and dependents alike characterized 
Lawrie as hypocritical and double-dealing ; but 
on the other hand, it is only fair to mention 
that on two occasions, Charles, Earl of Mar, 
wrote to Blackwood thanking him for his 
kindness to his sister, and assuring him of his 
esteem." t 

John, Earl of Mar, the father of Lady 
Barbara Erskine, died in 1668. before his 
daughter's marriage, and it would have been 
her brother Cliailea, the next earl, who took 
her home. He was colonel of a regiment of 
foot at the timeof the separation, whence, prob- 
ably, the drums, trumpets, and soldiers in the 
ballad. Barbara Douglas died in 1690, two 
years before the marquis's second marriage. 

The reciter of A, who got her information 
from an old dey at Douglas castle, as far back 
as 1770. told Kinloch that the ballad was a 
great favorite with Archibald, Duke of Doug- 
las, who lived till 1761. "The Duke used 
often to get the old dey to sing it to him 
while he wheeled round tbe room in a gilded 
chair . . . and muttered anathemas against 
Lourie, saying, O that Blackwood must have 
been a damned soul ! " J 

The story of the ballad is very simple. A 
lady, daughter of the Earl of Mar, B. I, mar- 
ried to Lord James Donglas, Marquis of 
Douglas, D, lives happily wilh him until 
Blackwood (Blackloywood, Blackly} makes 

iDArkathal Lawrie aecm^ to haTe been confide rah ly advanced 
in life at the lime. Lawrie 'a son madv a " relonr of Beirice* " 
in I6.W, and may be auiipnacd then to have been of age. 
Tbe Maniuis of Douglas was in his twenly-luurth year 
when he married, in 16*0, and probably Lady Barbara 
Erakine wat not older. Maidmcot ia aurpriaed that LAwrie, 
" a man ol anceitain lineage." ibuuld have sncceeded wiih 
tha widow Marion Weir. What it to be ibougbt of hia 
ss|iiriDg, at tbe aee of sixty, or more, to " ihe affi-clion of a 
lorely and amiable young lady " of the family uf Mar, one 
of Ihe moil ancient in Scotland } 

t Kinloch MSS. I, 91 f. For one or two poinU tee JUid- 
m.'Ut'« Scoti-b Ballada and Sung*. IS6», II, 363 ff.. the 
preface lo the ballad there called ' Lady Barbara Erakine'a 
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her husband believe that she has trespassed 
(■with one Lockhart, A). Her protestations 
of innocence acd the blandishments with 
■which she seeks to win back lier lord's afFec- 
tjons are fniitleBS. Her father sends for her 
and takes ber home. He offers to get a bill 
of divorce and make a better match for ber, 
but she will listen to no such proposal. 

The lady is daughter of the Earl of York, 
D ; her brother is tbe Duke of York (a some- 
what favorite personage in ballads), B ; her 
mother b daughter of the Duke of York. Q, 
and her father is the Lord of Murray. Her 
husband is the Earl of March, I (and F?). 
Had aiie foreseen the event of the mar- 
riage with Douglas, she would have staid 
at Lord Torchard's gates (Argyle's, Athol'e, 
Lord Orgul'a) and have been his lady, G, 
H, I, L, or in fair Orange gi-een and have 
been bis (Orange's?) K. (Orange gate ap- 
pears in D, also, and so it may be Orange 
wine, aud not orange, that Jamie Douglas 
is invited to drink in I 5.) A handsome 
nurse makes trouble in P 6, but nowhere 
else. It ia not Blackwood that whispers mis- 
chief into the husband's ear in J 4, but a 
small bird; a black bird, fause bird, in two 
of Finlay's three copies, a blaekie in the 
other, L. In E 7 the lady will not wash her 
face, comb her hair, or have fire or light in 
ber bower: cf. Nos 69, 92, II, 156, 317. In 
I 15, when the lady had returned to her 
father's and the tenants came to see her, she 
could not speak, and " the buttons off her 
clothes did flee ; " " an affi'cting image of 
overpowering grief," says Chambers. See 
also 'Andrew Lammie,' 

D 10-15, N, are palpable and vulgar tags 

• "Miiihew Crawford, weaver, Howwood. sinfrfl 'Jamie 
Douglna ' with the concla^iun in which the Indy dies nfler 
her reiurn aud reconciliBtion with her lard." Molhern'eH'a 
Nole-Book, p. 56. 

" 1 wai Informed bj A, Lile ihat nhe bus heard a, )oi>g«r 
aet of Ibe bsllad in whieh, while Lad;^ Doiiglan ia continu- 
]Dg her lament, she oWrvea a troop of e«t)t!umsn coming 
to tier fathar'a, and ahs expreueR a wish ihat tbeM ahonld 
be sent by her lord to bring her home. The; happen lo be 
•ent for that purpose, and sha accompnnieB them. On her 
meeting, however, with her lord, and while putting a cnp nf 
wine to her lip«. her henit breakn. and she drops clown dead 
at hia feet." Motherwell, note to G, MS., p. 347. 

lAwrie came near losing his hra4 in 1683 tot political 
Muona, hnt he anrvired the revolution of 1688, "got nil 
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to a complete story. James Douglas comea 
to his father-in -law 'a house with bis three 
childi-en, and sends a soldier to the gate to bid 
his lady come down ; he has hanged false 
Blackwood, and she is to come home : N. In 
D the hanging of Blackwood is not men- 
tioned ; Douglas calls for wine to drink to his 
gay lady, she takes a cup in her hand, but her 
heart breaks," 

A-M have all from one stanza to four of a 
beautiful song, known from the first quarter of 
the eighteenth century, and printed fifty years ] 
earlier than any copy of the ballad. f Thia 
song is the lament of an unmarried woman for 
a lover who has proved f^lse, and, as we find 
by the last stanza, has left her with an unborn 
babe. A, C have this last stinza, altbougb 
the lady in these copies has born three chil- 
dren (as she has in every version except the 
fragmentary B).J 

WALT, WALY, GIN LOVE BE BONY. 

a. Ramsay'B Tea-Table Miscellany, tbe second Tolnm«^ 
pulilished before 1737 ; hero from theDublin edition ot 1729, 
p. 176. b. ThoraBon'a Ocphcns Caledonius, second eiUlioD, 
1733, 1. 71 ; four ataiusa in the Ural edition, 1796, St> U.J 

1 wALt, waly up the bank I 

And waly, waly, down the brae I 
And waly. waly yon burn-aide. 

Where I and my love wont to gae ! 

2 I leitnd my ba<^k unto an aik, 

I thought it was a trusty tree ; 

But first it bowd, and syne it bi'ak, 

Soe my true-love did lightly me> 

3 O waly, waly ! but love be bony 

A little time, while it is new ; 



habiiiraiion." Wodrow, 11. 
2fiS, 

t Al!biitBhaYeb4: Bhiisa4. All hut A,D,B,Ii,]U 
have t . A, C. £ have 10 ; J lina S, 3 ; A has S ; F haa 9. 

I It mnst be said, however, that stanzn 6, ' When we camg 
in bj GlHBgow town,' etc., hunllj ^aiii the Bonjr, and would 
be cnlircly appropriate lo the ballad (aa it ii in AS). It 
mnj have been taken np from thia kitliid (wlilcb ttitiat data 
from the laai qnarier of the scveuiefuth century), oc tmnt 

S a is fallowed in Percy's Reliqno, 1765, III, 144, Herd, 

Ancient and Modem Scoia Songs, IT69, p. 196 ; b, in lbs j 

Musical MoscDin, p. 166. No IAS; with etigbt varjaiJoai in I 

eacb cop]', I 
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But when 't is anld, it waxeth cauld, 
And fades away like mDraing dev. 

4 wherefore shoud I busk my head ? 
Or wlierfore shoud I kame my hair ? 
For my true-love has nie (orsook, 
And says he'll never love nie mair. 

6 Now Arttmr-Seat shall be my bed, 

The sheets shall neer be fyl'd by me; 
Saint Anton's well shall be my drink, 
Since my true-love has forsaken me. 

6 Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 

And shake tlie green leaves ot¥ the tree 7 
O gentle deatii, when wilt thou come ? 
For of my life I am weary. 

7 'T is not the frost that freezes fell, 

Nor blawing snaw's inclemeney ; 
'T is not sic cauld that makes me cry. 
But my love's heart grown cauld to me. 

8 When we came in by Glasgow town, 

We were a comely sight to see ; 
My love was cled in tlie black velvet, 
And I my sell in 



9 But had I wist, before I kissd. 

That love had been sae ill to win, 
I 'd lockd my heart in a case of gold. 
And pin'd it with a silver pin. 



10 Oh, oh, if my young babo were bom, 
And set upon the nurse's knee. 
And I my sell were dead and gane 1 
For a maid again I '11 never be. 

A stanza closely resembling the third of this 
song 0CCUV8 in a. Yule medlaj in Wood's MSS, 
about 1620.* 



.9 jolly 



Hey trollie lollie, love 

A qhyll qhill it is new ; 
Qhen it is old, it grows fuU cold, 

Woe worth the love imtrew '. 

The Orpheu3 Caledonius has for the fourth 
stanzii this, which is found (with variations) 
iu A-M, excepting the impeifect copy E : 

When cocklc-sliells turn siller bells, 
And mussles grows on evry tree, 

When frost and siiaw shall warm us a', 
Then shall my love prove true to me. 

Ed. 1725. 

Several stanzas occur in a song with the 
title ' Arthur's Seiit shali be my bed,' etc., 
which is thought to have been printed as early 
as the Tea-Table Miscellany, or even consid- 
erably earlier. This song is given in an 
appendix. 

Ajtoun'B ballad, 1869. I. 135, is loosely 
translated by Knortz, Schottische Balladen, 
p. 69. 



I 



Klnloeh H3S, I, 93 ; from ihs recitation of Hnrv Bnrr. 
Lismiihngo. I^narkshire, Mny, 192", snd lenrncd hy her 
t tixXj jeafa before from an old dey at Uouglnfl 
Cattle. 

i I WAB a lady of high renown 

As lived in the north countria ; 
I was a lady of high renown 
Whan Earl Douglas loved me. 

" Scottish pjaliKT. IS6fl, Woml'a MSS. Baflsns, Lnirp's 
MSB, Dnirerriiv of Edinbanth, MS. Book*. i83. III, p, 209. 
Th« medlcj i* bv a dUferent mid later hand: Lung in die 
Mniiral Hanrani'. ISM. I. xxvtii f . IV, 440*. It h priti'pd 
Id the second edition of Forbii''* Ckdidb, Ab«n!eeD, 16C6. 



2 Whan we came through Glasgow toon. 

We war a comely sight to see ; 
My gnde lord in velvet green. 
And I mysel in cnunasie. 

3 Whan we cam to Douglas toun. 

We war a fine sight to behold ; 
My gude lord in cramasie. 
And I myself in shining gold. 



ii NVd, nlKilIe 1 f^TlllI i 
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4 Whan that my anld son was born, 
And set upon the nurse's knee, 
I was as happy a woman as eer was bom. 
And my g^de lord he loved me. 

6 But oh, an my young son was bom. 
And set upon the nurse's knee, 
And I mysel war dead and gane, 
For a maid again I '11 never be I 

6 There cam a man into this house, 

And Jamie Lockhart was his name^ 
And it was told to my gude lord 
That I was in the bed wi him. 

7 There cam anither to this house, 

And a bad friend he was to me ; 
He put Jamie's shoon below my bed-stock. 
And bade my gude lord come and see. 

8 O wae be unto thee, Blackwood, 

And ae an ill death may ye dee ! 
For ye was the first and the foremost man 
That parted my gude lord and me. 

9 Whan my gude lord cam in my room, 

This grit falsehood for to see, 
He tumd about, and, wi a gloom, 
He straucht did tak farewell o me. 

10 * O fare thee well, my once lovely maid I 
O fare thee weU, once dear to me I 



fare thee well, my once lovely maid ! 
For wi me again ye sail never be.' 

11 ' Sit doun, sit doun, Jamie Douglas, 

Sit thee doun and dine wi me. 
And 111 set thee on a chair of gold. 
And a silver towel on thy knee.' 

12 * Whan cockleshells turn silver beUs, 

And mussels they bud on a tree. 
Whan frost and snaw turns fire to bum. 
Then I '11 sit down and dine wi thee.' 

13 O wae be unto thee, Blackwood, 

And ae an ill death may ye dee ! 
Ye war the first and the foremost man 
That parted my gude lord and me. 

14 Whan my &ther he heard word 

Tliat my gude lord had forsaken me. 
He sent fifty o his brisk dragoons 
To f esh me hame to my ain countrie. 

15 That morning before I did go. 

My bonny palace for to leave, 

1 went into my gude lord's room. 
But alas ! he wad na speak to me. 

16 ' Fare thee well, Jamie Douglas ! 

Fare thee well, my ever dear to me ! 
Fare thee well, Jamie Douglas ! 

Be kind to the three babes I 've bom to thee.' 



B 



mnloeh MSS, V» 387, in the handwriting of John Hill 
Barton when a yooth. 

1 Walt, waly up the bank ! 

And waly, waly down the brae ! 
And waly, waly to yon bum-side, 
Where me and my love wunt to gae I 

2 As I lay sick, and very sick, 

And sick was I, and like to die. 
And Blacklay wood put in my love's ears 
That he staid in bower too lang wi me. 

3 As I lay sick, and very sick, 

And sick was I, and like to die, 



And walking into my garden green, 
I heard my good lord lichtlie me. 

4 Now woe betide ye, Blacklaywood ! 

I 'm sure an ill death you must die ; 
Ye '11 part me and my ain good lord. 
And his face again I '11 never see. 

5 ' Come down stairs now, Jamie Douglas, 

Come down stairs and drink wine wi me ; 
I 'U set thee into a chair of gold. 

And not one farthing shall it cost thee.' 

6 ' When cockle-shells turn silver bells. 

And muscles grow on every tree. 
When frost and snaw turn fiery baas, 

I '11 come down the stair and drink wine wi 
thee.' 



^^^^^^■1 


■ m 
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7 ' What 'a needs me value yoo, Jamie Douglw, 


And fare ye weel now, Jamie Douglas I ^^M 


More than you do value me ? 




The Earl of Mar Is my father, 


^H 


The Duke of York is my brother gay. 


12 ' What ails ye at yer yonngest son, ^H 




Sits smilin at the nurse's knee? ^^M 


8 ' But when my father geU word o this. 


I 'm sure he never knew any harm, ^^^| 


I trow A sorry man he '11 bo ; 


Except it was from his nurse or thee.' ^^H 


He 'U send four Bcora o hU aoldiore brave 


^^1 


To lak me hwne to mine i«n cotmtrie.' 


■ 


9 Ab I lay owre my castell-wa. 


And when I was into my coaches set, ^^H 


I beheld my fiither comin for me, 


He made his trumpets a,' to sonn. ^^H 


Wi trnmpets sounding on every side ; 


^^1 


But they werena music at a' for me. 


14 I 've heard it said, and it 's oft times seen, ^^M 




The hawk that flies far frae her nest; ^^H 


10 ' And fare ye weel now, Jamie Douglas ! 


And a' the world shall plainly see ^^M 


And fare ye weel. my children three I 


It 's Jamie Douglas that I love best ^^M 


And fare ye weel, my own good lord ! 


^^M 


For my face again ye shall never see. 


16 Ive heard it said, and [it 'sj oft times seen, ^H 




The hawk that flies from tree to tree : ^^M 


11 'And faro ye weel now, Jamie Douglas! 


And a' the world shall plainly see ^H 


And fare ye weel, my children throe 1 


It 'e for Jamie Douglas I maun die. ^^H 


-- 


M 









Then I '11 come np and dine wi thee.' 


Kinloch MSS, V. 807, 1. 103 ; tram John Rae, Ltsmahago, 






6 When my father and mother they got 


1 WALLT, wally up yon bank ! 


word 


And wally down yon brae ! 


That my good lord had forsaken me. 


And wally, wally op yon bum-side, 


They sent fourscore of soldiers brave 


Where me and my lord wont to gae 1 


To bring me hame to my ain countrie. 


2 I leand me on yon saugb sae sweet. 


7 That day that I was foro'd to go. 


I leand me on yon sangh sae sonr, 


My pretty palace for to leave. 


And my gude lord has forsaken me. 


I went to the chamber were my lord lay, 


And he swears he 'U never loo me more. 


But alas ! he wad na speak to me. 


3 There came a young man to this town, 


8 '0 fare ye weel. Jamie Douglas 1 


And Jamie Lockhart was his name ; 


And fare ye weel, my children three 1 


Pause Blackwood lilted in my lord's ear 


I hope your father will prove mair kind 


That I was in the bed vi him. 


To you than he has been to me. 


4 ' Come np, come np, Jamie Douglas, 


9 ' YoQ take every one to be like yoursel. 


Come np, comt- up and dine wi me. 


You take every one that comes unto thee; 


And I '11 fiet thee in a chair of gold. 


But I could swear by the heavens high 


And use you kindly on my knee.' 


That I never knew anither man but thee. 


5 ' When corkle.stieUs turn silver bells, 


10 - foul fa ye, fause Blackwood. 


And mussels hing on every tree. 


And an tU death now may ye die ! 



204. JAMIE DOUGLAS 



For ye waa the firat occa«ioner 
Of partiog toy gude lord and me.' 

11 Whan we gaed in by Edinburgli town, 

My father tuid mither they met me, 

Wi trumpets sounding on every aide ; 

But alas 1 they could na cherish me. 

12 ' Hold your tongue, daughter,' my father ai 

' And with your weeping let me be ; 
And we ■!! get out a bill of divorce, 
And I 'U get a far better lord to thee.' 



13 ' hold your tongue, father,' she eays, 

' And with your talking let me be ; 

I wad na gie a kiaa o my ain lord's Upa 

For a' the men in the west countty.' 

14 Oh an I had my baby born, 

And set upon the nurse's knee, 

And I myaelf were dead and gone ! 

Pot a maid again I will never b& 



Klnlocb MSS, 1, 107 : " West-Country Torsion." 

1 I PBLL Biek. and very, very sick, 

Sick I was, and like to dee ; 
A friend o mire cam frae the west, 

A friend o mine came me to see, 
And the black told it to my gude lord 

He was oure lang in the chamber wi m( 



2 'Coma doun the stair, Jamie Douglas, 

Come doun and drink wine wi me ; 
I '11 set ye on a chair of gold, 

And not ae fartliing will it cost thee.' 

3 ' Whan cockle-ahells turn aiUer bells. 

And fishes flee frae tree to tree. 
Whan froat and snaw turn fire-beama, 
1 11 come doDD and drink wine wi thee.' 



i Whan I was set in my coach and six, 

Taking fareweel o my babies three, 

' I beg yoor father's grace to be kind. 

For your face again I '11 never see.' 



7 As I was walking up London streets, 

My father was coming to meet me, 

Wi trumpets sounding on every sidej 

But that was na music at a' for ma. 

8 ' Hold your tongue, my dochter dear, 

And of your weeping let abee ; 
A bill o divorcement I '11 send to him, 
A far better match I '11 get for thee.' 

d ' Hold your tongne, my father dear, , 

And with your folly let abee ; 
There '11 never man sleep in my twa aims, 
Sin my gude lord haa forsaken me.' 



' What ails ye at your young son James, 
That sits upo the nurse's knee ? 

lure he never did ye no barm. 
If it war na for the nurae or me. 

' What care I for yon, Jamie Douglas ? 

Not a small pin I value thee ; 
For my father he is the Earl of York, 

And of that my mither 's the gay ladie ; 
They will send fourscore of his soldiers bold 

For to tak me hame to my ain conntrie.' 



10 As I was sitting at ray boner-windovr, 

What a blythe sicht did I see I 
I saw four score of his soldiers bold. 

And I wiahd that tbey were coming for me. 

11 Out bespeaks the foremost man. 

And what a weel-spoken man was he ! 
' If the Marquis o Douglas's lady be within, 
YoQ '11 bid her come doun and speak to 
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12 It 'e out bespak my auld father then. 


14 As I cam in by the Orange gate, ^^M 


I Kut an angry mau was he ; 


What a biythe sicht did 1 see ! ^M 


' Ye may gang hack the road ye cam, 


I saw Jamie Douglas coming me to meet, ^^H 


For her face again ye '11 never see.' 


And at his foot war his babies three. ^^M 


13 ' Hold your tonpie, my father dear. 


16 ' 6b fetch, ga fetch a bottle of wine, ^^M 


And with your folly let abee ; 


That I may drink to my gay Udie ; ' ^^H 


For I '11 ga back, and I 'U ne'er return ; 


She took the cup into her hand, ^^M 


Do ye think I love you as weel a« he ? ' 


But her bonnie heaft it broke in three. ^H 


E 


For a bill of divorce I 'U gar write for 




him. 


Enlocb MSB, VH, IST; M AptU, 1896, from the reeita- 
tioD of Jmny Wauoa, Luurk, t^ed 73, who hid it from her 


A miur better lord I '11 get for thee." 








5 ' Na mair o this, my father dear. 


1 I hXY sick, and very sick, 


And of your folly let abee ; 


And I was had, and like to dee; 


For I wad na gie ae look o my lord't 




face 


A friend o mine cam to visit me, 


For aw the lords in the Uaill contree. 


^_ And Blackwood whiaperd in my lord's ear 




^B That he was ouie lang in chamber wi me. 


6 ' But I '11 cast aft my robes o red. 


H 


And I '11 put on my robes o blue. 


^1 2 '0 what need I dress up my bead, 


And I will travel to some other land. 


^1 Nor what need I caim doun my hair, 


To see gin my love will on me rue. 


^H Whan my gnde lord has forsaken me. 




^H And says he will na love me mair! 


7 ' There shall na wash come on my face. 


^m 


There shall na kaim come on my hair ; 


^H 3 ' But oh, an my young babe was born, 


There shall neither coal nor candle-Uchl 


^H And set upon some nourice kuee. 


Be seen intil my bouer na mair. 


^H And I mysel war dead and ga,ne ! 


^^m 


^H For a maid agam I '11 never be.' 


8 '0 wae be to thee, Blackwood, ^^^^^| 


^1 


And an ill dealh may ye dee ^^^^^^H 


^H 4 'Na mair o this, my dochter dear, 


For ye 've been the haill occaeioo ^^^^^H 




Of parting my lord and me.' ^^^^^H 


^P 


But to her I would give nae ^^^^^^H 




And aks ! my ain wand dings me now. ^^^jj^H 


^M Moihenreir. MS, p. MT ; from the twHtation of old Mt« 


^H 6io»Q. lysiaing at Linsort, pariib of Lochninnoch, Septeni- 
^H ber, IS36. 


3 But gin I had wint or I had kisst ^H 




That young man's love was sae ill to win. ^H 


^H 1 Walt, waly np yon bank ! 


I would hae Jockt my heart wi a key o gowd, ^| 


^H And waly, waly up yon brae ! 


And pinnd it wi a sillar pin. ^H 


^H Ajid waly. waly by yon rivei^Bide, 


^H 


^H Where me and my love were wont to gae ! 


4 When lairds and lords cam to this toun, ^H 


^H 


And gentlemen o a high degree, ^H 


^^M 2 My roither tauld me when I was young 


I look my auld son in my arms, ^^H 


^^1 That young men's love was ill to trow : 


And went to my chamber pleasantly. ^^H 


^H 


^^J 
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5 Bat when gentlemen come thro this toon, 

And gentlemen o a high degree, 
I must sit alane in the dark, 

And the babie on the nurse's knee. 

6 I had a nurse, and she was fair, 

She was a dearly nurse to me ; 

She took my gay lord frae my side, 

And used him in her company. 

7 Awa I awa, thou false Blackwood ! 

Ay and an ill death may thou die ! 
Thou wast the first occasioner 
Of parting my gay lord and me. 

8 When I was sick, and very sick, 

Sick I was, and like to die, 
I drew me near to my stair-head, 
And I heard my own lord lichtly me. 

9 ' Come doun, come doun, thou Earl of March, 

Come doun, come doun and dine with 
me; 
I 'U set thee on a chair of gowd, 
And treat thee kindly on my knee ! ' 

10 ' When cockle-shells grow sillar bells. 
And mussells grow on every tree. 
When frost and snaw turns fiery ba's. 
Then I '11 come doun and dine with ihee.' 



11 When my father and mother got word 

That my gay lord had forsaken me, 
They sent three score of soldiers bold 
To bring me to my own countrie. 

12 When I in my coach was set, 

My tenants all was with me tane ; 
They set them doun upon their knees. 
And they begd me to come back again. 

13 Fare ye weel, Jamie Douglas ! 

And fare ye weel, my babies three ! 
I wish your father may be kind 
To these three faces that I do see. 

14 When we cam in by Edinbro toun, 

My father and mother they met me ; 
The cymbals sounded on every side. 
But alace ! the gave no comfort to me. 

15 ^ Hold your tongue, my daughter dear. 

And of your weeping let abee, 
And I '11 give him a bill of divorce, 
And I 'U get as good a lord to thee.' 

16 ' Hold your tongue, my father dear. 

And of your scoffing let me bee ; 
I would rather hae a kiss of my own lord's 
mouth 
As all the lords in the north countrie.' 



Motherwell's MS., p. 345. 

1 O WALY, waly up the bank ! 

And waly, waly down the brae ! 
And waly by yon river side. 

Where me and my lord was wont to gae ! 

2 An I had wit what I wit now, 

Before I came over the river Tay, 
I would hae staid at Lord Torchard's yetts. 
And I raicht hae been his own lady gay. 

3 When I lay sick, and was very sick, 

A friend of mine came me to see ; 
When our Blacklywood told it in my lord's 
ears 
That he staid too long in chamber with me. 



4 Woe be to thee, thou Blacklywood ! 
I wish an ill death may thou die ; 
For thou 's been the first and occasion last 
That put strife between my good lord and 



me. 



5 When my father he heard of this, 

His heart was like for to break in three ; 
He sent fourscore of his soldiers brave 

For to take me home to mine own countree. 

6 In the morning when I arose. 

My bonnie palace for to see, 
I came unto my lord's room-door. 

But he would not speak one word to me. 

7 ' Come down the stair, my lord Jamie Douglas, 

Come down and speak one word with me ; 
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I 'U set thee in a ctiELir of gold. 


12 Quickly, quickly tlien rose he up, 


And the never a penny it will cost thee.' 


And quickly, quickly came he down ; 




When I was in my coaches set, 


8 ■ When cockle-sheila grow silver bells. 


He made hia trumpets all to sound. 


And ^aas growa over the highest tree, 




When frost and snaw turns fieiy bombs, 


13 Aa we came in by Edinburgh town. 


Then will I come down and drink wine with 


My loving father came to meet me, 


thee.' 


With trumpets sounding on every side ; 




Bat it wa£ not comfort at all to me. 


9 O what need I care for Jamie Douglas 




More than he needs to eare for me ? 


14 ' hold your tongue, my daughter dear. 


For the Lord o( Murray 's my father dear, 


And of your weeping pray let abee ; 


And the Duke of York's daughter my 


A bill of divorcement I '11 to him send. 


mother be. 


And a better lord I wiU chose for thee.' 


10 Thou thocbt that I was just like thyself, 


16 ' Hold your tongue, my father dear. 


And took every one that I did see ; 


And of your flattery pray let abee : 


But I can swear by the heavena above 


I 'U never lye In another man's arms. 


That I never knew a man but thee. 


Since my Jamie Dooglaa has forsaken me." 


11 But fare thee weel, my lord Jamie Douglas ! 


16 It 's often said in a foreign land 


And fare you weel, my sma childer three ! 


That the hawk ahe flies far from her nest ; 


God grant your father grace to be kind 


It 's often said, and it "a very true, 


Till I see you all in my own countrie. 


He 's far from me this day Uiat I luve best 


— 


— 


H 


Thou 's been the first and occasion ladt 


Motherwell's MS, p. 397 ; from the recitation of Mrs 


That eer put ill twixt my luve and me. 


TruU of P«ialay. 






6 ' Come down the stairs now, Jamie Douglas, 


^^L 1 WALT, waly up the bank ! 


Come down the stairs and drink wine wi 


^M And waly. waly doun the brae ! 


me; 


^H And waly, waly by yon burn-aide. 


I 'U set thee in a chair of gold. 


^H Whare me and my luve was wont to gae ! 


And it 'a not one penny it will cost thee.' ^^ 


^1 2 If I had kent what I ken now. 


6 ' When cocklfrflheUs grow sUver bells, ^M 


^1 I wud neer hae crossed the waters o Tay ; 


And gowd grows oer yon Uly lea, ^^M 


^H For an I had staid at Argyle's yetts. 


When frost and anaw grows fiery bombs, ^^M 


^H I might hae been his lady gay. 


I will come down and drink wine wi thee.' ^^| 


^M 3 When I lay sick, and very sick. 


7 ' What ails you at our youngest son, ^^^^^^H 


^H And very aick, just like to die. 


That sits upon the nurse's knee ? ^^^^^| 


^H A gentleman, a friend of mine own. 


I 'm sure he 's never done any barm ^^^^^H 


^H A gentleman came me to see; 


And it 's not to his ain nnrse and me.' ^^H 




^H 


^M He wag too long in chamer with me. 


8 My loving father got word of this. ^H 


^1 


But and an angry man was he ; ^^M 


^H 4 woe be to thee, Blackliewoods. 


He sent three score of his soldiers brave ^^M 


^^B But an an ill death may yon die ! 


To bake me to my own countrie. ^^H 
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11 


' Cheer up your heart, my loving daughter, ^| 
Cheer up your heart, let your weeping bee ! 


^1 


' fare ye weel now, Jamie Douglas ! 




A bill of divorce I will write to him. 




And fare ye weel, my children three ! 




And a far better lord I 'U provide for thee.* 




God grant your father may prove kind 




^m 




Till I see yon in ray own countrie." 


12 It '» very true, and It 's often said, ^H 








The hawk she 's &>wn and she 's left her ^M 


^^M 10 When she tvas set into her couch 




■ 








But a' the warld may plainly see ^^M 








........... I 




■ . 


8 


' Fare ye weel then, Jamie Douglas I 




Motharwdl-d MS., p. 500 ; from Mra Notman. 




I value yon as little as you do me ; 
The Earl of Mar is my father dear, 


^H 


' WALY, waly up yon bank I 
And waly, waly down yon hrae ! 




And I soon will see my own countrie. 




And waly, waly by yon bavn-bank. 


g 


' Ye thought that I was like yoursell. 




Where me and my lord wont to gae ! 




And loving each ane I did see ; 
But here I swear, by the day I die. 


^M 


A friend of mine, came to visit me. 




I never loved a man but thee. 




And Blackly whispered in my lord's ears 


10 


' Fare ye weel, my servants all ! 




He was too long in chamber with me. 




And you, my bonny children three ! 
God grant your father grace to be kind 


^H 


' When my father came to hear "t, 
I wot an angiy man wa.s be ; 




Till I see you safe in my own countrie.' 




He sent five score of his soldiers bright 


11 


' As I came into Edinburgh tonne, 




To take me safe to my own countrie. 




But no mirth nor musiek sounds in my car. 


^B 


' Up in the mornin when I arose. 




Since the Earl of March lias forsaken me.' 




And when I came to my lord's door, 


12 


' hold yonr tongue, my daughter dear, 




The neer a word he would speak to me. 




And of your weeping let abee ; 
I 'U send a bill of divorce to the Earl of Mftrch, 


^H 


And drink tlie Orange wine with me : 




And get a better lord for thee.' 




I '11 set thee in a ehair of gold. 


13 


' Hold your tongue, my father dear, 




That neer a penny it cost thee.' 




And of your folly let abee : 
No other lord shall lye in my arms, 


^H 


* When sea and sand turns foreign land. 
And mussels grow on every tree. 




Since the Earl of March has forsaken me. 




When cockle-shells turn silver bells, 


14 


' An I had known what I know now, 




I '11 drink the Orange wine with thee.' 




I 'd never crossed the water o Tayi 

But stayed still at Atholl's gates ; 


^R 


' Wae be to you. BWkly,' she said, 
' Aye and an ill death may you die ! 




He would have made me his lady gay.' 




Too are the first, and I hope the last. 


15 


When she came to her father's lands. 




That eer made my lord lichtly me.' 




The tenants a' came her to see ; 
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Never a word she could speak to tbem, 
But the buttons off her clothes did flae. 



b 



16 'The linnet is a bonnie bird, 

And aften dees far frae its neat ; 



Motherwell's MS., p. 399 ; from the recitatian of Ttobeeca 
Oniiu, a naiiTo o( Gnlloway, 4 Ma;, IBSS. " A song of hec 
DoiheF's, aa old wooian." 

1 O WALT, wftly up yon bank ! 

And waly, waly doun yon brae ! 
And waly, waly by yon bum-side. 
Where me and my lave used to gae! 

2 Oh Johnie, Johnie, but love is boonie 

A little while, when it is new ; 
But when love grows aulder, it grows mair 



And it fades awa like the momin dew. 

3 I leaned my back against an aik, 

I thocht it was a trusty tree ; 
But firat [it] bowed, and syne it brak, 
And sae did my fause luve to me. 

4 Once I lay sick, and very sick. 

And a friend of mine cam to visit rae. 

But the small bird whispered in my love's 

That he was ower lang in the room wi 



So ail the warld may plainly see 
They 're far awa that I luve best' 



7 If I had known what I know now. 

That love it was sae ill to win. 
I should neer hae wet my cherry cheek 

8 When my father he cam to know 

That my first luve bad sae slighted me. 
He sent four score of his soldiers bright 
To guard me home to my own countne. 

9 Slowly, slowly roae I up, 

And slowly, slowly I came down. 
And when he saw me sit in my coach. 
He made his drums and trumpets sound. 

10 It 's fare ye weel. my pretty palace ! 

And fare ye weel, my children three I 
And I hope your father will get mair grace, 
And love you better than he 's done to me. 



11 When we cami 

My father c 

He made his d 

But they we 



near to bonnie Edinburgh 

m for to meet me ; 
nms and trumpets sound, 
« no comfort at all to me. 



6 ' It 'b come down stairs, my Jamie Douglas, 
Come down stairs, luve, and dine wi me ; 
I 'U set yon on a chair of gold. 
And court ye kindly on my knee.' 

6 ' When cockle-sbelb grow silver bella, 
And gold it grows on eveiy tree, 
When frost and snaw turns fiery balls. 
Then, love, I 'II come down and dine wi 



12 ' It 's hold your tonpne, my daughter dear. 

And of your weeping pray let be : 
For a bill of divorcement I 'II send to him, 
And a better husband I 11 you supply.' 

13 ' O hold your tongue, my father dear. 

And of your folly pray now let be ; 
For there 's neer a lord shall enter my bower, 
Since tnj first love has itu slighted me.' 
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Motherwell's MS., p. 302 ; from Jean NicoL 

1 O WALYy waly np tlie bank ! 

AAd waly, waly doan the brae ! 
And waly by yon river-side, 

Where me and my loye were wont to gae I 

2. A gentleman, a friend of mine, 
Came to the toun me for to see, 



3 ' Come doan the stair, Jamie Douglas, 

Come doun the stair and drink wine wi 
me ; 
For a chair of gold I will set thee in, 
And not one farthing it will cost thee.' 

4 ' When cockle-shells grow siller bells. 

And mussels grow on ilka tree. 
When frost and snaw turns out fire-bombs. 
Then I 'U come doun and drink wine wi 
thee.' 



5 But when her father heard of this, 

but an angry man was he ! 

And he sent four score of his ain regiment 
To bring her hame to her ain coontrie. 

6 O when she was set in her coach and six, 

And the saut tear was in her ee, 
Saying, Fare you weel, my bonnie palace! 
And fare ye weel, my children three ! 

7 O when I came into Edinburgh toun. 

My loving father for to see, 
The trumpets were sounding on every stde. 
But ihey were not music at all for me. 

8 * O hold your tongue, my daughter dear. 

And of your folly I pray let be ; 
For a bill of divorcement I 'U send him. 
And a better lord I '11 provide for thee.' 

9 ' O hold your tongue, my father dear, 

And of your folly I pray let be ; 
For if I had stayed in fair Orange Green, 

1 might have been his gay ladye.' 



Fmlay's Scottish Ballads, II, 1» a collation of three 
copies, one of which was M. 

1 When I fell sick, an very sick, 

An very sick, just like to die, 
A gentleman of good account 

He cam on purpose to visit me ; 
But his blackie whispered in my lord's ear 

He was owre lang in the room wi me. 

2 ' Gae, little page, an tell your lord, 

Gin he will come and dine wi me 
I '11 set him on a chair of gold 

And serve him on my bended knee.' 

3 The little page gaed up the stair : 

' Lord Douglas, dine wi your ladie ; 
She '11 set ye on a chair of gold, 
And serve you on her bended knee.' 

4 * When cockle-shells turn silver bells, 

When wine drieps red frae ilka tree, 
"^Hien frost and snaw will warm us a'. 
Then I '11 cum down an dine wi thee." 



5 But whan my father gat word o this, 

what an angpy man was he ! 
He sent fourscore o his archers bauld 

To bring me safe to his countrie. 

6 When I rose up then in the mom. 

My goodly palace for to lea, 
I knocked at my lord's chamber-door, 
But neer a word wad he speak to me. 

7 But slowly, slowly, rose he up, 

And slowly, slowly, cam he down, 
And when he saw me set on my horse, 
He caused his drums and trumpets soun. 

8 ' Now fare ye weel, my goodly palace ! 

And fare ye weel, my children three ! 
Qod grant your father g^ace to love yon 
Far more than ever he loved me.' 

9 He thocht that I was like himsel, 

That had a woman in every hall ; 
But I could swear, by the heavens clear, 

1 never loved man but himseL 
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10 As on to Embro town we cam, 

My guid father he weli^otimd me : 
He caused hia rainstreU meet to sound. 

It was nae music at a' to me. 

11 ' Now haud your tongue, my daughter dear, 

Leave oS your weeping, let it be ; 
For Jamie's divorcement I '11 send over; 
Fat better lord I 'U provide for the«.' 

12 * haud your tongue, my father dear, 

And of such talking let me be ; 
For never a man shall come to ray arms, 
Since my lord has aae slighted me.' 



13 an I had neer crossed the Tweed, 

Nor yet been owre the river Dee, 

I might hae staid at Lord Orgul's gate, 

Where I wad liae been a gay ladie. 

14 The ladies they will cum to town, 

And they will cum and visit me ; 

But I '11 set me down now in the dark. 

For ochanie ! who 'U comfort me ? 

15 An wae betide ye, blatk Fastness, 

Ay, and an ill deid may ye die ! 
Ye wjia the first and foremost man 

Wha parted my tine lonl and me. 



Herd'* MSS, I. 94 

1 Earl Douqlas, than wham never knight 

Had valour moe ne courtesie, 

Tet he 'a now blamet be a' the land 

For lightlying o his gay lady. 

2 ' Go. little page, and tell your lord. 

Gin he will cum and dine wi me, 
I '11 set him on a seat of gold, 

I '11 serve him on my bended knee,' 



3 The little page gaed up the stair : 

' Lord Douglas, dyne wi your lady j 
She 'U Bet ye on a seat of gold. 

And serve ye on her bended knee.' 

4 ' When cockle-eliella turn siller bella. 

When musaela grow on ilka tree. 

When frost an<l snow sail warm ua a', 

Then I aall dyne wi ray ladie.' 

5 ' Now wae betide ye, black Fastness, 

Ay and an ill dead met ye die ! 
Ye was the first and the foremost man 
Wha parted my true lord and me." 



MotherweU'd Minstrelsy, Appendix, p. t, ihe last three 



1 Srk looked out at her father's window, 
To take a view of the countrie : 
Who did alie see but Jamie Douglas, 
And along with him her children three 1 



2 There came a soldier to the gate. 

And he did knock right hastilie : 
' If Lady Douglas be within. 

Bid her come down and speak to me.' 

3 ' O come away, my lady fair. 

Come away now alang with me. 
For I have hanged fause Blackwood, 
At the very place where he told the lie.' 
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Motherwell's MinstrelBy, Appendix, p. xvii, IX. 

* O COMB down stairs, Jamie Doaglas, 
O come down stairs and speak to me, 

And I '11 set thee in a fine chair of gowd, 
And I 'U kindly daat thee npon my knee. 



Variations o/Waly, Waly, etc. 

a. Put among * Auld Sangs brushd up ' in Ramr 

says *^ Contents,*' p. 329. Printed in 
eigktrline stanzas. 
4. Bums had heard this stanza " in the west 
country " thiLS {Cromek*s Eeliques, 1817, p. 
245): 

O wherefore need I busk my head ? 

Or wherefore need I kame my hair ? 
Sin my faase lave has me forsook, 

And says he *11 never lave me mair. 

7*. my cry : me in the London edition of 
1733. 

b. 1*. ap yon bank. 1*. down yon brea. 
l*. And waly by yon river's side. 

1*. Where my love and I was wont to gae. 
2, 3 are 3, 2. 

2\ And sae did my faase love to me. 
3^. Waly, waly, gin love be bonny. 
3*. little while when. 3*. it 's : waxes. 
3^ wears away like. 
4. Already given. 
6K O Martinmas. 

6^ And take a life that wearies me. 
B. 3*. wlalking. 6^ bells turn silver shells. 

0. These variations in the second copy (1, 103) 

are Kinloch's: 

4*. on a. 9^. to thee. 12^ let abee. . 

12^ for thee. 1S\ father, I said. 

13" ae kiss. 14*. I '11. 
F. 5^. For gentlemen Motherwell queries, lairds 
and lords ? 

9^ Earl of Marqais; March queried by Moth- 
erwell. It is March in I. 

1. 5^ 6*. Orange, not orange, in the MS. 

6\ Motherwell queries far in for foreign. 



J. 2\ nonnie, nonny is written in pencil by Mothr 
erweU between 1 and 2 ; no doubt as a eonr 
jectural emendation q/* Johnie, Johnie. 

L. 2, 3, 4, 15 are M 2-^, wUh slight changes. 
1^ '^ One copy here bears black-bird and 

another a faase bird." {Finlay.) 
13*. Lord Orgul. " This name is differently 

given by reciters.** (Finlay.) 
15^ Fastness as a proper name, but evidently 
meant for faastness, falseness, as Mother^ 
well hxLS observed. 

"NL. Quham, quhen, qaha are printed wham, when, 
wha ; zet, ze, zoar, are printed yet, ye, 
your. 

N. Motherwell's ballad is '^ traditionary " to the 
extent that it is substantially made up from 
traditionary material. The text of the ro- 
cited copies is not always strictly adhered to. 
The fifth stanza happens not to occor in the 
texts used, bat may have come in in some 
other recitation obtained by MotherweU, or 
may simply have been adopted from Ramsay. 
The three last stanzas (N) are from some 
recitation not preserved in Motherwell's rel- 
ics. Neglecting unimportant divergencies, 
the constituent parts are as follows : 
1 = H1>-«,Q1*. 2,3 = J 2, 3. 4 = P2. 
(5 = Ramsay 4.) 6 = F 3. 7 = 1 14. 
8 - 10 = F 4-6. 11 = F 7^^\ H 4» 
12 = H 3 (see B 1*-*, L 1*). 13 = P 8. 
14 = I 5i-», O*. 15 = I 6. 16 = H 7. 
17 = J 7. 18 = F 11«, I S^\ 19, 
20 = 1 4, 8. 21 = 1 9 (see L 9»). 
22 = J 9. 23 = F 12. 24 = J 10. 
25 = I 10. 26 = I 7»-», Q 4*. 27 = Q 
13,I11«'*. 28 = F15,Q14. 29=P16. 
30, 31 = I 15, 16. (32 resembles D 10^, 
U*-* ; 33, D 11.) 
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^^^^ APPENDIX 


I 'to rather travel into Spain, J 




Where I 'le get love for love agaia. ^H 






_ ARTHUR'S SEAT SHALL BE MY BED, 


e And I 'le cast off my robi of black, H 
And. will put on the robs of blue, ^M 


ft ETC., OR, LOVE IN DESPAIR 


And I will to some other land ^ft 


■ 


Till I see my love will on me rue. H 


■ A NEW song much in request, sung with its own 


H proper tune. 


7 It 's not the cold thitt makes me cry, ^H 


■ 


Nor is 't the weet that weaties me, ^^| 


■ Lung, BroBdaidei Ballads, No. SI, not dated bat conaid- 


Nor h 'I the frost th»t freezes fell ; ^M 


■ Bred 10 have been primed towards the end of the Kven- 


But 1 love a lad, and I dare not tell. ^M 


tccDtb or the )>eeiiiiiiDg of (he eJghtwnlh century, and prob- 


g 


ablj at Edinburgh. 


S faith is gone and truth is past, ^| 


1 Comb lay me soft, and dntw me near. 


And my true-love 'a forsaken me; ^^| 


And laj- thy whita hand over me, 


If all be true ihnt I hear ^^^^M 


For I am atarving in the coid. 


I 'le mourn until the day I die. ^^^^H 


And ihou art bound to cover me. 


^^^^^^H 




S Oh, if I had nere been born ^^^^H 


S cover me in my distreM, 


Than lo have dy'd when I was young I ^^M 


And help me in my raiBerie, 


Then I had never wet my cheeks ^M 


For I do wake when I should sleep. 


For the love of any woman's son. ^| 


All for the love of my dearie. 


^H 




10 Oh, oh. if ray young babe were bom, ^M 


S My rents they are bat very Bmall 


And set upon the nurse's knee, ^^M 


For to maintain my love wiihall. 


And I my self were dimd and gone I ^H 


But with my labour and my pain 


For a maid again 1 'le never be. ^M 


I will mainiHin my love with them. 


■ 




11 Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blow, ^M 


4 Arthur's Seat shall be my bed. 


And blow ihe gn-en leafs off the tree ^H 


And Ihe f heets shall never be filM for me, 


gentle Death, tthen wilt thou come! ^M 


St Anthony's well shall be my drink. 


For of my life I am wearie. ^M 


Since my true'love 's forsaken me. 


^^M 




1\ darw. _^^^H 


6 Should I be bound, that may go free? 


^^^^^^H 


Should I love them (hat loves aoC me? 


■ 


1^1^ 205 ^^1 


LOUDON HILL. 


OR. DRUMCLOG ^^B 


• The Battle of Uudoun HUl,' Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border. III. 188. 1803; H, 20fl, 1888. H 





- — ■ 


The "gospel-lads," otherwiBe Belf-styled 


of Parliament obnoxioaa to Covenanters, in V 


the true Presbyterian p^rty, had in 1679, 


retaliation fur the burning of the Covenant at ■ 


May 29 (observed both as the king's birth- 


London seventeen years before. They had 1 


day and the anniversary ui the Restoration), 


intended to do this at Glasgow, but as Claver- ■ 


began their testimony against the iniquity of 


bouse had established himself there, the dem- 1 


the times by publishing a Declamtion. put- 


onstration was mnde at Rutherglen, a little 1 


ting out loyal bonfires, and burning all acts 

TOL. IT. u 


place two miles off. On the Slat Clavorbouse ■ 
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laid hands on three of thu rioters and an out- 
lawed minister. The Covenantera had ap- 
pointed a great meeting, an armed conven- 
ticle, for the next day, Sunday, June 1, at 
Loudon Hill, on the borders of the shires 
of Ayr and Lanark, Not so many came 
as were expected, for Claverhouse had been 
heard of, but there were at leaat two hun- 
dred and fifty armed men ; and these num- 
bers were subsequently increased.* It was 
resolved to rescue the prisoners taken the 
day before, if the Lord should enable them, 
and in prosecution of this object they moved 
on to Drumclog, a swampy farm two miles 
east of Loudon Hill. The chief of command 
was Robert Hamilton, and with him were as- 
sociated John Balfour of Kinloch, called Burly, 
Hackston of Rathillet, and others. What 
ensned is told in a frank letter of Claver- 
house, written the night of the same Sunday. 
The prisonei-3 were to be conveyed to Glas- 
gow. "I thought," says Claverhouse, "that 
we might make a little tour, to see if we could 
fall upon a conventicle ; which we did, little to 
onr advantage. For, when we came in sight 
of them, we found them drawn up in battle, 
upon a most advantageous ground, to which 
there was no coining but through mosses and 
lakes. They were not preaching, and had 
got away all their women and children. They 
consisted of four battalions of foot, and ail 
well armed with fusils and pitchforks, and 
three squadrons of borse. We sent, both, par- 
ties to skirmish, they of foot and we of dra- 
goons ; they run for it, and sent down a bat- 
talion of toot against them (the dnigoons). 
We sent threescore of dragoons, who made 

• " Public worship wu bBgiin by Mr DnnglM. when the 
ncconnU came U> t!ii;iii that Claverhouse aod his meo w>^re 
coming upon (hem, and had Mr King nnd others thrir 
friends priloncrs. Upon this, finding evil was determined 
againsC them, all nhu had anOB drew ont from Ihe rest of 
the mectinE, and resolvecl to go iind meet the Biiiiiiont end 
prevent their diBroissing the mei-ting, and, if poiiiiib!<:, relieve 
Mr King and the other prisoners." Wodrow'a History. 
1733, II, 46. 

t {Foilicnpl : " My lord, I sm ho wenried and eo sleepy 
that I have written tliia very con{uHedlj."] See Russell. In 
the Appendix to C. E. Shnrpe's ediliim of Kirkton's Secret 
and True Hisrory of the Church of Scollitnd, p. *3S ft.; Na- 
pier's Memnriilla and Letlera of John Gmham of CiRvfr- 
bouse, n. 219-933. Tbrre is a good account of the alFair 
in Mowbray Morris's ■' Clave rhuuflE," ch. iv. 



them run again shamefully. But in the end 

(they perceiving that wo had the better of 
them in skirmish), they resolved a general 
engagement, and immediately advanced with 
their foot, the horse following. They came 
through the loch, and the greatest body of all 
made up against my troop. We kept our fire 
till they were witliin ten pace of us. They 
received our fire and advanced to shock. The 
first they gave us brought down the comet, 
Mr Crafford, and Captain Bleith. Besides 
that, with a pitchfork, they made such an 
opening in my sorrel horse 'a belly that his gnts 
hung out half an ell, and yet he carried me oS 
a mile; which so discouraged our men that 
'they sustained not the shock, but fell into dis- 
order. Their horse took the occasion of this, 
and pursued us so hotly that we got no time 
to rally. I saved the standards, but lost on 
the place about eight or ten men, besides 
wounded. But the dragoons lost many more. 
They are not came easily off on the other 
side, for I saw several of them fall before wa 
came to the shock. I made the best retreat 
the confusion of our people would suffer." f 

The cornet killed was Robert Graham, the 
"nephew" of Claverhouse, of whom so much 
is made in " Old Mortality." There is no evi- 
dence beyond the name to show that he was a 
near kinsman of his captain. The Covenant- 
ers thought they had killed Claverhouse him- 
self, because of the name Graham being 
wrought into the comet's shirt, and treated 
the body with much brutiility. In 'Bothwell 
Bridge,' st. 12, Claverhouse is represented as 
refusing quarter to the Covenantera in revenge 
for ' his cornet's death.' J 

I Najwer interprets the cornet to be Mr Crafford (Craw- 
ford), who, in the preceding February, was a corporal in Iha 
troop: Memorials, II, 191. But Crelchlon, in his MemiMn^ 
mentions "the loss of Cornet Roheri Graham" tt Drum- 
clog. Boucll speaks of a Graham killed at Drnmcloj;, and, 
like Creichton, telle a story of the disfigurement of hie face 
(which he attributes to the cornet's own dojr). Lawne of 
Blackwood, Lord Jnmie Doaplas's lago, was indicted and 
tried, Not. 34, 159E-Feb. T, I6S3, for (among other ihing*) 
cuunlenandng John Auliton, who "in the late rebellian" 
murdered Comet Graham: Wodrow, 11. 393. 39S. Guild. 
in his Bellnm Bothuelliannm, cited by Scott, has "Bignifer, 
trajectuB globub, Oramiis." 

Napier will know only of a William (irahnm 
Claverhouw, " and certainly not killed at Dramclog-." 
William Grahiim is referred to in a dispatch of Clater- 



I 
I 

I 
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1 You 'l marvel when I tell ye o 

Out noble Burly and his train, 
"Whea last he miirchd up through the land, 
Wi aaz-and-tweoty vesthind men. 

2 Than they I neer a braver heard, 

For they had a' baith wit and akiU ; 

They proved right well, as I heard tell, 

As they cam up oer Loudoun HilL 

3 Weel prosper a' the gospel-lads 

That are into the west eountrie 
Ay wicked Claverse to demean, 
And ay an ill dead may he die 1 

4 For he 'b drawn up i battle rank, 

An that baith Hoon an haatilie ; 
But tliey wha live till simmer come, 
Some bludie days for this will see. 

5 But up apak cruel Claverse then, 

Wi haxtie wit an wicked altill, 
'Gae 6ie on yon westlan men; 
I think it is my sovreigu's tvilL' 

6 But up bespake his cornet then, 

' It 's he wi nae consent o me ; 

I ken I 'II neer come back again, 

An mony mne as weel aa me. 

7 ' There is not ane of a' yon men 

But wha is worthy other three ; 
There is na ane amang them a.' 
Tliat in liis cauae will stap to d!e> 

8 ' An as for Burly, him I knaw ; 

He 's a man of hononr, birth, an fame ; 
Gie him a Kword into his hand. 
He 'II fight thysel an other ten.' 

house's, Mnrch C) 1 GTK, ns commiuidiai^ a small fcarrison : 
Napier II, 301. A Comvt Graham iu ClarerhouiK's troop 
captured a rebel in March. IGS3: B. Law's Memorials, ed. 
Shitrpe. p. 932. A William Graham was " comet to Olavor- 
honae," J&niiar<r.1. 1(>M : Wodrow, II, 33S. (See " Claveiv, 
The Deapot's Cbampion, bj a Soatbem," Jiondoii, 1889, 



d But up spake wicked Claverse then — 

I wat his heart it raise fu hie — 

And he has cry'd, that a' might hear, 

* Man, ye hae eair deceived me. 

10 ' I never kend the like afore, 

Ka, never since I came frae hame. 

That you eae cowardly here.euld prove. 

An yet come of a noble Grnme.' 

11 But up bespake his cornet then, 

' Since that it is your honour's will. 
Mysel shall be the foremost man 
That ahaU gie file on Loudoun HilL 

12 ' At your command I 'U lead them on, 

But yet wi nae uoiisenl o me ; 
For weel I ken I '11 neer return. 
And mony mae as weel as me.' 

13 Then up he drew in battle rank — 

I wat he had a bonny train — 

But the first time that bullets flew 

Ay he lost twenty o hia men. 

14 Then back he came the way he gaed, 

I wat right soon an suddenly ; 
He gave commnnd nmang Iiis men. 

And sent them back, and bade them fle< 

16 Then up came Burly, bauld an stout, 

Wi 'a little train o weatland men, 

Wlia mair than eitlier aince or twice 

In Edinburgh confind had been. 

16 They hae been np to London aent, 

An yet tliey 're a' come safely down; 
Sax troop o Iinrsemen they hae beat. 
And chased them into Glasgow town. 

p. iS f„ ■ careful and impartial book, to which I o 
voDpU of poinU ihat I had oot myoell noiiceil.) 

C. K. Shnrpe cnlU Robert Graham Clat-prhunw's co 
Napier, I, ZTl, but probably wonid net wiih ihe title I 
t«k«Q aliictlf. 
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BOTHWELL BRIDGE 

Minatrelsy of the Soottieh Border, HI, 209, 1803 ; II, 226, ISSS. From recitadon. 



The report of the success of the Covenant- 
ers at Drumclog brought fouror five thousand 
malcontents into the rising, many of whom, 
however, were not radicals of the Hamilton 
type, but moderate Presbyterians. After not 
a little moving up and down, they established 
their camp on the nineteenth of June at Ham- 
ilton, on the south side of the Clyde, near the 
point where the river is crossed by Bothweil 
Bridge. They were deficient in arms and am- 
munition and in officers of military expe- 
rience. " But," as a historian of their own 
party says, " the greatest loss was their want 
of order and harmony among themselves; 
neither had they any person in whom they 
heartily centred, nor could they agree upon 
the grounds of their appearance." Both be- 
fore and after their final encampment at Ham- 
ilton, they were principally occupied with de- 
bating what testimony they should make 
against Popery, Prelacy, Erastianiam, and the 
Indulgence, and whether their declaration 
should contain an acknowledgment of the 
king's authority. Dissension ran high, "and 
enemies had it to observe and remark that 
ministers preached and prayed against one 
another." 

The king named the Dnke of Monmouth 
to command his army in Scotland. Both 
the instructions which were given him and 
the duke's own temper were favorable to an 
accommodation. The royal forces were at 
Bothweil Muir on the twenty-second of June, 
and their adviinced guards within a quarter 
of a mile of the bridge. The duke marched 
bis army to an eminence opposite the main 
body of the enemy, who lay on the moor (st. 
10). The bridge was held by Hackston of 
Ratbillet and other resolute men. It 



very defensible, being only twelve feet wide 
and rising from each end to the middle, where 
there was a gate, and it was also obstructed 
with atones. Early in the morning a deputa- 
tion was sent by the rebels to the duke to lay 
bffore him their demands. He heard them 
patiently, and espressed his willingness to do 
all that he conld for tliem with the king, bat 
would engage himself to nothing until they 
laid down their arms. He gave them an hour 
to make up their mind. The officers of the 
insurgents were unable to come to an agree- 
ment. Hamilton, who assumed the general 
command, was against any pncific arrange- 
ment, and no answer was returned. In the 
interim four field-pieces had been planted 
against the bridge. The defenders main- 
tained themselves under the fire of these and 
of the musketeers and dragoons until their 
own powder was exhausted, and then unwil- 
lingly withdrew to the main body, by Hamil- 
ton's order. The bridge was cleared of ob- 
structions, and the royal army crossed and 
advanced in order of battle against the rebels 
on the moor. The first fire made the Cove- 
nanters' horse wheel about, and their retreat 
threw the nearest foot into disorder ; in con- 
sequence of which the whole army fell into J 
confusion. Twelve hundred surrendered with- I 
out resistance, the rest Bed, and several hun- , 
dred were killed in the pursuit,* 

1-9. William Gordon of Earlston, a hot 
Covenanter, while on his way to Hamilton 
on the twenty-second to join the insurgents, i 
fell in with some dragoons who were pursuing ] 
his already routed copartisans, and, resisting I 
their attempt to make him prisoner, was J 



was moin ; RoueU, 



, I7S3. 11, 64-67; Creichloi 
Q ShArpe'a ed. of EirkioD, p, 447 S. 
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killed. Hia son Alexander, a man of more 
temperate views, was at Botbwell Biidge," 
and escaped. Although Eailston in st. 4 is 
represented aa bidding farewell to his father, 
the grotesque narrative with which the ballad 
begins can be understood only of the father; 
Bts. 7, 8 make this certain. 

9. It aeema to be meant, as grammar would 
require, that it ia the 'Lennox hid,' and a 
Covenanter, that sets up ' the flag of red set 
abont with blue.' In "Old Mortality," Sir 
Wwlter Scott makes the Covenanters plant 
" the scarlet and blue colors of the Scottish 
covenant "' on the keep of Tillietudiem. 
Whether he had other authority than this 
ballad for the scarlet, I have not been able 
to ascertain. All the flags of the covenant 
may not have been alike, but ail would prob- 
ably have a ground of blue, which is known 
to have been the Covenanters' color. One flag. 
which belonged to a Covenanter who figured 
at Drumclog and Bothwell Bridge, has fortu- 
nately been preserved. It is of blue silk, 
with three inscriptions, one of which is, "No 
Quarters to y" Active Enimiesof y" Covenant," 
first painted in some light color, afterwiirds 
repainted in a dull red. (Napter, I, xliv). 

The last half of the stanza must he apoken 
by Monmouth, and the tune of it is more chiv- 
alrous than the circumstances call for. 



12-15. For Claverhouse's comet, see the 
preceding ballad. Captain John Graham, for 
that was all he then was, was not conspicuous 
at Bothwell Bridge. He commanded the 
horse on the right, and Captain Stuart tha 
dragoons on the left, when the advance was 
made on the Covenantera. He was as capable 
of insubordination as Robert Hamilton was of 
Eraatianiam, and it is nearly as unnecessaiy, at 
this day, to vindicate him from the charge of 
cruelty as from that of procuring Monmouth's 
execution six years in advance of the fates. f 

' Earlistonn,' Chambers, Twelve Komantio 
Scottish Ballads, p. 2t}, is this piece with the 
battle omitted, or stanzas 1-6, V-\ 8H 16. 

Scott observes : " There is said to be an- 
other song upon this battle, once very popu- 
lar, but I have not been able to recover it." 

There is a stall-ballad of Bothwell Brigg, 
not traditional, a very good ballad of its sort, 
with a touching story and a kindly moral, 
which may or may not be later than Sir 
Walter Scott's day. It is of John Carr and 
hiawife Janet and a non-covenanting lady, who 
carries off John, badly wounded, from the field 
(where he had fought better tlian most of bis 
party), and nurses him in her lord's castle till 
he is well enough to be visited by hla wife. 

Translated by Talvj, Cbarakteriatik, p. 581. 



1 ' BiLtiE, billie, bonny billie, 

Will ye go to ihe wood wi me ? 
We '11 ca oar horse hame maaterlesB, 
An gar them trow iiIaiD men are we.' 

2 * DO, DO [ ' says Earlatonn, 

' For that 's the thing that mauna be ; 
Fur I am sworn to Bothwell Hill, 
Where I maun either gae or die.' 

3 So Earbtoun rose in the morning. 

An mounted by the break o day. 
An he has joind onr Scottish Uds, 
As they were marching out the way. 

4 ' Now, farewell, father ! and farewell, mother ! 

An fare ye weel, my sisters three 1 
• RuhU, hi above, p. -164 ; Wodrow. 11, SB. 



An fare ye well, my EarUtoun ! 
For thee again I 11 ne^er sea.* 

6 So they 're awa to Bothwell Bill, 
An waly, tliey rode bonnily ! 
When the Duke o Monmouth saw them cc 
He went to view their company. 

6 ' Ye 're welcome, lads,' then Monmouth u 

' Ye 're welcome, brave Scots lads, to n 
And sae are you. brave Elarlstoun, 
The foremost o your company. 

7 ' But yield your weapons ane an a", 

O yield your weapons, lads, to me ; 

For, gin ye '11 yield your weapons up, 

Te'se a' gae hame to your country.' 

t Bd( ice " Clavers, the Dopol'i Cbampion," p. TS 
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8 Out then spak a Lennox lad, 

And waly, but he spoke bonmly ! 
* I winna yield my weapons up, 
To you nor nae man that I see/ 

9 Then he set up the flag o red, 

A* set about wi bonny blue : 
' Since ye '11 no cease, and be at peace, 
See that ye stand by ither true.' 

10 They stelld their cannons on the height, 

And showrd their shot down in the how. 
An beat our Scots lads even down ; 
Thick they lay slain on every know. 

11 As eer you saw the rain down fa, 

Or yet the arrow frae the bow, 
Sae our Scottish lads fell even down. 
An they lay slain on every know. 

12 ^ O hold your hand,' then Monmouth cry'd, 

' Gie quarters to yon men f or me ; ' 



But wicked Claverhouse swore an oath 
His comet's death revengd end be. 

13 ' O hold your hand,' then Monmouth eiy'dy 

' If ony thing you 'U do for me ; 
Hold up your hand, you cursed Gneme, 
£lse a rebel to our king ye 'U be.' 

14 Then wicked Claverhouse tumd about-— 

I wot an angry man was he — 
And he has lifted up his hat, 

And cry'd, God bless his Majesfy ! 

15 Than he 's awa to London town, 

Ay een as fast as he can dree ; 
Fause witnesses he has wi him taen, 

An taen Monmouth's head frae his body. 

16 Alang the brae beyond the brig, 

Mony brave man lies cauld and still ; 

But lang we '11 mind, and sair we '11 rue, 

The bloody battle of Bothwell HilL 
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A. * The Long-armed Duke,' first printed, about 1843, 
in a periodical called the Story Teller; afterwards 
in Notes and Queries, First Series, Y, 243, 1852. 

B. ' Devonshire's Noble Duel with Ix)rd Danby, in the 
year 1687,' Llewellynn Jewitt's Ballads and Songs 
of Derbyshire, p. 55, 1867. 

C. Llewellynn Jewitt's Ballads and Songs of Derby- 
shire, p. 57, two stanzas. 



D. 'Lord Delaware,' Thomas Lyle's Ancient Ballads 
and Songs, chiefiy from tradition, manuscripts, and 
scarce works, etc., London, 1827, p. 125. * Lord Del- 
amare,' Motherwell's MS., p. 539. Dixon, Ancient 
Poems, Ballad R and Songs of the Peasantry of Eng- 
land, p. 80, Percy Society, vol. xvii, 1846; the same, 
ed. Robert Bell, 1857, p. 66. 



Op D the editor says : " An imperfect copy 
. . . was noted down by us from the singing 
of a gentleman in this city [Glasgow], which 
has necessarily been remodelled and smoothed 
down to the present measure, without any 
other liberties, however, having been taken 
with the original narrative, which is here 
carefully preserved as it was committed to us." 
The air, says Lyle, was ^^ beautiful, and pe- 
culiar to the ballad." 



E. Leigh, Ballads and Legends of Cheshire, 
p. 203, repeats A. 

Mr E. Peacock had an imperfect manu- 
script copy with the title ^Lord Delamere,* 
beginning 

I wonder very much that onr sovereign king 
So many large taxes upon this land should bring. 
Notes and Qaeries, First Series, IT, 104, 1851. 

Dr Rimbault remembered hearing a version 
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I 



aung at a village in Staffordshire, about 
184^, in which Hereford was Bubstituted for 
Devonshire: Notes and Quenes, First Series, 
V, 348, 18.r2. 

Lord Delamere, upon occasion of the im- 
position of some new taxes, begs a boon of the 
king, in the Parliament House ; it is that he 
may have all the poor men in the land down 
to Cheshire and hang them, since it would be 
better for tbera to be hanged than to be 
starved. A French (Dutch) lord says that 
Delamere ought to be stabbed for publicly 
affronting the king. The Duke of Devonshire 
offers himself to fight for Delamere, and a 
stage is set up for a duel to the utterant-e. 
Devonshire's sword bends at the first thrust and 
then breaks. An English lord who is stun d- 
ing by (Willonghby.B) gives him another, and 
advises him to play low. for there is treach- 
ery. Devonshire drops on his knee and gives 
bis antagonist his death-wound. The king 
orders tlie dead man to be taken away, but 
Devonshire insists on first examining the body. 
He finds that the French lord had been wear- 
ing armor, and the king's armor, while he 
himself was fighting bare. He repronches 
the king with the purpose of taking his life, 
and tells him that he shall not have his armor 
back until be wins it. 

According to the title of B, the dael was 
between Devonshire and Lord Danby, and in 
1687. The other party is, however, called a 
Dutch lord in the ballad. The king is James. 
Delamere is said to be under age (he was 
thirty.five in 1687). 

In D, Delamere is changed to Delaware, of 
Lincolnshire ; the Duke of Devonshire is 
called a Welsh lord, and fights a Dutch lord 
in defence of young Delaware. When Devon- 
shire's sword breaks, he springs from the 
stage, borrows another from a soldier in the 
ring, and leaps back to the stage. 

It is scarcely necessary to say that the duel 
is on a par for historical verity with that in 
* Johnie Scot ' (No 99). If there was to be a 
duel, Devonshire (Earl, he was not created 
Duke till 1694, the last year of Delamere's 
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life) was well chosen for the nonce. He had 
fought with Lord Mohun, in ltj76, and was 
credited with challenging Count Konigsmark, 
in 16K2. What is true in the ballad is that 
Delamere was a strenuous and uncompromis- 
ing advocate of constitutional government, 
and that he and Devonshire were political and 
personal friends. Both were particularly ac- 
tive in bringing in the Prince of Orange; and 
BO was Lord Danby, with whom, according to 
the title of B, Devonshire was fighting the 
duel the year before the revolution. 

It hiis been suggested," and it is barely 
conceivable, that the ballad may have grown 
out of a perverted report of the affair of 
the Earl of Devonshire with Colonel Cole- 
pepper. 

'• On Sunday the 24th of April, 1687, the 
said earl, meeting on Colonel Culpepper in 
the drawing-room in Whitehall (who had 
formerly affronted the said earl in the king's 
palace, for which he had not received any sat- 
isfaction), he spake to the said colont^l to go 
with him into the next room, who went with 
him accordingly; and when they were there, 
the said earl requiri^d of him to go down stairs, 
that be might have satisfaction for the affront 
done him, as aforesaid : which the colonel 
refusing to do, the said earl struck him with 
his stick, as is supposed. "f For this, Devon- 
shire was summoned to the King's Bench and 
required to give sureties to the amount of 
£30,000 that he would appear to stand trial. 
Delamere was surety for £5,000. Devon- 
shire was in the end fined £80.000. and Dela- 
mere made a strong plea, apparently in the 
House of Lords, against the legality of the 
proceedings of the court. 

There is the slightest possible similitude 
here to the facta of the ballad. It is merely 
that one party stands up for the other ; but 
Delamere appears as the champion of Devon- 
shire, not Devonshire of Delamere. If Dev- 
onshire had testified for Delamere when the 
latter was tried for high treason in 1686, 
there would be something to go upon. A 
more plausible explanation is desirable. 
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Taken down from recitation in Derb7shire, and first 
printed, aboat 1843, in a periodical called The Story Teller; 
afterwards in Notes and Queries, First Series, V, 243, by 
C. W. G. 

1 GrOOD people, give attention, a story yoa shall 
hear, 
It is of the king and my lord Delamere ; 
The qaarrel it arose in the Parliament Hoase, 
Concerning some taxations going to be pnt in 
force. 

Ri toora loora la. 



6 The very first posh, as we do understand. 
The duke's sword he bended it back into his 

hand. 
He waited a while, but nothing he spoke. 
Till on the king's armour his rapier he broke. 

7 An English lord, who by that stage did stand. 
Threw Devonshire another, and he got it in his 

hand : 
' Play low for jour life, brave DeYonshire,* 

said he, 
' Flay low for your life, or a dead man jon 

will be.' 



2 Says my lord Delamere to his Majesty soon, 

^ If it please yoa, my liege, of you I *11 soon beg 
a boon.* 

' Then what is your boon ? let me it under- 
stand : ' 

' It 's to have all the poor men you have in your 
land. 

3 ' And 1 11 take them to Cheshire, and there I 

will sow 
Both hempseed and flaxseed, and [hang] them 

all in a row. 
Why, they 'd better be hanged, and stopped 

soon their breath. 
If it please you, my liege, than to starve them 

to death.' 

4 Then up starts a French lord, as we do 

hear, 
Saying, ' Thou art a proud Jack,' to my lord 

Delamere ; 
' Thou oughtest to be stabbed ' — then he 

turnd him about — 
'For affronting the king in the Parliament 

House.' 



8 Devonshire dropped on his knee, and gave him 

his death-wound ; 

then that French lord feU dead upon the 

ground. 
The king called his guards, and he unto them 

did say, 
' Bring Devonshire down, and take the dead 

man away.' 

9 ' No, if it please you, my liege, no ! I Ve slain 

him like a man ; 

1 'm resolved to see what clothing he 's got on. 
Oh, fie upon your treachery, your treachery ! ' 

said he, 
' Oh, king, 't was your intention to have took 
my life away. 

10 ' For he fought in your armour, whilst I have 

fought in bare ; 
The same thou shalt win, king, before thou 

does it wear.' 
Then thev all turned back to the Parliament 

House, 
And the nobles made obesiance with their 

hands to their mouths. 



5 Then up starts his grace, the Duke of Devon- 
shire, 
Saying, I *11 fight in defence of my lord 

Delamere. 
Then a stage was erected, to battle they went, 
To kill or to be killed was our noble duke's 
intent. 



11 ' Grod bless all the nobles we have in our land. 
And send the Church of England may flourish 

still and stand ; 
For I 've injured no king, no kingdom, nor no 

crown, 
But I wish that every honest man might enjoy 

his own.' 



a07. LORD DELAMERE 



I 



Uewellyoli Jewitt, Bnlladi &nd SoDgs of Darbjshi.re, 1B67, 
p. BS, from a broad-Ebcet. 

1 Goon people give attention to a Btory you shall 

Between the king and my lord Delamere, 
A quarrel arose in the Parliament House, 
Concerning the taxes to be put In force. 
With my fal de ral de m. 

2 I wondet, I wonder that James, oor good king, 
So many hard tasea upon the poor should bring; 
So many hani taxes, as I have heard them say 
Uukes many a good farmer bi break and run 

3 Such a rout has been in the parliament, as I hear, 
Betwixt a Dutch lord and my lord Delamere. 
He said to the king, as he sat od the throne, 

' If it please you, my liege, to grant me a boon.' 

4 ' O wliat ia thy boon ? Gome, let me understand.' 
' 'T is to give me all the poor you have in the 

I '11 take them down to Cheshire, and there I 

will BOW 

Both hemp-seed and flax-seed, and bang them 



6 'It 's better, my liege, they should die a 

shorter death 
Than for your Majesty to starve them on earth.' 
With that np starts a Dutch lord, as we hear, 
And he says, ' Thou proad Jack,' to my lord 

Delamere, 

6 'Thou ought to be stabbed," and he turned 

him about, 
* For affronting the king in the Parliament 

Then up got a brave duke, the Duke of Devon- 

Who s^d, I will fight for my lord Delamere. 

7 ' He is under age, as I '11 make it appear. 

So I '11 stand in defence of my lard Delamere.' 



A stage then was built, and to battle they went, 
To kill or be killed it was their intenL 

8 The very first blow, as we understand, 
Devonshire's rapier went back to his hand ; 
Then he mused awhile, but not a word spoke. 
When against the king's armour his rapier he 

9 then he stept backward, and backward stept 

be. 
And then stept forward my lord Willoughby ; 
He gave him a rapier, and thus he did say ; 
Play low, Devonshire, there 's treachery, I 



10 He knelt on his knee, and he gave him tha 

wound. 
With that the Dutch lord fell dead on the 

ground: 
The king calld his soldiers, and thus he did 

say: \ 

Coll Devonshire down, take the dead m^ 

11 He answered, My liege, I 've killed him like « 

And it is my int«nt to see what clothing he '■ 
got on. 

treachery ! O treachery ! as I well may say, 
It was your intent, O king, to take my Ufa 

away- 

12 ' He f onght in your armour, while I fought him 
And thou, king, shalt win it before thou dost it 

1 neither do curse king, parliament, or throne, 
But I wish every honest man may enjoy hii 



13 ' The rich men do flourish with ulver and gold. 
While poor men are starving with hunger and 

And if they hold on as they have begem. 
They 'U make little England pay dew for m 
king.* 
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Llewellpm Jowitt's Ballads and Songs of Derbjsbire, p. 
B7. "Another vprsion, whiuh 1 havo in MS., box, beside* 
many minor TBliatioiu, tbeee verties." 

1 THE Duchess of Devonshire was standing 
hatd by; 
Upon her dear hnsbond she cast her Wely eye : 
' Oh, fie upon treachery ! there 'b bees treachery 

It was your full intent to have taen my dnke'a 
life away.' 



T. LjIb'b Ancient Ballads and Songs, p. 135, I8a7, u 
"noted down froio tbe singing of a gantleman," and tbeo 
" remodelled end gmootbetl down " by the editor. 

1 lie the Parliament House a great rout has 

been there, 
Betwixt our good king and the lord Delaware : 
Saya Lord Delaware to bia Uajesty full soon, 
' Will it please yoa, my liege, to grant me a 

2 ' What 'a your boon ? ' says tbe king, ' now let 

me understand.' 
' It 'a, give me all tbe poor men we Ve starving 

in this land, 
And without delay I'll hie me to Lincolnshire, 
To BOW hemp-seed and £aji-eecd, and hang 

them all tliere. 

3 ' For with hempen cord it 'a better to stop each 

poor man's breath 
Than with famine you should see your subjects 

starve to death.' 
TJp starts a Dutch lord, who to Delaware did 

Then dcservcst to be stabbd I then be turad 
himself away. 

4 'Thou deserveat to be stabbd, and tbe dogs 

have thine ears, 
For insulting our king, in this parliament of 

peers.' 
Up sprang a Welah lord, the brave Duke of 

Devonshire : 
'In young Delaware's defence, I'll fight this 

Dutch lord, my sire. 



! Then away to the parliament these votes ill I 

went again, 

And there they acted like just and faonert I 

I neither curse my king, nor kingdom, crown 

or throne. 
But I wish every honest man to enjoy but 
what is bia own. 



6 ' For he b in tbe right, and I 'U make it s 

Him I dare to single combat, for insulting I 

Delaware.' 
A stage woa aoo: 

went; 
For to kill or to be killd, it was either's full 

intenL 




1 erected, and to combat tbey 



6 But tbe very first flourish, when the heralds 

gave command, 
The aword of brave Devonshire bent backward ] 

on bia hand. 
In suspense he paused a while, scannd bis foe 1 

before he strake, 
Then against tbe king's armour his bent sword 

he brake. [ 

7 Then he sprang from tbe stage to a soldier in 

the ring, i 

Saying, Lend your eword, that to an end thii ] 

tragedy we bring. 
Though he 's fighting me in armour, while I j 

am fighting bare, T 

Even more than thia I 'd renture for young ' 

Lord Delaware. 

S Leaping back on the stage, sword to buckler 

now resounds, 
Till he left the Dutch lord a bleeding in hia ' 

wounds. 
Tbia aeeing, cries tbe king to bis guards with* 

out delay, 
Call Devonshire down I take the dead man 
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9 ' No.' says brave Devonshire, ' I 're foaght 10 ' God bless the Chnrch of England I may it 

him OB a man ; prosper on each hand, 

Since he 'b dead, I will keep the trophies I And also every poor man now starving in thia 

have won. land. 

For he fonght me in your armonr, while I And while I pray success may crown oar king 

fought him bare, upon his throne. 

And the same you must win back, my li^fe, I '11 wish that every poor man may long enjof 

if ever you them wear. his own.' 



A. 4'. Dutch for French, according to tome re- 

s'. Oh. 

B. 4', 9'. Oh. 

C. 1'. Oh. 

D. Printed by Lyle in stanzas of eight short tines. 
The copy in Motherwell's MS. is not in Moth- 

erweil's handwriting. It may have been 
written down from recollection of Lyle, or 
may have been arbitrarily altered. 




The variations are a* follows ,* 
1'. Delamare, and always, 2'. pray let 
2^. now /or we Ve. 2*. with flax seed. 
3^ the poor men's. 4'. or /ot- our. 
S'. itwajiting. 6'. in his. 6*. the stroke. 
6*. broke. 7'. The sprang. 
8'. he laid. 8". to the. 
9'. must won : my liege jcanting. 
W. bliss. 10*. the king. 
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LORD DERWENTWATER 

A. 'Lord Du n waters,' MotherweU'i MS-, p. 331; 'Lord H. ' Lord Derwent water,' Notes and Qoeries, Foortll 

^^,' MolherweU's Minstrelsy, p. 349. Series, XI, 499. 

F. 'Lord Arnwaters,' Buchan's MSS. II, 478. 
O. 'Lord Dnnwatert,' Motherwell's MS., p. ISS. 



, ' Lord Dorwenti 
Series, XII, 492. 



Notes and Queries, First 
of Northern Bards, 1811, p. 925, 
Lord Derntwater,* Kinloch MSS, I, 823. 



Loi 



Lord Derwentwater's Death,' SbropaUre Folk- 
idited by Charlotte Sophia Buree, p. SST. 



I. The Gentleman's Maguine, vol. 
First, p. 489. 



IC. Bell's Rhji 
three slanzui 

ThbEB staozas of this ballad were printed it been given as taken down, and not restored 

in 1812 (0). I followed in 1825, a fall copy, " to something like poetical propriety." • The 

which would have been a very good one had editor of the " old oong " olwerves that it waa 

■ Sach poetical propriety h ' The second, more alarm. Bat reallj the text was not very macb alteied. Some toim^ 

iag itiU.' 3^ ; ' Tha words thai poud, glna I pmupd ' IS'. hen dropped, wera added " to gire a QDish." 
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one of tbe most popular in the north of Eng- 
land for a long period after the event whiuh 
it records, and a glance at what is here brought 
together will show that the ballad was at least 
equally popular in Scotland. I is repeated in 
Kiehardson'a Borderer's Table-Book, VI, 291, 
and in Harland and Wilkinson's Ballads and 
Songs of Lancashire, 1882, p. 265. Mr J. H. 
Dixon, in Notes and Queries, 4th Series, XI, 
389, says that the ballad " originally appeared 
in tbe Town and Country iVIf^zine." 

' Lord Der went water's Goodnight,' Hogg's 
Jacobite Relics, II, 30, 268, was both com- 
nunicated and composed by Robert Surtees. 
' Der went water,' Cromek's Remains of Niths- 
dale and Galloway Song, 1810, p. 127, is from 
the pen of Allan Cunningham. It is repeated 
in Hogg's Jacobite Relics, 1821, II, 28, and 
in Cunningham's Songs of Scotland, 1825, 
HI, 102, etc. ; also in Kinloch MSS, V, 413, 
with two lines to fill out an eighth stanza. 
(Translated by Lofi ve - Veimars. p. 376.) 
'Young Ratcliffe,' Sheldon's Minstrelsy of 
the English Border, p. 400, is another balhid 
of the same class. 

James Ratcliffe, Earl of Derwentwater, 
l>eing suspected or known to be engaged in 
concerting a rising in the north of England in 
behalf of tbe Pretender, a warrant was issued 
by tbe Secretary of State for bis apprehension, 
towards the end of September, 1715, Here- 
upon be took arms, and he was one of the 
fifteen hundred English and Scots who were 
forced to an inglorious surrender at Preaton, 
November 14. The more distinguished pris- 
oners were conveyed to London, where they 
had a boisterous reception from tbe mob, 
Derwentwater was committed to tbe Tower, 
December 9 ; was impi^aehed of high treason, 
and pleaded guilty, in January; was sen- 
tenced to death, February 9, at Westminster 
Hall, and was executed February 24 (1716). 
In a paper which he read from the scaffold he 
stated that he had regarded his plea of guilty 
as a formality consequent upon bis " having 
submitted to mercy." and declared that be 
, had never had "any other but King James the 
Third for his rightful and lawful sovereign." 



Derwentwater had not attained the age ot 
twenty-seven at the time of his death. Wi 
may believe that the character given of him^ 
by the renegade Patten was not overcharged! 
" The sweetness of his temper and disposition, 
in which he had few equals, had so secured 
him tbe affection of all his tenants, neighbors, 
aud dependants that multitudes would have 
lived and died with him. The truth is, he 
was a man formed by nature to be generally 
beloved, for he was of so universal a benefi- 
cence that he seemed to live for others. As 
he lived among his own people, there h© speofc 
his estate, and continually did offices of kind- 
ness and good neighborhood to everybody, as 
opiwrtunity offered. He kept a house of 
generous hospitality and noble entertainment, 
which few in that country do, and none come 
up to. He was very charitable to poor and 
distressed families on all occasions, whether 
known to him or not, and whether Papist or 
Protestant. His fate will be sensibly felt by 
a greiit miiny who had no kindness for tho 
cause be died in." 

The king's letter, which, in the ballai], 
summons Derwentwater to London (to an- 
swer for hia head, D 3), au^esta the Secretary 
of State's warrant of aiTcst, which his lord- 
ship, unhappily for himself, evaded. But very 
probably the ballad-maker supposed Derwent- 
water to have gone home after bis less thao 
six weeks in arms. As he is setting forth to 
obey the mandate, his wife calls to him from 
child-bed to make his will. This business 
does not delay him long : one third of his es- 
tate is to be hia wife's, and the rest to go to 
his children. (He had a son not two years 
old at the date of bis execution, and a daughter 
who must have been born, at the earliest, not 
much before the rising. His very large es- 
tates first passed to the crown, and were af- 
terwards bestowed on Greenwich hospital.) 
Bad omens attend his departure. As he 
mounts his horse, his ring drops from his 
finger, or breaks, and his nose begins to bleed, 
B 5, D 6, B 8, F 9, H 7, 110 : presently his 
horse stumbles, A 8, B 9. F 10, I 11 ; it 
begins to rain, H 8, When he comes to Lon- 
don, to Westminster Hall, B 6, F 11, to. 



I 

I 

I 
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Whitehall, D 7, rides up Westminater Street, 
in siglit of the White Hall, I 12, the lords 
and knights, the lords and kdies, a mob. H 
9, call hira "traitor." How ciin that be, lie 
answers, with siirjjrise or indignation, except 
for keeping five hundred men (tive thousand, 
seven thousand, eight score), to fight for King 
Jamie? A 10, D 8, E 11, F 12, H 10, I 13. 
A man with an ax claims his life, which he 
ungrudgingly resigns, B 8, D 9, 10, B 12, 13, 
F 13, 14, H 11, 12, 1 14, 15, directing that a 
good sum of money which he has in hia pockets 
shall be given to the poor, A 12, D 11, E 14, 
F 15,117. 

In A 2, D 12, Derwentwater seems to be 
taken for a Scot. 

Ellis, Brand's Antiquities, 1813, 11. 261, 
note, remarks that he hnd heard in Northum- 
berland tliat when the Earl of Derwentwater 
was beheaded, the stream (the Divelswiiter) 
that runs past his seat at Dilston Hall flowed 
with blood.* 
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The Northern Lights (perhaps the red-col- 
ored ones) were peculiarly vivid on the night 
of Februciry 16, 1716, and were long called 
Lord Dtjrwentwater's Lights in the north of 
England, where, it is said, many of ihe people 
know (or knew) them by no Other name. It 
was even a popular belief that the aurora 
boreulis was first seen on that night: Notes 
and Queries, Third Series, IX, 164, 268; Gib- 
son, Dilston Hall, p. 111. 

The omen of nose-bleed occurs in the ballad 
of ' The Mother's Malison,* No 216. C ; both 
nose-bleed and horse-stumbling, as omens, in 
Webster's Dutchess of Malfi, Act II, Scene 
2, Dyce, 1869. p. 70, cited, with other cases, 
in Ellis's ed. of Brand's Antiquities, II, 497. 

'Brig. Macintosh's Farewell to the High- 
lands,' or 'Macintosh was a Soldier Brave,' 
is one half a Derwentwater ballad : see Har- 
land's Ballads and Smigs of Lancashire, 1865, 
p. 76, Ritaon's Northumberland Garland, p, 
86, Hogg's Jacobite Relics, II, 102, etc. 



For I moat away to fair London town, 



MotberwpiriMS., p. 33l,JaIy 19, IMS, "from iJie wd- 
Mliun of Agues Lile, KilbnrchaD. a woniBn vtr^^iug on 
Rlly," learned from her fatber, nho died fuuneeD }>eari 
twlore, >t the age of eighty. 

1 Ohk king has wrote a lang letter, 

And sealed it owre with gold ; 
He sent it to my lord Dtmwaters, 
To read it if he could. 

2 He Iia« not sent it with a boy, with a boy, 

Kor with anie Scotch lord ; 
But he 's sent it with the noblest knight 
Eer ScotUnd could afford. 

3 The very first line that my lord did read, 

He gave a smirkling smile ; 
Before he had the half o 't read, 
The tears from his eyes did fall. 

4 ' Coroe saddle to me my horse,' he said, 

' Come saddle to me with speed ; 

■ Sm W. S. GibwHi, Ciision Hull, etc, ISM, p. M, 



Porn 



leed.' 



6 Out and spoke hia lady gay, 
In child-bed where she lay ; 
' I would have yon make your will, my lord 
Dan waters, 
Before you go away.' 

6 ' I leave to you, my eldest son. 

My houses and my land i 
I leave to you, my second son, 
T«n tboQsaud pounds in hand. 

7 ' I leave to you, my lady gay — 

Ton are my wedded wife — 
I leave to you. the third of my estate t 
That 'II keep you in a lady's life.' 

S They had not rode a mile but one. 
Till his horse fell owre a sUne : 
' It 's warning gude eneuch,' my lord Donwa* 
ters said, 
' Alive I 'II neer come bame.' 
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^H 9 When tbey came into fait London town, 


11 • all you lords and knichts in fair London 


^^M Into the courtiers' hall, 


town, 


^^M The lorda and knichts in fair London town 


Come oat and see me die : 


^H Did Ikim a. traitor call. 


all you lords and knichts into fair London 




town, 


^^M 10 ' A tmitor ! a traitor ! ' says ray lord, 


Be kind to my ladie. 


^H ' A traitor '. how can that be. 




^^M An it was na for the keeping of fire thoaeand 


12 'There 's fifty pounds in my richt pocket. 


^^1 men 


Divide it to the poor ; 


^H^ To fight for King Jamie F 


There 'a other fifty pounds in my left pocket, 




Divide it from door to door.' 










B 


5 




his milk-white steed. 


Notex snit Queries, First Series, Xn, 49S, 18SS ; toaraed 


"nie ring dropt from his little fing«r, 


•nme forly fi»a jenra betora from an old fientlenmn. who, 


And bis noae it began to bleed. 


Ing at her tub. 






6 He rode, and he rode, and he rode along. 


1 Thb king he wrote a love-letter, 


Till he came to Westminster Hall, 


And be sealed it up with gold, 


Where all the lords of England's court 


And he sent it to Lord Derwentwater, 


A tr^tor did him call. 


For to read it if be could. 






7 'Oh. why ami atrwtor?'«udbe; 


2 The first two lines that he did read. 


' Indeed, I am no such thing ; ^^^^H 


They made him for to smile ; 


I have fought the battles valiantly ^^^^H 


But the next two lines he looked upon 


Of James, our noble king.' ^^^^^H 


Made the tears from his eyes to fall. 


^^1 




8 then stood up an old gray-headed man. 


3 ' Oh," then cried out his lady fair, 


With a pole-ase in bis hand : 


As she in child-bed lay, 


' 'T is your head, 't is your head. Lord Dm- 


' Alake your will, make yonr will, Lord De^ 


wentwater, h 


went water, 


T is yoor head that I demand.' ^M 


Before that you go away.' 


H 

His eyes with weeping sore, ^| 


4 -Then here 's for thee, my lady fwr, 




He laid his head upon the block, ^H 


A thousand pounds of beaten gold, 


And words spake never more. ^^^^^H 


To lead you a lady's life.' 


^H 


^^^P 


2 He sent it with no boy, no boy, H 




Nor yet with eer a slave, ^| 


^F Bell's RhfUies of Northeni Bards, IB19, p. SIS. 


But he sent it with as good a knight ^| 


^H 


As eer a king could have. ^H 


^H 1 The king hu written a broad letter, 


H 


^V And seald it up with gold. 


3 When he read the three first lines, fl 


^^L And sent it to the lord o£ Derwentwater, 


He then began to smile ; 1 


^^^^^ To read it if he would. 


And when he read the three next Unei ^M 


^^^ 


The tears began to ule. fl 
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7 He rode till he cam to Lunnon town, ^^^^^H 


Einloch MSS. I, 393. 


To a place they ca Whiteha ; ^^^^^H 




And a' the lords o merry England ^^^^^^H 


1 Thg kiug haa written a braid letter, 


A triutor him gan ca. ^^^^^^H 


And seald it up wi gowd. 


^^M 


And sent it to Lord Dorntwaler, 


8 ' A trutor ! a traitor ! what means this ? ^H 


To read it if be coad. 


Atnutorl what mean ye P' ^M 




' It *B a' for the keeping o five hundred men ^H 


2 The first lines o 't that he read, 


To fecht for bonny Jamie.' ^H 


A blythe, bljthe man was he ; 


^H 


But ere he had it half read throngh, 


9 Then up started a gray-headed man, ^^| 


The tear blinded his ee. 


Wi a braid axe in his hand : ^H 




■ Your life, yonr life, my lord Derntwater, ^H 


3 ' Go saddle to me my milk-white hoise. 


Your life 'a at iny command.' ^^M 


Go saddle it with speed ; 


^H 


For I maun ride to Lunfnjon town, 


10 ' My life, my life, ye old gray-beaded man, ^^H 


To answer for my head.' 


My life I '11 freely gie ; ^^^^M 




But before ye tak my life awa ^^^^^^^| 


4 ' Tour will, your will, my lord Derntwater, 


Let me speak twa words or three. ^^^^^H 


Your will before ye go ; 


^^^^^H 




11 ' I Ve fifty pounds in ae pocket, ^^^^^H 


And a wife to wail and woe.' 


Go deal it frae door to door ; ^^M 




I 've fifty five i the other pocket, ^H 


6 ' My will, my will, my lady Derntwater? 


Go gie it to the poor. ^^M 


Ye are ray wedded wife ; 


^^M 


Be kind, be kind to my dochtere dear, 


12 ■ The velvet coat that I hae on, ^H 


If I should lose my life.' 


Ye may tak it for your fee ; ^H 




And a' ye lords o merry Scotland ^H 


6 He set his ae fit on the grand, 


Be kind to my ladie ! ' ^H 


The tither on the steed ; 


^^H 


The ring upon his finger burst. 


^^^^H 


And his nose began to bleed. 


^H 


E 


3 The very first tine that he looked upon W^^ 




Made him for to laugh and to smile ; j^H 


CommnDlcated to Notes and Queries, Fourth Setlea. XI, 


The very next line tliat lie looked upon, ^H 
The tears from his eyes did fall. ^H 


4M, 1873, by Mr J. P. Morris, as Uken down by bim from 
tbe recitalioD of a womiU] nearly Mjenty jeara of tge, at 








4 He called to his stable-boy I^H 


1 The king wrote a letter to my lord Derwent- 


To saddle liis bonny grey steed, ^^M 


^K water, 


' That I unto loving London ^^M 


^1 And he sealed it with gold ; 


May ride away witli speed.' ^^M 


^H He sent it to my Lord Derwentwater, 


^H 


^1 To read it if be could. 


5 His wife heard bim say so, ^^M 


^1 


In childbed as she lay : ^H 


^1 2 He sent it by no boy. 


Says she. ' My lord Derwentwater. ^^| 


^H He sent it by no slave. 


Make thy will before thou gae«t away.' ^H 


^H But he sent it by as true a knight 


^H 


^H As heart could wish or have. 


6 ' It 's to my little son I give ^H 


^^_ 


My bouses and my land, ^^^^^M 
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And to my little daughter 
Ten thousand pounds in hand. 

7 ' And unto thee, my lady gay, 

Who is my wedded wife, 
The third part of my estate thou shalt hayOi 
To maintain thee through thy life.' 

8 He set his foot in the level stirrup, 

And mounted his honny grey steed ; 
The gold rings from his fingers did break. 
And his nose began for to bleed. 

9 He had not ridden past a mile or two. 

When his horse stumbled over a stone ; 
' These are tokens enough,' said my lord Der- 
wentwater, 
< That I shall never return.' 

10 He rode and he rode till he came to merry 
London, 
And near to that famous hall ; 
The lords and knights of merry London, 
They did him a traitor calL 



11 < A traitor ! a traitor ! a traitor ! ' he cried,' 

* A traitor I how can that be. 
Unless it 's for keeping five hundred men 
For to fight for King Jamie ? ' 

12 It 's up yon steps there stands a good old man. 

With a broad axe in his hand ; 
Says he, * Now, my lord Derwentwater, 
Thy life 's at my conmiand.' 

13 ' My life, my life, thou good old man. 

My life I '11 give to thee. 
And the green coat of velvet on my back 
Thou mayst take it for thy fee. 

14 ' There 's fifty pounds and five in my right 

pocket, 
Give that unto the poor ; 
There 's twenty pounds and five in my left 

pocket. 
Deal that from door to door.* 

16 Then he laid his head on the fatal block, 

• ••••• 



P 

Buchan's MSS, 11, 478. 

1 The king has written a broad letter, 

And seald it with his hand, 
And sent it on to Lord Amwaters, 
To read and understand. 

2 Now he has sent it by no boy. 

No boy, nor yet a slave. 
But one of England's fairest knights, 
The one that he would have. 

3 When first he on the letter lookd, 

Then he began to smile ; 
But ere he read it to an end. 
The tears did trickling falL 

4 He calld upon his saddle-groom 

To saddle his milk-white steed, 
' For I unto London must go, 
For me there is much need.' 



' Make your will, make your will, my knight. 
For fear ye rue the day.' 

6 ' I '11 leave unto my eldest son 

My houses and my lands ; 
I '11 leave unto my youngest son 
Full forty thousand pounds. 

7 ' 1 11 leave unto my gay lady. 

And to my loving wife. 
The second part of my estate, 
To maintain a lady's life.' 

8 He kissd her on the pillow soft, 

In child-bed where she lay, 
And bade farewell, neer to return. 
Unto his hidy gay. 

9 He put his foot in the stimp. 

His nose began to bleed ; 
The ring from 's finger burst in two 
When he mounted on his steed. 



5 Out then speaks his gay lady. 
In child-bed where she lay : 



10 He had not rode a mile or two 
Till his horse stumbled down ; 
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* A token good,' said Lord Arnwaters, 


14 ' My life, my life, my brave old man, ^^M 


' I '11 never reach London town.' 


My life I 'U ^ve to thee, ^H 




And the coat of green that 's on my back ^^M 


11 But when into Westminster Hall, 


You shall have for your fee. ^^^^H 


Amongst tlie nobles all, 


^^^^^M 


' A traitor, a traitor. Lord Amwat«rs, 


15 ' There 's fifty pounds in one pocket, ^^^^^^H 


A traitor,' they did him call. 


Fray deal 't among the poor ; ^^^^^^H 




There 'e fifty and four in the other pocket, ^^^^H 


12 ' A trwtor ? a traitor how caU ye me ? 


Pray deal 't from door to door. ^^H 


And a timtor how can I be 


^^M 


For keeping seven thousand valiaat men 


16 ' There 'a one thing more I have to say, ^H 


To fight for brave Jamie ? ' 


This day before I die ; ^M 




To beg the lords and nobles all ^M 


13 Up then came a brave old man. 


To be kind to my lady.' ^H 


With a broad ax in hia hand : 


^H 


' Year life, your Lfe. Lord Arnwaters, 


^^^ 


Tour life 's at my command.* 


^^^M 


— 


^H 


G 


3 ' As for yoQ, my auldest son, ^^^^^| 




My houses and my land; ^^^^^^| 


HotbenveU'B MS., p. 126, from the rMJUticm of Mm 
Trail, Paisley, July 9, 182S : a aoEg of her molher's- 


Ten thousand pound in hand. ^^^^^^H 


1 The king has wrote a long letter, 


^^^^^1 


And Healed it with his han. 


4 'As for you, my gay lady, ^^^^H 


And he has sent it to my lord DonwaterB, 


You Lemg my wedded vrife, ^^H 


To read it if he can. 


The third of my estate I will leave to yon, ^^| 




For to keep you in a lady's life.' ^H 


2 The Tery first line fae lookit upon, 


^H 


It made him to lanch and to smile ; 


^^M 


The very nejtt line he lookit upon. 


^^^^H 


The tear from bis eye did fall. 


^H 


B 


3 then bespoke his gay Uidy, ^H 




As she on a sick-bed lay : ^^^^M 




' Make your will, my lord, ^^^^^H 
Before yon go away.' ^^^^^H 


p. B3T ; u recited in 1S81 bj Mra Dudley, of Much Wen- 
lock. 


^H 1 Tbe king he wrote a letter, 


4 ' there is for my eldest son ^^^^H 


^H And sealed it with gold. 


My bouses and my land, ^^^^^^H 


^H And sent it to Lor Derwentwater, 


And there is for my youngest son ^^^^^H 


^M To read it if he could. 


Ten thousand pounds in hand. ^^H 


^M 2 Tbe first three lines he looked upon. 


6 ' There is for you. my gay lady, ^^H 


^^1 They made him to smile ; 


My true and lawful wife, ^^H 


^^M And the next three lines he looked npon 


The third part of my whole estate, ^^H 


^M Made tean faU from bis eyes. 


To maintain you a lady'* life.' |^^| 


^^B Touir. IG 


^^J 
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10 ' A traitor, a, traitor '. ' his lordship said. 


To bring him hia gray steed ; 




For he must to London go, 


Is it for keeping eight score men 


The king had sent indeed. 


To fight for pretty Jimmee ? ' 


7 When he put hie foot in the Btirmp, 


11 then bespoke a grave man. 


To mount his grey steed, 


With a broad ase in his hand: 


His gold ring from his finger burst, 


' Hold yoar tongue, Lord Derventwater, 


And his nose began to bleed. 


Your life lies at my command.' 


8 He had not gone but half a mile 


12 ■ My life, my life,' his lordship said, 


When it began to rain ; 


■ My life I will give to thee. 


* Now this is a token,' his lordship said, 


And the black velvet coat upon my back, 


' That I shall not return again.' 


Take it for thy fee.' 


9 When he nnto London ranie, 


13 Then he laid his head upon the block, 


A mob did at him rise, 


He did such courage show, ^M 


And the; called him a traitor, 


And asked the executioner ^^^^^H 


Made the tears fall from his eyes. 


To cut it off at one blow. ^^^^H 


m 


^M 


I 


e ' I 'II leave to thee, my eldest son, ^M 




My houses and my land ; H 


The GentUniftn's Mngaiine, 18as, vol. xcr, Part First, p. 


I '11 leave to thee, my younger son, ^M 
Ten thousand pounds in hand. ^M 


the dictaiion of an old person who had leunied it from her 


falhsr ; restored " to something like poetical propriety " by 
the Bssigtaoce of " a poetical friend." 


1 < I 'II leave to tbce, my l^dy gay, ^H 


My lawful married wife, ^^^^| 


I Klvo George he did a letter write, 


A third part of my whole estate, ^^^^^| 


And senled it up vritb );old. 


To keep Ihec a lady's life.' ^^^^| 


And sent It to Lord Derweotwater, 


^^^^^M 


To read it if he could. 


8 He knelt him down by her bed-side, ^| 




And kissed her lips so sweet ; ^| 


3 He sent his letter by no post, 


The words that paasd. alas 1 j-resaged H 


He sent it by no pa^e, 


They nuver more should meet. H 


But sent it by a gallant knight 


^1 


A« eer did combat wage. 


9 Again he calld his stable-groom. ^^ 




Saying, Bring me out my steed, ^^^^B 


S The 6rat line that my lord lookd on 


For I must up to London go, ^^^^^^^^ 


Strnck him with strong surprise; 


With instant haate and speed. ^^^^^H 


The second, tuore alarming still, 


^^^^^H 


Made Uara fall from his eyes. 


10 He look the reins into his hand, ^^^^H 




Which shook with fear and dread ; ^^^^| 


4 He called up his stable-groom. 


The ringH from off bis 6ngers dropt, ^^^^^| 


Saying, Saddle me well my stead, 


His nose guahd out and bled. ^^^^| 


For I must up to London go. 


^^^^^1 


Of me there sterna great need. 


II He had but ridden miles two or three ^^^^| 






5 His lady, h.-nrinf; what he fM. 


' 111 omena these,' Derwentwater sulrl, ^^^^^| 


As she in child-bed lay. 


• That I for James must bleed.' ^^^^| 


Cry'd, My dear lord, pray make your will 


^^^H 


Before you go away. 


la As he rode up Wi'stminater street, ^^^^^| 


^ 


In sight of the White Hall, ^^^^H 
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The lords and 1adie» of London toirn 


16 ' But give me leave,' Derwcetwater said, jj 


A traitor they did him call. 


' To speak words two or three j J 




Ye Ionia and ladies of London town, ■ 


IS ' A traitor ! ' I^rd Dcnrentwater said, 


Be kind to my lady. ■ 


'A traitor bow can I be, 


1 


Untesi for beeping 6ve hundred mea 


17 ■ Here '■ a purse of fifty iterling pouodt, 1 


Fighting for King Jemmy 1 ' 


Pray give it to the poor ; H 




Here '» one of forty-five beside * J 


U Then started forth a grave old man, 


You may dole from door to door.' ^^^^| 


With a broad-moo Lhd axe in band : 


^H 


* Tbj- head, thy head, Lord Derwentwater, 


18 He laid his head upon the block, ^^^^H 


Thy head 'i at my command.' 


The Bxe «m duirp and atrong, ^^^^^| 


IS ' My bead, roy head, thou grave old man, 


^M 


My head I will give thee ; 




Here '» a coat of velvet on my back 


^^^^^1 


Will Burely pay thy fee. 




A. 2*. Ere. 7*. the 3rd. 


There 's fifty pounds in my left pocket. 


Motherwell hat tnade a few change* in his 


To be girea from door to door. 


printed copy. 


• 


13. This staiixa it given in Notes and Qus- 


B. 1'. And sealed it with gold in Mr J. P. Mor- 


riw. First Seri^, I, 318, 6y a gc/wlar of 


ris's eommunieatum to Notes and Queries, 


Christ's Bospital, who infirrma us that 


the sajne volume, p. 333. ' 


the baUad was there current about 1785- 


F. 2'. by and by : cf B 2. 


1800: 


2*. No one, no not a slave : ef. B 2. 


i 




■ There 'b fifty pounds m ray right pocket, 


by G. H. is omitted. 


^^^ To be given to the poor ; 




^^^B 


GEORDIE 




F. <GeordieLnkeIy,' Motherwell's MS., p. 367. 


p. 3S7, 1792. 






O. ' Geordie,' • Gwirdie LukoUe,' MotberweU's Note- 


B. ■• Scotch Ballads, MateriaU for Border Minstreliy," 


Book, p. 17, p. 10. 


AbbotBford, 180i. 






H. • Will ye go to the Hielana, Geordle ? ' Christie, 


C. «. * The Laird of GeiRht. or Gae." b. ' The Laird 


TrvdiUonal Ballad Airs, It, 44. 


of Geigbt.' ■• Scotch Balladi. Mal«rialj for Border 




Minntpelfiy," Abbotjford, 1813-16. 


I. k. •Gight*sUdy,'Bachan'sMSS.n.l43. b. -Laird 




(Lord?; of Gtght,' Kinloch MSS, VI. 1. 


D. • The Laird of Gigh, or Gae.' " Scotch Ballads. M«r 






1. 'Gight's Lady.' Bachan'i Ballads of the North of 




ScoUand, 1, 133. 


B. A. Kinlocb MSS. V. ISO. b. ' GeordJe,' Kinloch'. 




Ancient ScotUih BalUdi, p. 19S. 


K. MotherweU'. Ma, p. *M, two lUnw 
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ingioFScotknJ, II, 186, IT. ' Geordie,' UoCbenrell'a Note-Book, p. 20, 



H. 'Geordie,' 'GEonlie Luke]/,' Molberirdrs Not«- 
Book, p. 2, one Btanza. 



" Of this," saya Motherwell, "many varia- 
tions exiat among recitera," and his remark is 
bome out by what is here given. 

The copy in Cunningham's Songs of Scot- 
land, II, 186, is A retouched, with at. 5 
dropped and two stanzaa (!.') inserted from 
recitation. The texts of Christie, I, 52, 84, 
are J abridged and B b. Of J Christie says 
that he heard in 1848 a version sung by a na- 
tive of Buchan, Aberdeenshire, who had it 
through her grandmother and great-grand- 
mother, which differed only in being moi-e 
condensed and wanting the catastrophe, and 
in having Brtdenocb'a lady for Bignet's, and 
Keith-Hall and Gartiy for Black Riggs and 
Kincraigie. 

Geordie Gordon, A. of Gight (G!gh), B b, 
C, D, I, of the Bog o Gight, H, la in prison, 
on a charge endangering his life. He sends a 
message to hia wife to come to Edinburgh. 
She ridea thither with the utmost hnste, and 
finda Geordie in extremity. Siie is told that 
his life may be redeemed by the payment of 
a large sum of money. She raises a contri- 
bution on the sptit, pays the ransom, and 
rides off with her husband. 

Kinloch and others incline to take Geordie 
to be George Gordon, fourth earl of Huntly, 
who incurred the Queen Regent's displeasure 
for failing to execute a commission against a 
Highland robber in 1554. Huntly was com- 
mitted to Edinburgh Caatle, and some of his 
many enemies urged that he should be ban- 
ished to France, others that he should be put 
to death. The Earl of Casailis, though a foe 
to Huntly, resisted theae measures on grounda 
of patriotiam, and propoaed that he should be 
deprived of certain honors and offices and 

■ Biiclianso. Rcr. Scot. Hut., foL IflS ; Leilaj, Histoiy 
of Scolltmd.p. Z5I f. 

t In J, which eannot be reliec! on lor iniBller pointi, w« 



fined. A fine was exacted, and tbe pi 
which had been taken from bim were re- 
stored.* With regard to this hypothesis, it 
may at least be said that, if it should be ac- 
cepted, the ballad would be quite as fnithfal. 
to history as many others. 

A-E are the purer forms of the ballad;] 
F-J are corrupted by admixture. 

Geordie is Geordie Lukely of Stirling in V, 
In Q, he is the Earl of Caasilis, 'of Hye,' as 
if some singer of the Gordons had turned the 
tables on Hnntly'a enemy. In H, Geordie 
lives at the Bog o Gight, and should be the 
Earl, or Marquis, of Huntly; but writers of 
peerages will Consult st. 17. 

There has been a battle in the North in 
A-E. Sir Charles Hayf has been killed, and 
Geordie is in custody for this, A. B. Geordie 
Las killed a man and Is to die, C ; tbe man is 
his wife's brother, D. In E, Geordie is s 
rebel. 

P begina with two atanzaa from a vnlga* 
last-dying-speecb, of which more by and by; 
otherwise the story is not essentially injured, 
though the style is lowered, Geordie (in the 
first two atanzHs) hiis done many an ill deed, 
but no murder or slaughter ; he has stolea 
fifteen of the king's horse and sold tbent id 
Bohemia. Earl Caasilis, likewise, in Q, could 
not keep his hand off horses ; he has stolen 
three geldings out of a park and sold them 
to Balleny (Balveny). Huntly, if it be he, 
in H, has only made free with the king's deer. 
In I, J, Geordie has had an intrigue with Big- 
net's (Pilbiignet'a, Badenoob's) lady, for 
which the husband has thrown him into 
prison, and he is to die. But he owns to more 
than this in J. Beginning with an acknowl- 
edgment of one of the king's best steeds stolen 

T«ad that Chsrlea Hay has been hanged, tor reMons not I 
giTSD : iL 20. 
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and sold in ' Bevany," upon being pressed, he 
confesses to a woman abused and five orphan 
babes killed for their money. 

Geordie points hia message to his wife in 
C 2, D 4, by begging her to sew birn or 
bring him his linen shirt (shirts), ii good side 
shirt, which will be the last he shall need, and 
a lung side sark is equally prominent in the 
lady's thoughts in I 8. 

The lady stops for nothing in her ride to 
Edinburgh. She will not, and dues not, eat or 
drink all the way, A 4, 5. When she comes 
to the water-side, finding no boat ready, she 
Bwima the Queen's Ferry, B 7, O 5, D 9, J 13, 
L 1 ; or pays a boatman prodigally to take 
her over, H 9, I 9, J 14. 

When the lady gaea oer the pier of Leith, 
comes to Edinburgh, to the West Port, the Ca- 
noDgate, the Parliament Close, the tolbooth- 
stiur, the pri son -door, she deals out crowns and 
ducatoons, makes the handfus o red gold Oy, 
among the numerous poor, and bids them pray 
for Geordie. She has the prudence, in Q 5, 
to do the same among the nobles many at 
the tol booth-gate, that they may plead for 
G»iorilie. 

The block and axe are i n sight, and Geordie, 
in chains, is coming down the stair, A; the 
napkin is laid over his face, and the gallows is 
making ready, B (so F, but put further on), 
his head is to go, C ; the rest of the nobles sit 
(stand) hut on head, but hat in hand stands 
Geordie, D, B, H, I, J, L. 

The lady makes a plea for her husband's 
life. She is the mother of many children (the 
tale ranges from six to eleven) and is going 
with yet another, B, C. K, N. She would 
bear them all over again for the life of 
Geordie, C, D. or see them all streekit before 
her eyes, B; and for his lite she will part 
with all that she owns, A 10, B 11, 16, 
D 14. 

The king in A is moved by neither of these 
appeals. The number of her children is so 

■ Thin intimatioD is repealed in O 10, nith the liidicrana 
Tirifttiun ot bloody ' breekft.' Id B, ad KiiKlinli lord, whose 
compelencj Bud interesl in tbe mutter Are alike tlifflroll to 
comprehend, declares tbat he will have Geordie hatigad, will 
hare G«>rilie'« hend, before the morrow. A Srotriah lord 
rejoins that he will ci>t olT hii coat and light, will Aght in 



far from affecting him that he orders the 
heading-man tu make hasle. But the Goidona 
collect and paaa the word to be ready. There 
would have been bloody bouka upon the 
green." 

The lady is told that by paying a good 
round sum, 5,000 (500) pounds, 10,000 (1000) 
crowns, she can redeem Geordie's life. An 
aged bird prompts the king to offer these terms 
in A ; in the other versions, they are proposed 
directly; by the king himself, F. G, I; by 
the queen, B, I ; by tlie good Argyle, D ; by 
an English lord, H. The bystanders con- 
tribute handsomely; she pays the ransom 
down, and wins the life of Geordie, A-D, 
G-J. 

In E, which is a mere frngment, there is 
no fine or collection: a bold baron says, such 
true lovers shall not be parted, and she gets 
her Geordie forthwith. In F, no contribution 
is required, because the lady, after scattering 
the red gold among the poor, is still in a con- 
dition to produce the five thousand pound 
from her own pocket. For this she receives a 
'remit,' with which she hies to the guilowe 
and stops the impending eicecution. In I b, 
which is defective, the money collected is to 
pay the jailer's fee. After the discharge has 
been secured (in two or three copies ciirlier). 
Lord Corstorpli, B a, the Laird o Logie, B b, 
an Irish lord, C, H, an English lord. D. the 
gieid Argyle. I, Lord Montague, J, exjjresaea 
a wish that Geordie's head were oS, because 
he might have succeeded to the lady. The 
lady checks this aspiration, sometimes in very 
abusive language. 

The pair now ride off togelher, and when 
she is set in her saddle, no bird in bush or on 
briar ever sang so sweet as she, B, C, E, F, 
H, I. If we were to trust some of those who 
recite her atory, the lady who has shown so 
much spirit and devotion was not one of those 
vfho blush to find good deeds fame. 'Gar 
print me ballants that I am a worthy lady,' 

blood up to the knees ; and the kinc adds, (here will be 
bloodr hdadi hdiddc us all, berore that hippena. Who the 
parties to the lliiht are to hr, unlem it i> the Kii<;liah lord 
agalnit Scotland, u not evident. B is inflated with lapc^ 
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B 30 makes her say ; ' Hae me to some writ- 
er's house, thut I mny write down Gigbt's la- 
ment and how I borrowed Geordie,' I a 25 ; 
'Call for one of the best clerks, that he nnay 
write all this I've done for Geordie,' J 36. 
What she really did say is perhaps faithfully 
given in D18; 'Where is there a writer's 
bouse, that I may write to the north that I 
have won the life of Geordie ? ' 

I and J are probiibly from stall- prints, and 
it has not been thought necessary to notiue 
some things which may have been put into 
theae to eke them out to a convenient length. 
f has an entirely spurious supplement. 
When the pair are riding away, and even as 
the wife is protesting her affection, Geordie 
turns round and says, A finj^er of Signet's 
lady's hand is worth a' your fair body. A dis- 
pute ensues, and Geordie pulls out a dagger 
and stabs his lady ; he then takes to flight, 
and never is found. Another set, mentioned 
by Motherwell, makes Geordie drown his 
deliverer in the sea, in a fit of jealousy 
(Minstrelsy, p. Ixxvi, 46). 

There is an English broadside ballad, on 
the death of "George Stoole" which eeemed 
to Motherwell "evidently imitated from the 
Scottisii song." This was printed by H. Gos- 
Bon, whose time is put at 1607-41,* This 
ballad was to be sung "to a delicate Scottish 
tune;" Georgy comes in as a rhyme at the 
end of stanzas not seldom ; Georgy writes to 
his lady, bewailing his folly; he never stole 
no oxe nor cow, nor ever murdered any, but 
fifty horse he did receive of a merchant's man 
of Gory, for which he ytas condemned to die, 
and did die. Theae are tlie data for deter- 
mining the question of imitation. 

There is a later ' Georgy ' ballad, of the 
same general cast, on the life and death of 
*' George of Oxford," a professed and con- 
fessed highwayman, a broiidside printed in 
the last qunrter of the seventeenth century. 
In this, Lady Gray hastens to Newcastle to 



beg Georgy 'a life of the judge, and offera gold 
and land to save him, after the fashion of 
Lady Ward in ' Hughie Graham ; ' to no pur- 
pose, aa in ' Hughie Graham.' This Georgy 
owns and boasta himself a thief, but with lim- 
itations much the same as those which are 
made a point of by the other ; he never stole 
horse, mare, or cloven-foot, with one excep- 
tion — the king's white steeds, which he sold 
to Bohemia. 

Both of these ballads are given in an ap>. 
penilix. 

Whether the writers of these English bal- 
lads knew of the Scottish ' Geordie,' I would 
not undertake to affirm or deny ; it is clear 
that some far-back reciter of the Scottish 
ballad had knowledge of the Inter English 
broadside. The English ballads, liowever, 
are mere "goodnights." The Scottisii ballads 
have a proper story, with a beginning, middle, 
and end, and (save one late copy), a good 
end, and they are moat certainly original and 
substantialiy independent of the English. 
Tlie Scottish Geordie is no thief, nor even a 
Johnie Armstrong. There are certain pas- 
sages in certain versions which give tliat im- 
pression, it is true, but these are incongru- 
ous with the story, and have been adopted 
from some copy of the broadside, the later 
rather than the earlier. Theae are, the first 
two stanzas of F, utterly out of place, wbeta 
we have the king's horses stolen and sold 
in Bohemia, almost exactly aa in the bal- 
Ind of ' George of Oxford,' 15 ; G 7, where 
the Earl of Cassilis is made to steal geldings 
and sell them in Balleny; and J 28, in which 
the Laird of Gight ateala one of the king's 
steeds (precisely as in 'George of Oxford') 
and sells it in Bevany. That is to say, we 
have the very familiar case of the introduction 
(generally accidental and often infelicitous) 
of a portion of one ballad into another ; which, 
if accidental in the present instance, would 
easily be accounted for by a Geoi^ being 
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* It seenu to linre been fnmili&r io Aberdeen Bs enri; ag 
1697. Joseph Hulowood lunde an entry in bU copy of Itit- 
•od'i Scatlih Sone ot a m tin u script Lule-Book IpreKnled in 
17SI to Df Charles Buracy b; Ur Skeae of Mariacbal 
College) which cootuncd ain noted and collected by Robert 



Gordon, "at Aberdein, in the yeara of odi Lord 1617.** 

Among Bome oinety titles of tnnes mentioned, there occur 
'ThernreT three rarns' and 'God be with the, Geoidi*.* 
(W. Macmath.) 
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the hero in each. Further ; the burden of B, 


probably a ' Geordie Lnklie,' a Scottish vari- ^H 


embodied in the bsiHad in two versions, I 27, 


ety of one of the Engliab broadsides. ^^M 


J 35, baa a geneml resemblance to that of 


^^M 


' George Stoole,' and could hardly buve been 


a is translated by Gerhard, p. 56 ; A, in ^H 


original with the Scottish ballad. There was 


part, by Knortz, Schottische Balladeu, p. 101. ^H 


1 


' ^^ 


1 

A 


8 she 'b down on her bended knee, ^^^^^^^| 


JohDiOP'a Mnwum. No we, p. 357, 1792; commnnicaWd 
by Robert Buroi. 


I wat she 's pale and weary : ^^^^^^H 
' pardon, pardon, noble king. ^^^^^^H 




And gie me back my dearie ! ^^^^^^B 


1 There was a b&ttle in the north. 


^^H 


And nobles there was many. 


9 ' I hae born seven sons to my Geordie dear, ^^M 


And they hae kiUd Sir Charlie Hay. 


The seventh neer saw his daddie ; ^^^H 


And they laid the wyte on Geordie. 


pardon, pardon, noble king, ^^^^^H 




Pity a waef u lady .' ' ^^^^H 


2 he has written a lang letter. 


^^^^^^M 


He eent it to his lady ; 


10 ' Gar bid the heodin-man mak baste,' ^^^^^| 


* Ye maun cum up to Enhrugh tovrn, 


Our king reply 'd fu lordly : ^^^^^^^| 


To see wliat word 'h o Geordie." 


' noble king, tak a' that 'a mine, ^^^^^^| 




But gie me back my Geordie ! ' ^^H 


3 When first she lookd the letter on, 


^^1 


She was baith red and rosy ; 


11 The Gordons cam, and the Gordons nuoi ^^^| 


H But she had na read a word but twa 


And they were stark and steady, ^^^^^^^M 


■ TIU she wallowt like a Uly. 


And ay the word amang tliem a' ^^^^^^^| 


■ 




■" 4 ' Gar get to me my gude grey steed, 


^^^^^H 


My menyie a' gae wi me, 


12 An aged lord at the king's right hand ^^| 


For I shiUl neither eat nor drink 


Says, Noble king, but hear me ; ^^H 


TiU Enhrugh town shall see me.' 


Gar her tell down five thonsand pound, ^^M 


^L 


And gie her back her dearie. ^H 


^H 5 And she has moDntit her gude grey 


^^M 


■ steed. 


13 Some gae her marks, some gae her rrowns. ^^M 


^H Her menyie a' gaed wi ber, 


Some gae ber dollarB many, ^^H 


■ And she did neither eat nor drink 




H Till Enbnigb town did see her. 


And she 'a gotten again her dearie. ^^H 


H 6 And first appeard the fatal block. 


14 She bhnkit blythe in ber Geordie's face, ^H 


^^ And syne the aix to head him. 


Says, Dear I 've bought thee, Geordie ; ^H 


^B And Geordie cumin down the slair, 


Bnt there snd been bluidy bouks on the green ^^H 


^H And bands o aim upon him. 


Or I had tiut my laddie. ^^M 


^H 7 Bat tho he was chaind in fetters Strang, 


15 He daspit her by the middle sma. ^^^H 


^M airn and steel sae heavy, 


And he kist her lips sae rosy : ^^^^^^| 


^1 There was na ane in a' the court 




^^ Sm bra a man as Geordie. 


Is my sweet, bonie Udy ! ^^^^^^^| 
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a. " Scotch Ballads, Bfaterials for Border MinatidsT,'' No 
13, AbbotsfonL Sent to Scott bv William Laidlaw', Sep. 
tember U, 1802 (Letters, toL i. No 73), as written down by 
Laidlaw from the recitation of Mr Bartram of Biggar. b. 
Variations receired bjr Laidlaw from J. Scott 

1 ^ There was a battle i the north 

Amang our nobles many, 
And they have killed Sir Charles Hay, 
And they 're taen thrae me my Geordie.' 

2 <0 where 11 1 gett a wi bit boy, 

A bonnie boy that 's ready. 

That will gae in to my biggin 

With a letter to my ladie ? ' 

3 Then up and startit a wi bit boy. 

An a bonnie boy was ready : 
^ It 's I H gae in to yoor biggin 
Wi a letter to your ladie.' 

4 When the day was fair an the way was clear, 

An the wi bit boy was ready, 
An he 's gane in to his biggin, 
Wi a letter to his ladie. 

5 When she lookd the letter on, 

She was no a wearit ladie ; 
Bat when she lookit the other side^ 
She mourned for her Geordie. 

6 * Grar sadle to me the black,' she says, 

* For the brown rade neer sey bonnie, 
An 1 11 gae down to Enbro town. 
An see my tme-loTe Geordie.' 

7 When she cam to the water-side. 

The cobles war na ready; 
She 's tnmd her horse's head about, 
An in by the Qneen's Ferry. 

8 When she cam to the West Port, 

There war poor folks many ; 
She dealt crowns an the dacatdowns, 
And bade them pray for Greordie. 

9 When she cam to the Parliament Gloss, 

There amang oar nobles many. 
Cravats an caps war standing there. 
Bat low, low lay her Greordie. 

10 When she gaed ap the tolbooth-stairs, 
Amang oar nobles manici 



The napkin *s tjed oer Geordie's face. 
And the gallows makin ready. 



11 * O wad ye hae his lands or 
Or wad ye hae his monie ? 
Take a', a' frae him bat his 
Leave me my trae4ove 



sa^ alonOy 



12 The captain pa'd her on his knee, 

An ca'd her heart an honey : 
< An ye wad wait se'en years for me, 
Te wad never jamp for Geordie.' 

13 * O hold yoar tongae, yoa foolish man, 

Yoar speech it 's a' bat folly ; 
For rn ye wad wait till the day ye die, 
I wad neer take John for Greordie.' 

14 'T was ap an spak the Lord Corstarph, 

The ill gae wi his body ! 
* O Geordie*8 neck it war on a block, 
Gif Ihadhisfairkdie!' 

15 ' O hand yer tongae, ye foolish man, 

Yer speech is a' bat folly ; 
For if Greordie's neck war on a block, 
Ye soald neer enjoy his ladie. 

16 * It 's I hae se'en weel gawn miUs, 

I wait they a' gang daily ; 
1 11 gie them a' an amang ye a' 
For the sparin o my Gecntlie. 

17 * I hae ele'en bairns i the wast, 

I wait the're a' to Greordie ; 
I 'd see them a' streekit afore mine eyes 
Afore I lose my Geordie. 

18 * I hae ele'en bairns i the wast, 

The twalt bears ap my body ; 
The yoangest 's on his narse's knee, 
An he never saw his dadie. 

19 ^ I hae se'en ancles in the north. 

They gang baith proad an lordly ; 
I'd see them a' tread down afore my 
eyes 
Afore I lose my Greordie.' 

20 Then oat an spak an ElngUsh lord, 

The ill gae wi his bodie ! 
' It 's I gard hang Sir Francie Grey, 
An I '11 soon gar hang yoar Geordie.' 
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21 It 'a oat an spsk than a Scottisli lord, 


26 Some gae her gold, some gae her crowns, ^^^ 


Mny the weel gae wi liis body ! 


Some gae her ducats many, ^^| 


'It "b I '11 casi at my coat an feght 


An she 'a telld down five hundred i«nnd, ^H 


Afore ye lose your Geordie.' 


An she 'b taen away her Geordie. ^^^| 


22 It "8 out then spak an English lord, 


27 An ay she praiad the powers above, ^^^^^^^| 


May the ill gae wi Ills bodie ! 


Ad a' the royal family, ^^^^^^^H 


' Before the morn at ten o'clock, 


An ay she blessed tlie royal queen, ^^^^^^B 


I 'b hae the head o Geordie.' 


For Bparin o her Geordie. ^H 


23 Out then spak the Scottish lord, 


28 f 


May the weel gae wi his body ! 


^H 


' I '11 figlit i bluid up to the knees 


Nae hinl sang sweeter in the bnsh ^^M 


Afore ye lose youf Geordie.' 


Than she did wi her Geordie. ^^M 


24 But oat an spak the royal king. 


29 'It's wo be to my Lord Costorpb, ^| 


May the wee! gae wi his body ! 


It 's wo be to him daily ! ^^H 


■There 'b be bluidie heads ataang us a.' 


For if Geordie's neck had been on th« block ^H 


Afore ye lose your Geordie.' 


He had neer enjoyd his ladie. ^^| 


25 'T was up than spak the royaJ queen, 


30 ' Gar print me balknts weel,' she said, ^H 


' May the weel gae wi his body ! 


' Gar print me boUonts many, ^^H 


Tell down, tell down five honder pound, 


Gar print me hallants weel,' she said, ^^^| 


_ An ye 's get wi you yer Geordie.' 


- That I am a worthy ladie.' ^^^^^| 


L 


^H 


r 


4 They 've saddled the bkck. they 've saddled ^M 




the brown, ^^H 


^M a. "Scotch Bal1ai:i. Materials for Gonlor MintcrdiT." 


They 've saddled her the bonny, ^H 


^1 IB ; taken down from tba ainging o£ Miss Christy Robtrt- 


un. VauM. t>. "t^cotch BatUils." etc.. Ho lOB, in a Ixly's 


Straight away to see her Geordie. ^^^^^^H 


ImdiI, ana perbaps oUuitied diiertl; from Miu Bubertson. 


^^^^^^H 




5 When she came to the sea-side, ^^^^H 


1 There was a battle in the north, 


The boaU they were nae ready i ^^^^^H 


Among the nobles many ; 


She turned her horse's head about, ^^^^^| 


The Laird of Geight he 'b killd a man. 


And ewimd at the Queen's Ferry. ^^^^^^| 


And there 's nane to die but Geordie. 


^^^^^M 




6 And when she came to the prison-door, ^^H 




There poor folks they stood many ; ^^M 




She dealt the red guineas them among, ^^M 


2 ■ What news ? what news, my bonny boy ? 


And bade them pray weel for Geordie. ^^M 


What newB hue ye frae Geordie ? ' 


^H 


' He bids ye aew his linen shirte, 


7 And when i>he came bto the hall, j^H 


For he 's sure he 'U no need many.' 


Amang the nobles many, ^^H 




The napkin 's tied on Geordie's face, ^^| 


3 ' Go saddle the black, go saddle the brown, 


And the head 'a to gae ba^ Geordie. ^H 




^H 


For I will neither eat nor drink 


8 ' I have bom ten bonny sons, ^^M 


Until I see my Geordie.' 

»OI- IT. IT 


And tke eleventh neer u lus dadie, ^^^ 
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And I wiH bear them all oer again 
For the life o bonny Greordie. 

9 'I have bom the Laird of Gight, 

And the Laird of bonny Pernonnie ; 
And I will gie them all to thee 
For the life of my bonny Geordie.' 

10 Up then spoke [a kind-hearted man], 

Wha said, He 's done good to many ; 
If ye '11 tell down ten hundred crowns 
Away ye shall hae yer Greordie. 

11 Some telld shillings, and some telld crowns, 

Bat she telld the red guineas many, 
Till they Ve telld down ten hmidred crowns, 
And away she 's got her G^rdie. 



12 [It 's up then spoke an Irish lord, 

And O but he spoke bauldly ! J 
* I wish his head had been on the block, . 
That I might hae got his fair lady.' 

13 She turned about .... 

And O but she spoke boldly ! 
' A pox upon your nasty face ! 
Will ye eer be compared to my Geor- 
die?' 

14 She set him on a milk-white steed. 

Herself upon another ; 
The thrush on the briar neer sang so dear 
As she sang behind her Gteordie. 



" Scotch Ballads, Materials for Border Minstrelsy/' No 
64, MS. of Thomas Wilkie, 1813-15, p. 50, Abbotsford. "I 
took this down from the recitation of Janet Scott, Bowden, 
who song it to a beautifnl plaintive old air." 

1 There was a battle i the north 

Among the nobles many, 
The Laird of Gigh he 's kiUd a man. 
The brother of his lady. 

2 * Where will 1 get a man or boy, 

That will win both goud and money. 
That will run into the north, 
And fetch to me my lady ? ' 

3 Up then spake a bonny boy. 

He vnui both blythe and merry ; 
' O I will run into the north, 
And fetch to you your lady.' 

4 ' Tou may tell her to sew me a gude side shirt, 

She ^ no need to sew me mony ; 
Tell her to bring me a gude side shirt, 
It will be the last of any.* 

5 He has written a broad letter. 

And he 's seald it sad and sorry ; 
He 's gaen it to that bonny boy. 
To take to his fair lady. 

6 Away the bonny boy he *s gaen, 

He was both blythe and merrie ; 



He 's to that fair lady gane. 

And taen her word frae Gteordie« 

7 When she looked the letter on, 

She was both sad and sorrie : 
< O I 'U away to fair Edinburgh town 
Myself and see my Geordie. 

8 ' Gar saddle to me the black/ she says^ 

^ The brown was neer sae bonny ; 
And I '11 straight to Edinburgh 
Myself and see my Geordie.' 

9 When she came to that wan water. 

The boats was not yet ready ; 
She wheeld her horse's head around. 
And swimd at the Queen's Ferry. 

10 When she came to the Parliament Close, 

Amang the poor folks many. 
She dealt the crowns with duckatoons. 
And bade them pray for Greordy. 

11 When she came to the Parliament House, 

Among the nobles many. 
The rest sat all wi hat on head, 
But hat in hand sat Geordie. 

12 Up bespake an English lord. 

And he spake bljrthe and merrie ; 
* Was G^rdie's head upon the block, 
I am sure I would have his lady.' 
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13 Up beapake that lady fair, 


16 Up bespake the gude Argyle ; ^M 


And but she was some ! 


He bos befriended many ; ^^M 


•If Geordie's head were on the block. 


•K ye '11 tell down ten hundred crowns, ^H 


There 'b never a man gain his lady. 


Te 's win the life GeoriUe.' ^H 


14 ' I have land into the north, 


17 Some gaed her shillings, and some her crowns, ^M 


And I have white rigs many, 


And some gaed her guineos many. ^H 


And I could gie tliem a' to you 


And she 'a tclld dovm ten hundred crowns, ^^H 


To save the life of Geordie. 


And she 's wone the life o Geordie. ^H 


16 ' I have seven children in the north, 


18 When she came down througli EdJnborough, ^H 


And they seem very honnie. 


And Geordie in her hand. 0, ^H 


And I could bear them a' over again 


' Where will I get a writer's [house], ^^^ 


For to win the life o Geordie.' 


A writer's bouse so ready, ■u^^^^B 




That I may write into the north ^^^^^^1 




I have wone the life o Geordie' ? ^^^H 




^H 


■ 


3 And when she came unto the hall ^^^^^^| 


■ 


The nobles there stood many, ^^^^^^| 
And every one stood hat on head, ^^^^^^^| 


^f a. Kinlocb MSS, Y. 130: in the bandwriting of Jamei 
Beside, b. Kinloch'a Ancieot Scoitish BnlJaili, p. 193. 




But bat in hand stood Geordie. ^^H 


1 There was a batde in the north. 


^H 


And rebels there were many, 


4 up bespoke a baron bold, ^^M 


^L And ihey were a' bronght before the king, 


And but he spoke bonaie ! ^H 


^1 And taken was my Geordie. 


' Such lovers true shall not parted be.' ^H 


^H My Geordie 0, my Geordie 0, 


And she 's got her true-love Geordie. ^H 


^B the love I bear to Geordie ! 


^H 


^^H For the very ground I walk npon 


6 When she was mounted on her high horse, ^M 


^^V Bears witness I love Geordie. 


And on behind her Geordie. ^1 




Nae bird on the brier eer sang sae clear ^H 


^M 2 As she went np the tolbooth-stair. 


As the young knight and his lady. ^H 


^H The cripples there stood many. 


my Geordie 0, my Geordie O, ^M 


^H And ihe dealt the red gold them among, 


O the love I bear to Geordie 1 ^H 


^H For to pray for her love Oeordie. 


The very stars in the firmament ^^M 




Bear tokens I love Geordie. ^M 




^H 


^r 


But I stole fyft£en o the king's bay horse, ^^M 


^M Holherwell'i MS., p. 367 ; from the recllation of Agnei 


And I sold them in Bohemia. ^^M 


^H Ljle. Kilbarchan. 






3 • Where would I get a pretty little boy, ^^M 


^H 1 < Geordie Lnkely is my name, 


That would fain win gold and money. ^^H 


^1 And many a one doth ken me ; 


That wonld carry this letter to Stirling town, ^^M 


H Many an ill deed I hae done, 


And give it to my lady ? ' ^^M 


^H Bat now death will ovrrecome me. 


^H 




4 ' Here am I, a pretty little boy, ^M 


^H 2 ' I neither murdered nor yet have I slun, 


That wild tain win gold and money ; ^H 


^H I nerer mnrdered any ; 


^^J 
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1 11 carry your letter to Stirling town, 
And give it to your lady.' 

6 As he came in by Stirling town 
He was baith weet and weary ; 
The cloth was spread, and supper set, 
And the ladies dancing merry. 

6 When she read the first of it, 

She was baith glad and cheery ; 
But before she had the half o 't read^ 
She was baith sad and sorry. 

7 ' Come saddle to me the bonnie dapple gray, 

Come saddle to me the wee poney ; 
For I '11 awa to the king mysell, 

And plead for my ain love Greordie.' 

8 She gaed up the Cannogate, 

Amang the pnir folk monie ; 
She made the handfus o red gold fly. 

And bade them pray for Geordie, 
And aye she wrang her lily-white hands. 

Saying, I am a wearyd lady ! 

9 Up and spoke the king himsell, 

And oh, but he spok bonnie ! 
' It 's ye may see by her countenance 
That she is Geordie's lady.' 

10 Up and spoke a bold bluidy wretch. 

And oh, but he spoke boldly ! 
' Tho [thou] should pay ten thousand pounds. 
Thou '11 never get thy own love Greordie. 

11 ' For I had but ae brother to mysell, 

I loved him best of any ; 



They cutted his head from his fair bodie^ 
And so will they thy love Greordie.' 

12 Up and spoke the king again. 

And oh, but he spak bonnie ! 
' If thou '11 pay me five thousand poondy 
I '11 gie thee hame thy love Greoidie.' 

13 She put her hand in her pocket, 

She freely paid the money, 
And she 's awa to the Gallows Wynd, 
To get her nain love Geordie. 

14 As she came up the Grallows Wynd, 

The people was standing many ; 
The psalms was sung, and the bells was 
rung. 
And silks and cords hung bonnie. 

15 The napkin was tyed on Geordie's face. 

And the hangman was just readie : 
* Hold your hand, you bluidy wretch I 

O hold it from my Geordie ! 
For I 've got a remit from the king. 

That I '11 get my ain love Greordie.* 

16 When he heard his lady's voice, 

He was baith blythe and merry : 
' There 's many ladies in this place ; 
Have not I a worthy ladie ? ' 

17 She mounted him on the bonnie dapple 

Herself on the wee poney, 
And she rode home on his right hand, 
All for the pride o Girdle. 



G 



Motherwell's Note-Book, p. 17, p. 10; from Mn Rnle, 
Paisley, August 16, 1825. Apparently learned from a blind 
annt, pp. 1, 3. 

1 The weather it is clear, and the wind blaws 

fair. 
And yonder a boy rins bonnie. 
And he is awa to the gates of Hye, 
With a letter to my dear ladie. 

2 The first line that she lookit on, 

She was baith red and rosy ; 



She droppit down, and she dropt in a swoon, 
Crys, Och and alace for Greordie ! 

3 ' Grar saddle to me the black, black horse ; 

The brown is twice as bonnie ; 
But I will neither eat nor drink 
Till I relieve my Geordie.' 

4 When she cam to the canny Cannygate, 

Amang the puir folk many. 
She made the dollars flee amang them a'. 
And she bade them plead for Geordie. 
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5 When ihe came to the tolbooth-gate. 


8 ' Pleading is idle,' said the king, 


Among the nobles many. 


' Pleading is idle with any ; 


She made llie red gold flee amang them a', 


But pay you down five hundred pund. 


And she bade tbem plead for Geonlie. 


And tak you hame your Geordie.' 


6 Out and spoke the king himsell, 


9 Some gave marks, and aom gave crowns. 


' Wha "b aught tliis weary lody ? ' 


Some gave dollars many ; 


Oat and spoke a, pretty little page, 


She 'a paid down the five hundred pnnd. 


' She '8 the Earl o Caasilis lady.' 


And she 's relieved her Geordie. 


7 > Has he kiUed P or has he slain ? 


JO The tody smiled in Geordie's face : 


Or baa he ravbhd any ? ' 


' Geordie, I have bocht thee ; 


' He alole three geHings ont o yon park, 


But down in yon green there had been bloidf 


And sold them to Balleny.' 


breeks 




Or I lia<l parted wi thee.' 


H 


7 ' He hasna robbd, he hasna stown. 




He hasna killed ony ; 
But he ha^ hunted the king's deer and rae, 


Chriitie'i Tradilionsl Ballail Aim. 11, ** ; "long favorite 




And he will be hangsd shortly.' 


^H 1 ' Will ye go to the Hielans, my bonny lad ? 




^B Will ye go to the Hielana, Geordie ? 


8 ' Come saddle to me the bonny brown steed. 


^^M Though ye tak the high road and I tak the 


For the black never rode sae bonny. 


^1 


And I will gae on to Edinboro town ^^_ 


■ I ^1 be in the Hiekns afore ye.' 


To borrow the life o my Geordie.' ^^^^^| 


^1 2 He hadna been in the high Hiekns 


9 The first water-side that she cam to, ^^^^^| 


^M A month but barely twa, 0. 


The boatman wasna ready ; ^^^^^^H 


^H Till he was laid in prison strong, 


She gae anither skipper half-a^rown, ^^^^^^H 


^H For hunting the king's deer and roe, 0. 


To boat her ocr the ferry. ^^^^^| 


^H 3 < where will I get a bonny, bonny boy, 


10 When she cam on to Edinboro town, ^^M 


^H That will run my errand cannie, 


The poor stood thick and mony ; ^^H 


^H And gae quickly on to the bonny Bog o Gight, 


She dealt them money roun and roon, ^^H 


^B Wi a letter to my lady ? ' 


Bade them pray for the life o ber Geordie. ^^| 


^H 4 ' here am I, a bonny, bonny boy. 


11 When she giied up the tolbooth-etair, .^^^^^M 


^H That will run your errand cannie. 


She saw there nobles mony, ^^^^^^| 


^H And will gae on to the bonny Bog o Gight, 


And ilka noble stood hat on head. ^^^^H 


^M Wi a letter to your lady.' 


But hat in hand stood Geordie. ^^^^^H 


^H 5 When she did get this broad !etl«r, 


12 Then oat it spak an English lord. ^^M 


H A licht, Ucht laugh gae ihe. : 


And TOW, but he spake bonny ! ^^^^^H 


^B Bnt before she read it to an end 


'If ye pay down ten thousand croons, ^^^^^^| 


^H The sant t«ar was in her ee, 0. 


Ye '11 get the life o your Geordie.' ^^^^H 


^H 6 'Ohashe robbd? or has he atown ? 


13 Some gae her marks, some gae ber cronns, ^^^H 


■ Or has he killed ony? 


Some gae her guineas rar«Iy. ^^H 


^H Or what is the ill that he has done, 


Till she paid down ten thousand rrouns, ^^H 


^H That he "s gaun to be hangd sae shortly ? " 


And she got tbe life o her Geordie. ^^^^M 
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^^M 14 Then out it spak an Irish lord, 


The bird on the bush neer sang sae sweet, 


^H wae befa hiH body ! 


As she sung to her love Geordie. 


^H ' It 's a pity the knicht didna lose his head. 




^H That I micbt hae gotten his lady.' 


17 ' First I was mistress o bonny Auchindown, 




And I was lady o a' Camie, 


^H 15 But out it apak the lady hersel, 


But now I have come to the bonny Bog o Gi^ 


^^1 And vow, but she spak bonny ! 


The wife o my true-love Geordie. 


^^H ' The pock-marlis are on your Irish face, 




^^H You could not compare wi my Geordio ! ' 


18 ' If I were in the high Hiekns. 




I would hear the white kye lowing ; 


^^P 16 When she was in tlie saddle set, 


But I 'd rather be on the bonny banks o Sp«yj 


^H And on ahint her Geordie, 


To see the fiah-boaties rowing." 


H 


But as she read it till an end 




The tears were thick an mony. 


^H a. BachsD'a MS8, II, 143. b. Kialoch MSS, VI, 1, in 








8 ' Come saddle to me the black,' she says, 


^^H 1 <I GBoosED my love at the bonny yates of 


' Come saddle him soon and shortly, 


^^M Gight, 


Ere I ride down to Edinburgh town, 


^^H Where the birks an the Sowers spring bony, 


Wi a lang side sark to (5©ordy.' 


^V But pleasures I had never one, 




^M But crosses very mony. 


9 When she came to the boat of Leith, 




I wad she did na tarry ; 


^H 2 ' First I was mistress of Pitfan 


She gave the boatman a guinea o gold 


^H And madam of Kincraigie, 


To boat her oer the ferry. 


^H And now my name is bonny Lady Anne, 




■ And I am Gight's own lady. 


10 As she gaed oer the pier of Leith, 




Among the peerls many, 


^1 3 ' He does not ase me as his wife. 




^H Nor cherish me as his lady, 


Bade them a' pray for Geordy. 


^H But day by day he saddles the grey, 




^H And rides off to Bignet's lady.' 


11 As she gaed up the toIbooth-Btair, 




Among the nobles many, ^^^ 


^H 4 Bignet he got word of this. 


Every one sat hat on head, ^^^^^^| 


^H That Gight lay wi his lady ; 


Bat hat in hand stood Geordy. ^^^^^| 


^H He swore a vow, and kept it true. 


^^^^^^M 


^H To be reveogd on 's body. 


12 'Has he brunt? or has he shun? ^^^H 




Or has he robbtid any ? ^^^^^| 


^^^ 5 ' Where will I get a bonny boy 


Or has he done any other crime, ^^^^^^M 


^H Will nm my errand shortly, 


That gars yon head ray Geordy ? ' ^^^^^^| 


^H That wood run on to the bonny yat«8 o Gight 


^^^^^M 


^H Wi a letter to my lady ? ' 


13 ' He hasna brunt, he hasna sltun, ^^^^^| 




He hasna robbed any ; ^^^^^^| 


^H 6 Gight has written a broad letter. 


But he has done another crime, ^^^^^^| 


^^M And seald it soon and ready. 


For which he wiU [>ay dearly.' ^^^^^| 


^H And sent it o[i to Gight's own yat«B, 


^^^^^1 


^^V For to acquaint his lady. 


14 In it comes him First Lord Judge, ^^^^^| 




Says, George, I 'm sorry for yon ; ^^^^^^H 


^H 7 The first of it she looked on. 


You must prepare yourself for deatlv^^^^^^H 


^^^ dear 1 she smiled bonny ; 


For there 'U be nae mercy for you. ^^^^^^| 



309. 


GEORDIB 135 ^M 


15 la it comes him Second Lord Judge, 


22 She spread her mantle on the aoor, ^H 


Says, George 1 'm sorry for you ; 


dear ! she spread it bonny, ^^H 


You niuBt prepare yourself for death, 


And she told down that noble sum ; ^^H 


For there 'U be nae mercy for you. 


Says, Put on your hat, my Geordy. ^^^^^^H 


16 Out it speaks Gight's lady hergetf. 


23 But ont it speaks him gleid Argyle, ^^^^^H 


And vow, but she spake wordy ! 


Says, Woe he to your body ! ^^^^^H 


' Is there not a lord among you all 


I wish that Gight had lost his bead, ^^^^^H 


Can plead a word for Geordy ? ' 


should lus lady. ^^^^H 


17 Out it speaks the firat Lord Judge : 


24 She looked oer her left shoulder, ^^^^H 


' What lady 's that amang you 


A proud look and a saucy ^^^^^H 


That speaka to us so boldly here, 


Says, Woe be to you, gleid Argyle 1 ^^^^^H 


And bids lis plead for Geordy ? ' 


Ye 'U neer be like my Geordy. ^^^^H 


IS Out then spake a friend, her own, 


25 ' You '11 hae me to some writer's house. ^^H 


And says. It 's Gight's own lady, 


And that baitb seen and shortly, ^^M 


Who is come to plead her own lord's 


That I may write down Gight's lament, ^H 


cause. 


And bow I borrowed Geordy.' ^^M 


To which she 'a true and steady. 


^^H 




26 When she was in her saddle set, ^^^^^M 


19 The queen, looking oer her shott-window. 


And aye behind her Geordy, ^^^^^^^| 


Says, Ann, I 'm sorry for you : 


Birds noer sang blyther in the busb ^^^^^^| 


If ye 'U teU down ten thousand crowns, 


Than she behind her Geordy. ^^^^^B 


Ye shall get home your Geordy. 


^^1 




27 ' bonny George, but I love thee well, ^M 


20 She 's taen the hat out of his hand, 


And sae dear as I love thee ! ^H 


^L And dear ! it set her bonny ; 


The sun and moon and firmnraent above ^| 


^1 She 's beggd the red gold them among, 


Bear witness how I love thee 1 ' ^H 


^r And a' to borrow Geordy. 


^H 




28 ■ bonny Ann, but I love thee well, ^| 


21 She turnd her right and round about 


And but sae dear as I love Uiee 1 ^M 


• Among the nobles many ; 


The birds in the air, that fly together pair koA ^^ 


^1 Some gave her dollars, some her crowns, 


^M 


^M And some gave guineas many. 


Bear witness, Ann, that I love thee ! ' ^H 


■ 


3 ' We courted in the woods o Gight, ^^^^^| 


B 


Where birks and flowrs spring bonny j ^^H 


^1 


But pleasures I had never one, ^^H 


^H Bachan's Ballads ol the ttotih ot Scotland. I, ISa. 


Bat sorrows thick and mony. ^^^^^^| 


H 1 * First I was lady o Black Riggs. 


4 ' He never ownd me as bis wife, ^^^^^^^| 


^H And then into Kincraigie ; 


Nor bonourd me as lus lady, ^^^^^^^| 


H Now I am the Lady o Gight, 


But day by day he saddles the ^rejr, ^^^^^H 


^H And my love he 's ca'd Geordie. 


And rides to Bignet's lady.' ^^^^^H 


^H 2 ' I was the mistress o Pitfan, 


6 When Bignet he got word of that, ^^^^H 


^H And madam o Kincraigie ; 


That Gight lay wi his Udy, ^^^^H 


^H But now my name is Lady Atme, 


He 's casteii bim in prison strong, ^^^^^^^| 


^H And I am Gight's own lady. 


To ly till lords were ready. ^^^^^M 
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6 ' Where will I get a little wee boy. 

That is baith true and steady, 
That will run on to bonny Gight, 
And bring to me my lady ? ' 

7 ^ O here am I, a little wee boy, 

That is baith true and steady. 

That will run to the yates o Gight, 

And bring to you your lady.' 

8 ' Ye '11 bid her saddle the grey, the grey, 

The brown rode neer so smartly ; 
Ye '11 bid her come to Edinbro town, 
A' for the life of Geordie.' 

9 The night was fair, the moon was clear, 

And he rode by Bevany, 
And stopped at the yates o Gight, 
Where leaves were thick and mony. 

10 The lady lookd oer castle- wa. 

And dear, but she was sorry ! 
^ Here comes a page frae £dinbro town ; 
A' is nae well wi Geordie. 

11 * What news, what news, my little boy ? 

Come tell me soon and shortly ; ' 
* Bad news, bad news, my lady,' he said, 
* They 're going to hang your Greordie.' 

12 ' Ye '11 saddle to me the grey, the grey. 

The brown rade neer so smartly ; 
And I '11 awa to Edinbro town. 
Borrow the life o Geordie.' 

13 When she came near to Edinbro town, 

I wyte she didna tarry, 
But she has mounted her grey steed. 
And ridden the Queen's Ferry. 

14 When she came to the boat of Leith, 

I wat she didna tarry ; 
She gae the boatman a guinea o gowd 
To boat her ower the ferry. 

15 When she came to the pier o Leith, 

The poor they were sae many ; 
She dealt the gowd right liberallie, 
And bade them pray for Geordie. 

16 When she gaed up the tolbooth-stair. 

The nobles there were many : 



And ilka ane stood hat on head« 
But hat in hand stood Greordie. 

17 She gae a blink ont-ower them a% 

And three blinks to her Greordie ; 
But when she saw his een fast boaodf 
A swoon fell in this lady; 

18 'Whom has he robbd? What has he stole? 

Or has he killed ony? 
Or what 's the crime that he has done. 
His foes they are sae mony ? ' 

19 ' He hasna brunt, he hasna slain, 

He hasna robbed ony ; 
But he has done another crime, 
For which he will pay dearly.' 

20 Then out it speaks Lord Montague, 

wae be to his body I 

' The day we hangd young Charles Hay, 
The mom we '11 head your Geordie.' 

21 Then out it speaks the king himsell. 

Vow, but he spake bonny ! 
' Come here, young Gight, confess your Bins, 
Let 's hear if they be mony. 

22 ' Come here, young Gight, confess your sins. 

See ye be true and steady ; 
And if your sins they be but sma, 
Then ye 'se win wi your lady.' 

23 ' Nane have I robbd, nought have I stown. 

Nor have I killed ony ; 
But ane o the king's best brave steeds, 

1 sold him in Bevany.' 

24 Then out it speaks the king again, 

Dear, but he spake bonny ! 
* That crime 's nae great ; for your lady's sake. 
Put on your hat now, Greordie.' 

25 Then out it speaks Lord Montague, 

wae be to his body ! 

' There 's g^ilt appears in Gight's ain face, 
Ye '11 cross-examine Greordie.' 

26 ' Now since it all I must confess, 

My crimes' baith great and mony : 
A woman abused, five orphan babes, 

1 killd them for their money.' 
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27 Out it apeaka the king again, 




The fiddle and fleet playd neer sae sweet ^H 


And dear, but he was sorry ! 




As she behind her Geordie. ^^M 


' Yoar confession brings confusion, 




^H 


Take aff your hat now, Geordie.' 


36 


'0 Geordie, Geordie, I love you well, ^^^^^B 


28 Then out it speaks the lady hersell. 




The birds in air, that fly in pain, . ^^^^^H 


Vow, but she was sorry ! 




Can witness how I love yon. ^^^^^H 


' Kow all my life I 'U wear the black. 




^^B 


Mourn for the death o Geordie.' 


36 


' Ye '11 caU for one. the beat o clerks, ^H 
Ye '11 call him soon and shorUy, ^H 


29 Lord Huntiy then he did speak out, 




As he may write what I indite, ^^M 


fair mot fa his body ! 




A' this I -ve done for Geordie.' ^H 


'I there will fight doublet aUne 




^^1 


Or ony thing ails Geordie.' 


37 


He tamed him right and round about, ^^^^^H 
And high, high looked Geordie: ^^^^^^| 


30 Then out it speaks the king again, 




'A finger o Bignet's lady's hand ^^^^^H 


Vow, but he spake bonny ! 




Is worth a' your fair body.' ^^^^^^^| 


*If ye '11 tell down ten thousand crowns, 




^^^^^^H 


Ye '11 buy the hfe o Geordie.' 


38 


My babes may want their mother ; ^^H 


31 She spread her mantle on the groond, 




But I 've made a vow, will keep it true, ^^H 


Dear, but she spread it bonny! 




I '11 be bound to no other.' ^M 


Some gae her crowns, some ducadoons. 




^^M 


And some gae dolhirs mony: 


39 These words they cauad a great dispute, ^^| 


Then she tauld down ten thousand crowns. 




And proud and fierce grew Geordie ; ^^1 


' Put on your hat, my Geordie.' 




A sharp dagger he pulled out, ^^M 
And pierced the heart o 'a lady. ^H 


32 Then out it speaka Lord Montague, 




'■ 


Wae be to his body ! 


40 The lady 's dead, and Gight he 's fled, B 


'I wisht that Gight wanted the head ; 




And left his knds behind him : ^M 


I might enjoyd his lady.' 




There were nane there coud find him. ^H 


33 Out it speaks the lady hersell. 




■ 


' Ye need neer wish my body ; 


41 Now a' that lived into Black Rlggs, ^^^^^| 


ill befa your wizzend snout! 






Wood ye compare wi Geordie ? * 




For seven years were clad in black, ^^^^^1 
To mourn for Gight's own lady. ^^^^^^| 


34 When she was in her saddle sot. 




^^^^^^1 


Riding the leys sae bonny. 




^^H 


1 


2 


1 Some gied her ducks, some gied her drakes, ^M 

And some gied her crowns monie, ^M 

And she 's paid him down five thousand pound, ^H 


^M MotberweU-i MS., p.370, u lang b^ Agnes Ljte's [ather. 




^H 1 ' I HAVE eleren babes into the north, 




And she 's gotten haue her Geordie. ^H 


^1 And the twelfth is in my body, O 




^H 


^M And the youngest o them 's in the nurse's arms, 




^^M 


^M He neer yet saw his daddy.' 

^M TOI. IV, 


1 


A 
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Canningham's Songs of Scotland, n, 186, 188 ; " from the 
zecitation of Mrs Cunningham." 

1 And soon she came to the water broad, 
Nor boat nor barge was ready ; 
She tamed her horse's head to the flood. 
And swam through at Queensferry. 



2 Bat when she to the presence came^ 
'Mang earls high and lordlie. 
There hat on head sat eyery man. 
While hat in hand stood Geordie. 



M 



Motherwell's Kote-Book, pp. 2, 1 ; from Miss Btown, sis- 
ter of Dr James Brown, of Glasgow. 

When he came oat at the tolbooth-stair, 

He was baith red and rosy ; 
Bat gin he cam to the gallows-fit. 

He was wallourt like the lily. 



N 

Motherwell's Note-Book, p. 20. 

I HAVE nine children in the west. 
The tenth ane 's in my bodie ; 

The eldest o them she never knew a man^ 
And she knows not wha 's her daddy. 



A* 4^ 5^ menzie. 

B. a. 8», 9», 19^ 21*. &/(w an. 

13". for struck out before Toot. 

14*. O has been altered from If, and is not 
very distinct. 

25*. wiher? 

25^ Tell down, tell tell down. 

26. Or^ She *s pat her hand to her pockety 
She 's palld oat dacats many, 
An she 's telld down, etc 

27^ Var. she blessd. 

28**^ No indication that this is an imperfect 

stanza* The la>st line is nearly bound tn, 

and not easy to read* 
30*. Grar print, etc. 
b. Variations written on the margin of 9^ 
1*. The Laird of Oigh has killd a man. 
2*. That will gae rin to the yates of Gigh. 
1\ Bamtisland sands /or the watei>-side. 
8^ the water-yate. 
8*. dealt the red gold them amang. 

14. T was np than spak a gentleman, 
Was ca'd the Laird of Logic, 
War Gighie's head bat on the blo[ck], 
If Ihadhisfairladiel' 



21^ the gade Argyle/or a Scottish lord* 

21*. He 's been a friend to many. 
G. a. "This song was taken down from a Miss 
Christy Robertson, Danse, who sang it to a 
yery pretty old tane. Being an old maid 
herself, she did not let it want any of the 
original plaintare which I suppose the origi- 
nal air woald haye." 

The MS. of Thomas Wilkie is inscribed, at 

' the beginningj Gattonside, 4th Sept, 1813 ; 
at the end^ Bowden, 2d Sept, 1815. 

6*. goad tcritten over guineas. 

8^*. Var. BIX for ten, seyenth ybr eleyenth. 

10^ a kind-hearted man, wanting in b, has 
evidently been supplied. 

12^. Supplied : originally only A man spoke 
load. 

12*. G^ordie's written over his ; were over had 
been. 
b. 2*. shirt 4*. And they saddled to her. 

6*. red good. 7^ When she. 9^ Geight 

10^ a kind-hearted man wanting. 

12^*. A man spoke load. 

13^ my wanting. 

14*. And herself. 
D. 2*. goad and money substituted for hose and 
shoon struck out. 

9*. they struck out before was. 
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18". Written in two UneB. 

E. b. No aceoiint i» given of the variations of the 

printed copy from the manuscript, but it is 
presumed that the larger ones were tradi- 
tional. 

1'. And monie ane got broken heada. 

2'. ahe gaed. 2*. To pray. 3'. into. 

3'. And Uka aue. 

After 3 : 

Up beapak a Norlan lord, 

I wat he spak na bonnie ; 
' If ye '11 Btay here a little while, 

Ye '11 gee Geordie hangit flhortly.' 

4'. Then np beapak. 

4''. If ye '11 pay doun five hundred crowns, 

Ye 'ae get your true-love Geordie. 
After i: 

Some lent her gnineaa, some lent her crowns, 

Some lent her Bhillings monie, 
And she 'a paid doun five hundred crowns. 

And she 's gotten her bonoie love Geordie. 

6*. hie Btee<l. 5*. ohint. 
Burden, first line : My Geordie 0, my Geordie O. 

F. " Sung to a tune something similar to ' My 

Nannie 0.' " 

1U» 10000. 12'. 5000. 

G. 8', 9'. 600. 

10*. bieeks is a corruption, for bouka, A 14*. 
I. a. 10'. crowns Uke duke o Downs : cf b 21*, 

Q31'. 
12'. gars your, 
b. 1'. I waa conrt«d a wife in the bonny woods 

of Fife. 
V. and flowers. 

1*. And pleasures I 've had never nane. 
1'. I 'VB had mony. 

2'. was lady of bonny Fitfauns. 2\ Then. 
2'. is Lady. 

2*. I'm even. ZK He never owns me. 
3*. Nor loves me. 3*. But every day. 
3*. rides to Pilbagnet's. 
4'. Pilhagnet he 'e. 
4'. has lien wi. 

4'. And he 's put bim in prison Strang. 
4*. Wanting. 

5». That will rin on to Ythan aide. 
5*. Wi letters, 

6. Now here am I, a bonny boy. 
Will rin your errand shortly, 



That will rin on to Ythan side 
Wi letters to your ladye. 

7'. But when she looked the letter on. 

V. But ere ; to an. 7'. tears fell. 

8". Ye '11 saddle: said. 

8'. Tho the brown should ride never so bonny. 

8'. I '11 go on to. 

8*. To see bow they 're using my. 

9. As she rode down by the pier of Leith, 

The poor met her never so mony. 
And she dealt the red gold right hberally. 
And bade them pray well for her Geordie. 

10. As she rode down by Edinbro town. 

The poor met her never so mony. 
And she dealt the red gold right liberallie, 
And bade them pray weel for her Geor- 

4/terlO; 

The king looked ower bis castle-wa, 

And he spak seen and sbnrtly ; 
' Now who is this.' said our liege the king, 

' Deab the red gold sae largely ? ' 

Then up bespak & bonny boy, i 

Waa richt nigh to her Geordie ; | 

' I '11 wager my life and a' my Ian 
That it is Gicht's own Udye.' 

11'. Tlien she went down the toolbootb-etair. 

11*. all the nobles so. 

1 1'. And every one had his hat on. 

12-20. Wanting. I 

21- Then she went down the toolhooth-atair. 
Among all the nobles so many ; 
Some gave her guineas, some gav« har 

Some gave her dokedoona many. 

And she has paid down the jailor's fee, 

And now she enjoys her Geordie. 

22-26. Wanting. 

27. ' O bonnie Geoiye, I love yoa weel 1 
O dear George, as I love yoo ! 
The sun and the moor, go together roun 
and roun. 
Bear witness, dear George, Iiow I love 
yoa I ' 
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28. ' O bonnie Anne, I love yon weel ! 
Oh dear Anne, how I love yon I 
The birds of the air, fly together pair and 
pair, 
Bear witness, dear Anne, how I love 



you 



! > 



J. 13*. the queen's berry. 

26^ crimes. I suppose crimes is to he meant. 



'< Of the preceding ballad [F], Agnes IHe says 
she has heard her father ning a different set, 
all of which she forgets except this, that 
there was nothing said of 'a bold blnidy 
wretch,' and in place of what is given to him 
in this version [F 10, 11], there were the 
two following stanzas.*' MotUerwMs M8^ 
p.S70f. 

2». 6000. 



APPENDIX 



" A lamentable new ditty, made upon the death 
of a worthy gentleman named Greorge Stoole, dwell- 
ing sometime on Gatwide Moore, and sometime 
at New-Castle in Northumberland : with his peni- 
tent end. To a delicate Scottish tune." Roxburghe 
Collection, I, 186, 187.. Roxburghe Ballads, ed. 
W. Chappell, I, 576. Previously printed by [Rit- 
son], Northumberland Grarland, Newcastle, 1793, 
p. 33 (p. 43 of Haslewood's reprint, London, 1809), 
and in Bell's Rhymes of Northern Bards, p. 162. 

1 Comb, you lusty northeme lads, 

That are so blith and bonny, 
Prepare your hearts to be full sad, 
To hear the end of Georgey. 
Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, my bon[n]y love. 

Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, my bonny ! 
Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, my owne deare love, 
And God be with my Georgie ! 

2 When Georgie to his triall came, 

A thousand hearts were sorry ; 
A thousand lasses wept full sore. 
And all for love of Georgy. 

8 Some did say he would escape, 
Some at his fall did glory ; 
But these were clownes and fickle friends^ 
And none that loved Georgy. 

4 Might friends have satisfide the law. 

Then Georgie would find many ; 
Yet bravely did he plead for life, 
If mercy might be any. 

5 But when this doughty carle was cast, 

He was full sad and sorry ; 
Yet boldly did he take his death. 
So patiently dyde Greorgie. 

6 As Georgie went up to the gate. 

He tooke his leave of many ; 



He tooke his leave of his lard's wife, 
Whom he lovd best of any. 

7 With thousand sighs and heavy lookes, 

Away from thence he parted 
Where he so often blith had beene. 
Though now so heavy-hearted. 

8 He writ a letter with his owne hand, 

He thought he writ it bravely ; 
He sent to New-castle towne. 
To his beloved lady. 

9 Wherein he did at large bewaile 

The occasion of his folly, 

Bequeathing life unto the law, 

His soule to heaven holy. 

10 * Why, lady, leave to weepe for me ! 

Let not my ending grieve ye ! 
Prove constant to the man you love. 
For I cannot releeve ye. 

11 * Out upon the, Withrington ! 

And fie upon the. Phoenix ! 
Thou hast put downe the doughty one 
That stole the sheepe from Anix. 

12 ' And fie on all such cruell carles 

Whose crueltie 's so fickle 
To cast away a gentleman, 
In hatred, for so little! 

18 ' I would I were on yonder hill, 
Where I have beene full merry, 
My sword and buckeler by my side, 
To fight till I be weary. 

14 ' They well should know, that tooke me first, 

Though hopes be now forsaken, 
Had T but freedome, armes, and health, 
I 'de dye ere I 'de be taken. 

15 'But law condemns me to my grave. 

They have me in their power ; 
Ther 's none but Christ that can mee save 
At this my dying houre.* 
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IS He calld his dearest love to him. 


3 ' Georee of Oxford is my name, ^^| 


Wiien as his heart was sorrv. 


And few there 's but have known me ; ^^^^^^^M 


Anil fpenking thus, with miinly heart, 


Many a mad'prank have I playd, ^^^^^^^| 


' Deart! swe«tiog, pray for Georgie.' 


But now ibuy overthrown me.' ^^^^^^^H 


17 He gave [0 her a piece of gold, 


S then bespake the Lady Gray ^^^^^^| 


And bade her give 't her baroes, 


hafte me the ^^^^^^^H 


And oft he Virt her rosie lips. 


And to ilie judge I 'Je make my way, ^^^^^^| 


And laid him into her srmei. 


To save the life of Georgy. ^^^^^^| 


18 And pomminii to the place of death, 


4 ' Go saddle me my milk-white I'teed, ^^^^^^H 


He never changed colour ; 


Go saddle me my bonny, ^^^^^^H 


The more they thought he would looke pale, 


That I may to New-Castie speed. ^^H 


The more his veinea were fuller. 


To save the life of Georgy.' ^^H 




6 But when she came the judge before, ^^^^^^^M 


^L Bi;ing at that time entreated 


Full low her knee she bended ; ^^^^^M 


^M For to confesse his former life, 


For Geor^-s life she did implore, ^^^^^1 


^B These words he straight repeated. 


That she might be befriended. ^^^^^B 


^m so ■ I never stole no oxe nor cow, 


6 ' rise, rise, fair Lady Gray, ^^^^^^B 


■ Nor never mur<iered any ; 


Your suit cannot be granted ; ^^^^^^^B 


H But 6fty horse I did receive 


Content your self as well you may, ^^^^^^^^| 


^B Of a merchant's man of Gorj. 


For Georgy must be hanged,' ^^^| 


^B 31 ■ Pot which I am condcmnd to dye. 


7 She wept, she waild, she [w]ning her handi, ^^B 


^H Though guiltlesse I stand dying ; 


And ceased not her mourning ; ^^^^^^^| 


^H Dcnre gracious God, my soule receive 1 


She offerd gold, she offerd lauds, ^^^^^H 


^H For now my life is flying.' 


To save the life Georgy. ^^^^^^B 


23 The man of death & part did act 


8 'I have travelld through the land, ^^^^^H 


Which grieves mee tell the story; 


And met with many a man, sir, ^^^| 


God comfort ail are comfonlesse. 


But, knight or lord, I bid him stand ; ^H 


And did[e] so well as Georpel 


He durst noi make an answer. ^^M 


^^_ Heigh-ho, Heigh-ho, my bonny love. 


^H 


^H Helgh-ho, heigh[-ho], my bonny. 


9 < The BHttain bold that durst deny ^H 


^^1 Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, mine own true love, 


His money fur to tender, ^^M 


^H tiweet Christ receive my Georgiel 


Though he were stout as valiant Guy, ^^^^^^B 




forced him to surrender. ^^^^^^H 


^H 1 . Burden to «f. 1 : honny m the tefonri Hne. 




^H 10*. theney. U*. whoops. 11*. dye are. 


10 ■ But when the money I had <:ot, ^^^^^^H 




And made him cry ptccoti, ^^^^^^B 


H " The Life and Death of George of Oxford. To 


To bear his charge and pay his shot, ^^^^^^B 


^V K pleasuit tune, called Poor Georgv-" Roxbiirghe 


A mark or noble gave ^^^^^H 


^ Collection. IV, 53, Pepys. 11, 160, Jersey, I. 86, 


^^^^^H 


Huth, I, 150. according to Mr J. W. Ebaworlh, 


11 'The ladies, when they had me seen, ^^^^^^H 


Rosbnrghe Ballads, VII, 70, 1890. It was printed 


Would ncr have bevn affrighted ; ^^^^^H 


^^ for P. Brooksby, whose time Mr Ebsworth givea aa 


To take » dance upon the creen ^^^^^^H 


K between 16T1 and 1692. 


With Gentry ihey delighted. ^^^^^H 


^^1 1 As I went over London Bridge, 


13 ' niien I had ended this our wake, ^^^^^| 


^H All in a miety morning. 


And fairly them bespoken. ^^^^B 


^H There did I see one weep and mourn. 


Their rings and jewels would I take, ^^1 


^H Lamenting for her Georcfy. 


To keep them fur a token.' ^^M 


^B His time it is past, bi» life it will not last, 


^^M 


^H Alack and alas, there is no remedy ! 


13 The hue-and-cry for George is set, ^^^^^^H 


^^B Which makes the heart within me ready to 


A proper hnndsome ^^^^^^H 


^^^ burst three. 


Wiih diamnnd eyes as black as jet, ^^^^^H 


^^^^^^ To think on tJiB death of poor Georgy. 


And locks like gold so ^^^^H 



142 

11 Long It WAS, with all tbeir art, 

Ere cbey could apprehend bim, 

But at the last his valiant heart ' 

No longer uould defuad liim. 

15 ' I ner stole horse nor mare in my 
Nor cloven foot, or any. 
But once, sir, of the king's white 
And I sold ihem to Bohemia.' 



210. BONNIE JAMES CAMPBELL 



16 Georgy he went np tlie hill, 
And after followed many; 
Georgy waa hanged in tilkeo string, 
'i'he like was never any. 

The burden (here given ailh only thejlrtt stanza) tl 
from lime lo lime farted. 

8>, 6'. Oh. AJia- 7. George's Confession. 



210 
BONNIE JAMES CAMPBELL 



A. Herd's MSS. I, 40, 11, 181. 

B. Finlay's Scottish Ballads, IS 



D. Cunningham's SoDgs of Scotlanil, III, 3. 



A WAS copied by Sir Walter Scott (with 
sliglit varirttiona) into a MS.at Abbotsford, 
'Scottish Songs.' fol. 6S (1795-1806). The 
firet half is printed from notes of Scott in 
Laing's edition of Sharpe's Ballad Book, pp. 
143, 156 f, and to these two stnnzaa. nearly 
as here printed, there are added in the second 
case, p. 157, the following Teraea, which are 
evidently modern, with the exception of the 
last: 
His hawk and hie hounds they are wandered and 

gane, 
Hia lady Btta dowie and weary her lane, 
His bairns wi greetin hae blinded their een, 
His croft is unshoi'n, and hia meadow grows green. 
Scott subjoins, " I never heard more of this." 
He was familiar with Herd's MSS. 

C, like many things in the Sootish Minstrel, 
has passed through editorial hands, whence 
the ' never return ' of at. 4, and ' A plume in 
hia helmet, a swovd at his knee,' st. 5. This 
copy furnished the starting point for Allan 
Cunningham, III, 1, who, however, substitutes 
Finlay's 'wife' fortheMiustrel's 'bryde,' and 
presents her with three bairns. 

Motherwell made up hia ' Bonnie George 



Campbell' (Minstrelsy, p. 44) from B, C, D. 
In a manuscript copied out by a granddaughter 
of Lord Woodhouaelee (1840-50), D is com- 
bined with Cunningham's ballad, 

Motherwell says that this bailad " is prol^ 
ably a lament for one of the adherents of the 
house of Argyle who fell in the battle of 
Glenlivet, stricken on Thursday, the third day 
of October, 1594." Sir Robert Gordon ob- 
serves that Argyle lost in this battle hia two 
cousins, Archibald and James Campbell: Gen- 
ealogical History of Sutherland, p. 229. Maid- 
ment, Scotiah Ballads, 1868, I, 240, chooses to 
think that '* there can be little doubt " that 
the ballad refers to the murder of Sir John 
Campbell of Calder by one of his own sur- 
name, in 1691, and alters the title accord- 
ingly to ' Bonnie John Campbell,' Mother- 
well has at least a name to favor his suppo- 
sition. But Campbells enow were killed, in 
battle or feud, before and after 1590, to for- 
bid a guess as to an individual James or George 
grounded upon the slight data afforded by the 
ballad. 

Motherwell's ballad is translated by Wolff^ 
Halle der Volker, I, T9, Hausschatz, p. 225. 



I 
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Herd's M88, 1, 40, U, 184. 

1 it 'b ap in the Highlands, 

and along the sweet Tay, 
Did bonie James Campbell 
ride monie a day. 

2 Sadled and bridled, 

and bonie rode he ; 
Hame came horse, hame came sadle, 
bat neer hame cam he. 



3 And doan cam his sweet sisters, 

greeting sae sair, 
And down cam his bonie wife, 
tearing her hair. 

4 ' My house is onbigged, 

my bam 's uibeen, 
My com 's nnshom, 

my meadow grows green.' 



B 

Finlay's Scottish Ballads, 1808, 1, xxziii. 

1 Saddled and briddled 

and booted rade he ; 
Toom hame cam the saddle, 
but never cam he. 

2 Down cam his aold mither, 

greetin fa sair. 



And down cam hb bonny wife, 
wringin her hair. 

3 Saddled and briddled 
and booted rade he ; 
Toom hame cam the saddle, 
bat never cam he. 



Smith's Scou'flh Minstrel, V, 42. 

1 Hie apon Hielands, 

and' laigh npon Tay, 
Bonnie George Campbell 
rode out on a day. 

2 He saddled, he bridled, 

and gallant rode he, 
And hame cam his g^d horse, 
bat never cam he. 

3 Oat cam his mother dear, 

greeting fa sair. 
And oat cam his bonnie bryde, 
riving her hair. 



4 * The meadow Ues green, 
the com is anshom, 
Bat bonnie G^rge Campbell 
will never retam.' 

6 Saddled and bridled 
and booted rode he, 
A plame in his helmet, 
a sword at his knee. 

6 Bat toom cam his saddle, 
all bloody to see. 
Oh, hame cam his gaid hondi 
bat never cam he ! 
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Coimingham's Songs of Scotland, in, 2, commanicated 
bj Mr Yellowlees. 

1 High upon Highlands, 
and low upon Tay, 



Bonnie George Campbell 
rode out on a day. 

2 ' My meadow lies green, 
and my corn is unshorn, 
My bam is to build, 
and my babe is unborn. 



A is written^ and C printedy in stanzas of four 

long lines. 
A. 1^ Sharps, 143, O wanting. 

1\ Scottish Songs and SharpSy and wanting. 



V. Scottish Songs, and gaUant, (u m C. 

2\ Sharps, but hame cam na he. 

4^. Scottish SongSf meadows grow green. 
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BEWICK AND GRAHAM 



' The Song of Bewick and Grahame,* a stall-copy, 
in octavo, British Museum, 11621. e. 1. (4.) b. ' A 
Remarkable and Memorable Song of Sir Robert Be- 
wick and the Laird Graham,' broadside, Roxburghe 
Ballads, III, 624. o. ' A Remarkable and Memora- 
ble Song of Sir Robert Bewick and the Laird Gra- 
ham,' broadside, Percy papers, d. 'Bewick and 
Graham's Garland,' M. Angus and Son, Newcastle, 



Bell Ballads, Abbotsford Library, P. 5, vol. i. No 60. 
e. Broadside, in '< A Jolly Book of Garlands collected 
by John Bell in Newcastle," No 29, Abbotsford li- 
brary, E. 1. f. 'Bewick and Graham,' chapbook, 
Newcastle, W. Fordyce. g. ** Scotch Ballads, Mate> 
rials for Border Minstrelsy," No 145, Abbotsford. 
h. * Chirstie Gneme,' the same. No 89. 



No copy of this ballad earlier than the last 
century is known to me. ' The Museum Cata- 
logue gives a conjectural date of 1740 to a 
and of 1720 to b, and, conjecturally again, as- 
signs both to Newcastle. o> d, e are also with- 
out date, o may be as old as b ; d, e are at 
least not old, and f is of this century. The 
ballad was giyen under the title * Grseme and 
Bewick,* in Scott's Minstrelsy, 1803, III, 98, 
" from the recitation of a gentleman " who re- 
membered it but imperfectly. In a succeed- 
ing edition, III, 66, 1833, deficiencies were 
partly sapplied and some diifferent readings 
adopted "from a copy obtained by the recita- 
tion of an ostler in Carlisle." The first copy 
(entitled * Chirstie Grasme ') was sent Scott 



by William Laidlaw, January 8, 1803 (Let- 
ters, YoL i, No 78), as taken down by him 
from the singing of Mr Walter Grieye, in 
Craik, on Borthwick Water. It is preserved 
in " Scotch Ballads, Materials for Border Min- 
strelsy," No 89, Abbotsford (h) ; and in the 
same yolume, No 145, is what is shown by 
internal eyidence to be the ostler's copy (0). 
Both copies were indisputably derived from 
print, though h may have passed through sev- 
eral mouths, g agrees with b-f closely as to 
minute points of phraseology which it is diffi- 
cult to believe that a reciter would have re- 
tained. It looks more like an immediate, 
though faulty, transcript from print. Of 
many deviations, though most may be charge- 



an. BEWICK AITD GRAHAM 



able to a bad copyiat, or, if one pleases, a bad 
memory, others indicate an originnl which dif- 
fered in some particulars from b-f; and the 
same may perhaps be true of h, which is, how- 
ever, of only very trifling value." 

' The Brothers-ill- Arms,' Maidment, Scotish 
Ballads and Songs, 1868, II, 150, is Scott's 
later copy. 

Old Urabam and old Bewick are drinking 
together at Carlisle. Graham proposes the 
health of their respective sons. Bewick de- 
murs. Young Graham is no peer for young 
Bewick, who is good at both books and arms, 
whereas Graham is no scholar. Old Graham 
goes home mortified and angry, repeats to his 
son Christy what Bewick had said, and bids 
him, as he would have his blessing, prove that 
he can at leiist bold his own in a fight with 
young Bewick. Christy is 'faith and troth,' 
or 8 worn-brother, to young Bewick, and begs his 
father to forbear. The father insists; Christy 
may make his choice, to fight with young Be- 
wick or with himself. Christy, upon reflec- 
tion, concludes that it would be a less crime to 
kill his sworn-brother than to kill his father, 
but sweafs that, should it be his lot to kill hia 
friend, he will never come home alive. He 
arms himself and goes to seek his comrade. 
Bewick, who has been teaching his five schol- 
ars their fence, and apparently also their 
psalms, is walking in his father's close, with 
his sword under his arm, and sees a man 
in armor riding towards him. Recognizing 
Graham, he welcomes him affectionately. 
Graham informs him that he has come to 
fight with him, rehearses the scene with old 
Graham, and puts by all his friend's remon- 
strances and the suggestion that tlie fathers 
may be reconciled through arbitrators. Forced 
to flght, Bewick vows, as Graham had done, 
that, if it be his fortune to kill his brother, he 
will never go home alive. Graham throws oS 

• Sonieliody, perh»p» J..thee(JiloroITbe Common-Place tnnil&tian. sdiI is c"T*n in hU Popular B«ll«d« «nd Song! 

Book of AnciBQi and Modern Ballad, btc. Edmborch, 1924. from Tradition, Miuia»cr>plB. and Scirce Ediriooa. P»ri», 

■IWmpled an im|jrovniieni of the later ciliiion of Scott's 1825, p. 71. This copy, tiih varinlionB, U found in ihe 

ballad. The lecension was oued by LoeTe-Veimota for hia Campbell MSS, 1, 3«8. Tbe alictationi are moeCl}' triTial. 
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bis armor that he may have no advantage ; 
they figlit two hours with no result, and then 
Graham gives Bewick one of those ' ackward ' 
Btrokes wliich have determined several duels 
in foregoing ballads. The wound is deadly; 
Bewick intreata Graham to fly the country; 
Graham swears that his vow shall be kept, 
leaps on his sword and is the first to die. Old 
Bewick comes up and is disposed to congrat- 
ulate hia son on his victory. Young Bewick 
begs him to make one grave for both, and to 
lay young Graham on the sunny side, for he 
had been the better man. The two fathers 
indulge in exclamations of grief, 

I am persuaded that there was an older and 
better copy of this ballad than those which 
are extant. The story is so well composed, 
proportion is so well kept, on the whole, that 
it is reasonable to suppose that certain pas- 
sages (as stanzas 3, 4, 50) may have suffered 
some injury. There are also phrases which 
are not up to the mark of the general style, 
as the hack- rhymester lines at 7*, 19^, But 
it is a fine-spirited ballad as it stands, and 
very infectious. 

" The ballad is remarkable," observes Sir 
Walter Scott, "aa containing probably the 
very latest allusion to the institution of brother- 
hood in arms." And ho goes on to say : "The 
quarrel of the two old chieftains over their 
wine ia highly in character. Two generations 
have not elapsed [1803] since the custom of 
drinking deep and taking deadly revenge for 
slight offences produced very tragical events 
on the border; to which the custom of going 
armed to festive meetings contributed not a 
little." 

Scott's later edition is translated by Lo^ve- 
Veimars. p. 323 ; by Rosa Warrens, Schot- 
tische Volkslieder der Vorzeit, p. 99, No 22. 



^ ^^B^^ •'. . 


i 


\a^.' ' '^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1 


^^P 146 311, BEWICK 


AJTD 


GRAHAM ^^B 


^H 1 Old Grabame [he] is to Carlisle gone, 


11 


' Kay, I have been in Carlisle town, ^^B 


^H Where Sir Rohert Bewick there met he ; 




Where Sir Robert Bewick there met me ; ^H 


^^M In arms to the wine they are gone, 




He said thou was bad, and calld thee a lad. ^H 


^K^' And drank till they were both merry. 




And a baffled man by thou I be. ^H 


^H 2 Old Grahame he took up the cup. 


12 


< He said thou was bad, and calld thee a lad. ^| 


^^^B And said. ' Brother Bewick, here 's to thee ; 




And bully to his son cannot be ; ^H 


^^^P And here 'a to our two sons at home. 




For his son Bewick can both write and read, ^H 


^H For they live best in our country." 




And sure I am that cannot thee. ^H 


^^H 3 ' Nay, were thy son as good aa mine. 


13 


' I put thee to school, but thou would not learn. ^H 


^^^^ And of eome books he could but read. 




I bought thee books, but thou would not read ; ^H 


^^^1 With sword and buckler by bis side, 




But my blessing thou 's never have ^H 


^^Hf To see how he could save his head, 




Till I see with Bewick thou can Bare tbf^H 
bead.' |H 


^^M 4 ' They might have been calld two bold breth- 




^^M 


^^H 


14 


'Oh, pray forbear, my father dear; ^^H 


^^H Where ever they did go or ride ; 




That ever such a thing should be I ^H 


^^H They might [have] been calld two bold 




Shall I venture my body in field to fight ^H 


^H 




With a man that 's faith acd troth to me ? ' ^H 


^^^B They might have crackd the Border-aide. 




^H 




15 


' Wliat 's that thou aayst, thou limmer loon? ^H 


^^1 S ' Thy son is bad, and is but a lad, 




Or bow dare thou stand to speak to ma.^ ^H 


^^H And bully to my son cannot be ; 




If thou do not end this quarrel soon. ^H 


^^B For my son Bevrick can both write and read, 




Here is my glove thou shalt fight me.' ^H 


^^m And sure I am that cannot he.' 




^H 




16 Christy stoopd low nnto the ground, ^| 


^H 6 ' I pnt him to school, but he would not learn. 




Unto tlie ground, aa you '11 uuderstond : 


^^M I bought him books, but he would not read ; 




' father, put on your glove agaiu. 


^^B But my blessing he 's never have 




The wind hath blown it from your hand.' 


^^B Till I see how his hand can save his head.' 








17 


' Wliat 's that thou sayst, thou limmer loon ? 


^^H 7 Old Grahame called for an aecount, 




Or bow dare thou stand to speak to me ? 


^^H And he askd what was for to pay ; 




If thou do not end this quarrel soon. 


^^m There he paid a crown, so it went round, 




Here is my hand thou shalt fight me.' 


^^m Which was aU for good wine and bay. 








18 




^^M 8 Old Grahame la into the stable gone. 




And for to study, as well might be. 


^H Where stood thirty good steeds and three ; 




Whether to fight with big father dear, 


^K He 'a taken his own steed by the head, 




Or with his bully Bewick he. 


^^H And home rode he right wantonly. 








19 


' If it be [my] fortune my bully to kill, 


^H 9 When he came home, there did he espy. 




As you shall boldly understand. 


^^B A loving sight to spy or see, 




In every town that I ride through, 


^H There did he espy bis own three sons, 




They '11 say. There rides a brotherless man I 


^^B Young Christy Grahame, the foremost was 






^H 


20 


' Kay, for to kill my bully dear, 
I think it will be a deadly sin ; 


^^B 10 There did he espy his own three sons. 




And for to kill my father dear. 


^^^p Young Christy Grahame, the foremost was 
^^H ' Where have yon been all day. father, 




The blessing of heaven I neer shall win. 


21 


' give me yonr blessing, father.' he said. 


^^B That no counsel you would take by me ? ' 




' And pray well for me for to thrive ; 
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If it be my fortane my bally to kill, 
I swear I 'U neer come home alive.' 

22 He pat on his back a good plate-jack. 

And on his head a cap of steel, 
With sword and backler by his side ; 

gin he did not become them well ! 

23 ' fare thee well, my father dear ! 

And fare thee well, thoa Carlisle town I 
If it be my fortane my bully to kill, 

1 swear I 'U neer eat bread again.' 

24 Now we 11 leave talking of Chrisfy Grahame, 

And talk of him again beliye ; 
But we will talk of bonny Bewick, 

Where he was teaching his scholars five. 

25 Now when he had leamd them well to fence. 

To handle their swords without any doubt, 
He 's taken his own sword under his arm. 
And walkd his father's dose about 

26 He lookd between him and the sun, 

To see what f arleys he coud see ; 
There he spy'd a man with armour on, 
As he came riding over the lee. 

27 ' I wonder much what man yon be 

That so boldly this way does come ; 
I think it is my nighest friend, 
I think it is my bully Ghrahame. 

28 ' O welcome, O welcome, bully Grahame I 

man, thou art my dear, welcome ! 

man, thou art my dear, welcome ! 
For I love thee best in ChristendonL* 

29 ' Away, away, bully Bewick, 

And of thy bullyship let me be ! 
The day is come I never thought on ; 
Bully, I 'm come here to fight with thee.' 

30 ' O no ! not so, bully Grahame ! 

That eer such a word should spoken be I 

1 was thy master, thou was my scholar : 

So well as I have learnt thee.' 

31 *■ My father he was in Carlisle town. 

Where thy father Bewick there met he ; 
He said I was bad, and he calld me a lad, 
And a baffled man by thou I be.' 



32 < Away, away, O bully Grahame, 

And of all that talk, man, let us be ! 
We *11 take three men of either side 
To see if we can our fathers agree.' 

33 ' Away, away, O bully Bewick, 

And of thy bullyship let me be ! 
But if thou be a man, as I trow thou art, 
Come over this ditch and fight with me.' 

34 ' no ! not so, my bully Grahame ! 

That eer such a word should spoken be ! 
Shall I venture my body in field to fight 
With a man that 's faith and troth to me ? ' 

36 * Away, away, O buUy Bewick, 

And of all that care, man, let us be ! 
If thou be a man, as I trow thou art. 
Come over this ditch and fight with me.' 

36 * Now, if it be my fortune thee, Grahame, to 

kiU, 
As God's will 's, man, it all must be ; 
But if it be my fortune thee, Grahame, to kill, 
'T is home again I 'U never gae.' 

37 'Thou art of my mind then, bully Bewick, 

And sworn-brethren will we be ; 
If thou be a man, as I trow thou art. 
Come over this ditch and fight with me.' 

38 He flang his cloak from [off] his shoulders, 

His psalm-book out of his hand flang he, 
He clapd his hand upon the hedge, 
And oer lap he right wantonly. 

39 When Grahame did see his bully come, 

The salt tear stood long in his eye : 
' Now needs must I say that thou art a man. 
That dare venture Uiy body to fight with me. 

40 'Now I have a harness on my back ; 

I know that thou hath none on thine ; 
But as little as thou hath on thy back. 
Sure as little shall there be on mine.' 

41 He flang his jack from off his back, 

His steel cap from his head flang he ; 
He 's taken his sword into his hand. 
He 's tyed his horse unto a tree. 

42 Now they fell to it with two broa[d swords]. 

For two long hours fought Bewick [and he] ; 
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Much Hweat was to be Been on them both, 


60 ' Arise, arise. son ! ' he said. 




But nevei' a drop of blood to see. 


' For I see thou 's won the victory : ' 
' [Father, co]uld ye not drunk your wine it 


^^H 43 Now Grabame gave Bewick an ackward stroke, 


home. 




An ackward stroke surely struuk he ; 


[And le]tten me and my brother be ? 




He struck hira now under the left breast, 






Then down to the ground as dead fell he. 


51 ' Nay, dig a grave both low and wide. 
And in it us two pray bury ; 


H 


' Arise, arise. bully Bewick, 


But bury my bully Grahame on the ean-side. 




Arise, and speak three words to me ! 


For I 'm sure he "s won the victory." 




Whether this be thy deadly wound, 






Or God and good surgeons will mend thee.' 


62 Now we '11 leave talking of these two brethren, 
In Carlisle town where they lie slain. 


^1 


' horse. horse, bully Grabame, 


And talk of these two good old men, 




And pray do get tliee far from me ! 


Where they were making a pitiful moan. 




Tby sword is sharp, it hath wounded my heart. 






And BO no further can I gae. 


53 With that bespoke now Robin Bewick : 
' man, was I not much to blame ? 


^m 


' horse, horse, bully Grabame, 


I have lost one of the liveliest lads 




And get thee far from me with speed! 


That ever was bred unto my name.' 




And get thee out of this country quite ! 






That none may know who 's done the deed.' 


64 With that bespoke my good lord Grahame : 
' man. I have lost the better block ; 


^1 


'0 if this be true, my bully dear. 


I have lost my comfort and my joy. 




The words that thou dost tell to me. 


I have lost my ley, I have lost my lock. 




The vow I made, and the vow I ^11 keep; 






1 Bwear I 'U be the first that die. 


66 ' Had 1 gone through all Ladderdale, 
And forty horse had set on me. 


^^M 48 Then he atnck his sword in a moody-hill. 


Had Christy Grahame been at my back. 




Where he lap thirty good foot and three j 


So well as he woud guarded me.' 




First he bequeathed his soul to God, 






And upon his own sword-point lap he. 


56 I have no more of my song to sing, 

But two or three words to you I '11 nune ; 


^^m 49 Now Grahame he was the iirat that died, 


But 't will he talk'd in Cariisle town 




And then came Robin Bewick to see ; 


That these two [old] men were all tb« blame. 




'Arise, arise, son!' he said. 






' For I see thou 's won the victory. 


. 


^H. * 


The Song of Bewick and Grabame : contain- 


2*. love, b— g have live s h, like na. 




ing an account bow the Lord Grabame met 


11'. thou. Cf. 31*. 13*. you can. 




with Sir Robert Bewick in the town of 


18'. might he. 




Carlisle, and, going to the tavern, a dispute 


25', 36", 40". 42', 43', 49'. Nay/or Now. 




happened betwixt them which of their sons 


37'. art in mind then. 




was the better man ; how Grabame rode 


b, c, 6, t. art then of my mind. 




away !n a passion, and, meeting with bis 


40H of /or on. 41'. spear /or sword : 




son, persuaded him to go and fight young 


so b-f, but g, k, sword. 




Bewick, which be did accordingly ; and how 


42''^ 60'''. The top corner is torn off .- cf. b— f. 




it prov'd both their deaths. 


b — t. A remarkable and memorable Song [f. 




Licensd and enterd according to order. 





F 




^^^^^^^M 
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Sir Robert Bewick and the Laird Graham. 


31'. d. e, f. he wanting. 31*. d. a wanting. ^^M 




giving an account of Lairii Graham's meet- 


by H 




ing with Sir Robert Bewick in the town of 


32'. all wanting. ^H 




Carlisle, and, they going to a tavern, a dis- 


32'. on either, b, o. make. ^^^^^H 




pute happened betwixt them which of their 


33', 35*, 37'. b. c. I true. ^^^^M 




Bona was the best man. How Graham rode 


33'. d. thou be. 34'. d. in a. ^^^^^1 




home in a passion, and caused his son to 


34*. b. truth. 35'. thou /or 0. ^^^^^M 




fight young Bewiclc, which proved their 


35'. aU that wanting. ^^^^M 




deaths. 


36'. b, o, d, e. Nay. f. Now. 




V. b, 0, d, e. he is. f. he has. 


36'. will, b, a. almost. 




1*. b. drink. 2'. d. he icanting. 


36'. f. Bot wanting. 36*. d. I'd. 




2*. live beat. 3*. b. safe. 4'. do go. 


37'. b, c. e, f. art then of my mind. d. than 




4». might have. 5". he is. S*'. Wanting 


wanting. 




6'. how he can. 7'. he calld. 


37'. d, e, f. we will. 




7*. what there was to. 


38'. from off. d. flung, b. shoulder. 




7*. b, d, e, f. good wanting. 8'. is to. 


38=. b. c. d, e. book from off (d, from) hit 




9>. came there he did. S". d. spy. 


shoulders. 




10'-'. Wanting. 10*. you '11 take. 11'. been at. 


39'. tears. 39'. that wanting. 40'. Nay. 




!!»■♦. d. Wanting. 


40'. none on. t. hast. 40'. c. d. t. hast. 




IV. i. wast. b. calld thou. e. he called. 


40*. be on. f. Sure wanting. 41'. jacket. 




11*. b. a wanting, b, c. e, f. by thee. 


41'. b, 0, d, e. from off. t. cap of steel 




12'. d. f. wast. e. he caUed. 


41'. his spear. 42'. b, d. e, f. Now. O. Nay. 




12*. b, 0, d, e. cannot be. 


b — f. broad swords. 




13'. b, d, f . wouldst. 


42". and he. 43'. b. d. e, t. Now. O. Nay. 




13'. b, d, e, f. wouldst. 13*. ©. blessings. 


43'. f. now wanting. 




13*. d. e. see if with, b, d, e, t. thou canst. 


44'. d. e. Were this to he. 




14». d. in a. 


45'. b, o, f. it ifl. d. has wounded. 




15'. d. you say, yon. e. thou says. 


46'. Thatnotone. 47'. Oh. 47*. b, d. e. doth. 




15". d, e, f. dare you. 16'. d, e. Christy he. 


47'. d. e, f. first to. 






48'. b, 0. atrnck. b— f. mould hill. 




18'. might be. o. for no study, ummglg. 


48= b, 0, d. e. Then be leapd. f. And he 




19'. be my. 19'. d. town as. 


leapt, b — f. feet. 




20'. my brother. 20". it were. 


48'. sword leapd he. 


K 


20*. d. blessings. 21'. me then to. 


49'. b. d, ©. f. Now. 0. Nay. 


■ 


21*. b, d, e, f. I shaU. b~f. never. 




w 


22'. good old. b, d, ©, t. jacket o. jack. 


came. a. see wanting. 




22*. weel. 23'. b. faro the torn avmy. 


60'-'. d, f . Wanting. 




d. weel. 23'. b. And fa (om away. 


50'. b. 0, d, ©. Father, conld yon not drink. 




23*. 0, d. a I '11 swear. 


t. coold not you drink, " 




24'. leave off. d. e. f. we leave. 


EO*. And letten : my bully. 61'. f. Now. 




24'. b, 0. f. of them. 


62'. leave of, off r these bold. 52*. they were. 




25'. b. d, e, t. Now. o. Nay. 


53'. b. 0. d. ©. Robert b. Berwick. 




b— t learned : well wanting. 


54'. d. ©, f. laird. 66'. Lauderdale. 




25*. own vranting. 


55'. d. hordes set. 55'. well he would have. 




26'. b, a between them. 


56'. b. d. ©. f. to you 'Wanting, t I wilL 




26'. b. 0, d, e. espy'd. f. And espied. 


66'. f. But wanting. 66'- b. c. two old. 


K 


27'. doth. 27*. b. is wanting. 


Readings found onlg in t whieh have an edi- 




28'. my holly. 


torial ehameter. 


1 


29*. b,o.e,f. eomethatlneer. d.comeneer. 


6'. he shall. 


■ 


29*. b. c. d. ©. come hither. 30". d. my bully. 


12*. And sure I cannot say that of thee. 


■ 


30'. b, d, e, f. and thou wast 0. and thoa 


13'. thou shalt 


■ 


was. 


13*. TiU with Bewick thoa cjuwt 


I 


30*. b, 0, d. as viataing. b. have wanting. 


22*. And he did become. ^_ 



41S. THE DUKE OF ATHOLE'S SURSB 



29*. Bully wanting ; I 'm hither come t« fight 

with tbee. 
38'. pBfdm-book from his pouch. 
44'. Is this to be thy deadly wound. 
53'. And now up spake Sir Robert Bewick. 
54*. With that up spake my good laird. 
g. (Onli/ partialij/ collated.) 1'. he ia. 
2\ Billy Bewick. 

2*. leave (^liTa). 5*. billy, and always. 
5". Wanting. 

6*. see with Bewick he can. C/. 13\ 
7*. good wine, as in a, c. 
lO"-*. Wanting. 10*. you will take. 
12*. cannot be. 13'''. would. 13'. thou abal). 
14'. should spoken be. Cf. 30*. 
20". my brother. 

20*. think that were. 22'. good ould jack. 
24^ leave of. 

25S 36', 40', 42', 43', 44'. Nay. 
25'. had teacht. 28'. my biUey. 30'. my billy. 
30'. have teacht. 31'. by thou. 
35". thou /or 0. 36". will. 36'. Nay /or Bat. 



37'. then wanting. 38'. from of his back. 

38^ book from his shoulders. 39*. tear. 

39*. in fesld to fight. 40*. Sore wanting. 

41'. jacket from. 

41'. sword /or spear : much better. 

48'. mould hUL 48'. feet. 48*. lept. 

60*. my billy. 51'. eunney side. 

52'. leave of : thease boeld. 52*. they were 

53*. was born. 55*. well he would a. 

56*. two old. 

1. 2*. like UB beat, 5'. billie, and alwaya. 

41'. he stuck his swoi-d uAa the gnind. 

48'. moudie hill. 51*- on the sunny side. 

The Common Place Book of Ancient and Mod- 
ern Ballad, etc., p. 292, gives 18 thus ■ I 

Then Cbriatie Graham 'a to hia chamber gane, 
And bis thoughts within him made hiin sick. 

Whether he suld fight wi his auld father, 
Or wl his billie, learnd Bewick. 



212 
THE DUKE OF ATHOLE'S NURSE 



A. Cromek's Select Scotish Soogs, 1810, U, 196. 

B. Skene MS., p. 10. 

C. ■ Duke of Athole'i Gates,' Eioloch MSS, I, S3S. 

D. ■ Dake of Athole's Nurse,' Einloch MSS, 1, S3T. 



B. a. 'Duke o Aibok'a Nonrice,' Kinloch M88, VIl, I 
171. b. 'The Duke of Aihol'a Nourice,' Kioloch's I 
Ancient Scottish Ballads, p. 137. 

r. • The Duke of Athole's Nurse.' a. Buchan'a Ba1lad» I 
of the Norrh of Scotlsnil, 11, 23. b. Christie's Tnuli>'J 
tionnl Ballad Airs, J, 80. 



M, N of Ho 214 have stanzas belonging 
here. M 1, 3 = A 3, 5; N 4, 6, 7 = A 2, 4, 5. 
A 1'-', 2 nearly, are found in No 213, 'Sir 
Jflmee the Rose,' 4'-^, 5, where also there ie a 

treuL'heroua If man. 

B. The ' new-come darling' of the Dnke 
of Athole offers the duke's nurse a ring if she 
will carry a word to her leman. This leman 
had previously been the nurse's lover, and 
comes to tell her that another has now pos- 
session of his heart. The nurse plana revenge, 
bnt disaimulates ; she t«Us the faithless fellow 




to go for the night to an ale-house, and she 
will meet him there in the morning. But in- 
stead of the nurse he sees a hand of men, her 
seven brnthera (nine brothers, F), coming 
towards the house, and easily divines that 
they are come to slay him. He appeals to the 
landlady to save htm ; she dresses him in 
woman's clothes and seta him to her baking. 
The seven brothers ask the landlady if she 
had a lodger last night ; they are come to pay 
his reckoning. A lodger had been there, but 
he did not stay till morning. They search the 
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house and stab the beds, often passing the 


who longs for her lover, and would give her ^H 


sham bakiDg-inaid without detecting the dis- 


half-year's fee to see him. He appears, and ^H 


guise. 


avows to her that another woman has gained ^^^| 


C-F have nothing about the 'new-come 


his heart. ^^^^^| 


darling,' but begin at once with the nurse, 


^^M 




^H 


A 


3 he 's gone to yon tavem-honse, ^^^^^H 




An ay he counted his lawin, ^^H 


Croinek'i Select BcoiUh Song*. 1810, 11. 196, 19*: wnt, 
with other fragments, bf Robert Bnrn* lo WillJBm Tjller. 
Angait. 1T90; BCanus 2-6. 


An ay he drank to her gnid health ^^^| 
Was to meet him in the dawin. ^^^^^^| 






1 ' Where shall I gang, mj ain troe love ? 


An counted owre his Uwin, ^^^^^^H 


Where shall I gang to hide me ? 


When in there cam three armed men, ^^H 


For weel ye ken i yere father's bowr 


To meet him in the dawin. ^^H 


It wad be death to find me.' 


^^^^H 




5 ' woe be unto woman's wit ! ^^^^^^H 


2 * go yon to yon tavem-houae, 


has beguiled many ; ^^^^^H 


An there count owre your lawin, 


She promised to come herael, ^^^^^^H 


An, if I be a woman trne, 


Bnt she sent three men to slay me.' ^^^^H 


I '11 meet you in the dawin.' 


■ 




^M 


B 


And If I be a woman trne ^^^^^H 




I 'U meet you in the dawing.' ^^^^^^H 


Skene MS., p. 10; taken down m the north of Scotland, 




1602-3. 


5 He did him down lo yon ale-house, ^^M 


1 'Tk are the Duke of Atbol'a nurae, 


And drank unlill 't was dawing ; ^^H 


And I 'm the new-come darling ; 


He drank the bonnie lassie's health ^^M 


1 11 gie yon my gay gold rings 


That was to clear bis Uwing. |^H 


To gel Be word of my leman.' 


^^1 




6 He lookit out of a shot-window, ^H 


2 ' I am the Duke of Athofs nurse, 


To see if she was coming, ^H 


And ye 're the new-come darling; 


And there he seed her seven brithers, ^^H 


Keep well your gay. gold rings. 


So fast as they were running ! ^^M 


Ye BoU get twa words o your leman,' 


^H 




7 He went Up and down the house. ^^M 


3 He leand oure his saddlebow. 


Says, ' Landlady, can you save me ? ^^M 


It was not for to kiss her : 


For yonder comes her seven brithers, ^^^^^^H 


'Anithcr woman has ray heart, 


And they are coming to slay me.' ^^^^^^| 


And I but come here to see yo.' 


^^^^^^^H 




8 So quick she minded her on a wile ^^^^^^^| 




How she might protect him ! ^^H 


dear, but I am sorry ! 


She dressd him in a suit of woman's attire ^H 


Te hie you down to yon ale house, 


And set him to her baking. j^H 


And stay untill 't be duwing. 


^^J 
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9 ' Had jon a qaarterer here last night, 
Or staid he to the dawing ? 
Shew as the room the squire Uy in, 
We are come to clear his lawing.' 

10 ^ I had a qaarterer here last night, 
Bat he staid not to the dawing ; 



He called for a pint, and paid as he went. 
Ton have nothing to do with his 



11 They searchd the hoase baith up and down. 
The curtains they spaird not to riye em. 
And twenty times they passd 
The squire at his bakhig. 



Kinloch MSS, I, 335. 

1 As I went down by the Dake of Athole's gates, 

Where the bells of the court were ringing, 
And there I heard a fair maid say, 
if I had but ae sight o my Johnie ! 

2 ' here is your Johnie just by your side ; 

What haye ye to say to your Johnie ? 
O here is my hand, but anither has my heart, 
So ye 'U never get more o your Johnie.' 

3 ' ye may go down to yon ale-house. 

And there do sit till the dawing ; 
And call for the wine that is very, very fine, 
And I 'U come and dear up your lawing.' 

4 So he 's gane down to yon ale-house. 

And he has sat till the dawing ; 
And he 's calld for the wine that 's very, very 
fine. 
But she neer cam to clear up his lawing. 

6 Lang or the dawing he oure the window looks. 
To see if his true-love was coming, 
And there he spied twelve weel armd boys, 
Coming over the plainstanes running. 

6 ' O landlady, landlady, what shall I do ? 
For my Uf e it 's not worth a farthing ! ' 



< O young man,' said she, * tak counsel by me. 
And I will be your undertaking. 

7 ' I will clothe you in my own body-clothes 

And I '11 send you like a g^irl to the baking : ' 
Ajid loudly, loudly they rapped at the door. 
And loudly, loudly they rapp^. 

8 ^ had you any strangers here late last night? 

Or were they lang gane or the dawing ? 
had you any strangers here late last night ? 
We are now come to clear up his lawixig.' 

9^01 had a stranger here late last night. 
But he was lang gane or the dawing ; 
He called for a pint, and he paid it as he went. 
And ye 've no more to do with his lawing.' 

10 ' O show me the room that your stranger lay in. 

If he was lang gane or the dawing : ' 
She showed them the room that her stranger 
lay in. 
But he was lang gane or the dawing. 

11 O they stabbed the feather-bed all round and 

round. 
And the curtains they neer stood to tear 

them; 
And they gade as they cam, and left a' things 

undone. 
And left the young squire by his baking. 



Kinloch MS8, 1, 337. 

1 As I cam in by the Duke of Athole's gate, 
I heard a fair maid singing, 
Wi a bonny baby on her knee, 

And the bells o the court were ringing. 



2 ^ O it 's I am the Duke of Athole's nurse. 
And the place does well become me ; 
But I would grie a' my half-year's fee 
Just for a sight o my Johnie. 
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3 ' If je '11 gae down to yon ale-house, 


7 ■ If ye will he advised by me, ^^M 


And atop till it be da wing, 




And ca for a pint o the very, very best, 


I '11 dress you up in my ain body-clothes ^^| 


And 1 'U come and clear up yonr lawing.' 


And set you to the baking,' ^^^^^^H 


4 he "8 gane down to yon ale-house. 


8 So loudly at the door they rapt, ^^^^^H 


And Btopt till it was dawing ; 


So loudly are they calling, ^^^^^^^H 


He ca'd for a pint o the very, very best, 


• had you a stranger here last night, ^^^^B 


But she cam na to clear up his lawing. 


Or is he witliiu your dwalling ? ' ^^^| 


5 He looked out at the chamber- window. 


9 ' I had a stranger here last night, ^^M 


To see if she was coming ; 


But he wos gane or dawing ; ^^H 


And there he spied ten armed men, 


He ca'd for a pint, and he paid it or be went, ^^H 


Across the plain coming running. 


And I hae nae mair to do wi his lawtng.' ^^H 


6 ' landlady, landlady, what shall I do ? 


10 They stobd the feather-beds round and round, ^H 


For my life is not worth a farthing ; 


The curtains they spared na to tear them : ^^H 


I paid you a guinea for my lodging last 


But they went as they came, and left a' things ^^M 


night. 


^^M 


But I fear I '11 never see sun shining.' 


And the young man busy baking. ^^^| 




^H 


E 


And ay he drank the bonnie laasy's healllL ^^M 




That was coming to pay the lawin. ^^H 


■. Kinloch HSS, VH, 171; from the tecitaClon of Mra 




CbarlM, Toiry. b. Rioloeb's Ancient Scoi^b Balladj, 


6 He spared na the sack, tho it was dear, ^^| 


The wine nor the sngar-candy, ^^| 


1 ' I AM the Duke o Athole's nurse. 


^^H 


My part does Weill become me. 


^^M 


And I wad gie aw my half-year's fee 


^^M 


For ae sicht o my Johnie.' 


6 He 'b dune him to the shot-window, ^^M 




To see an she was coming, ^^H 


2 ' Keep weill, keep weill your half-year's foe, 


And there he spied twelve armed men, ^^H 


For ye 11 soon get a sicht o your Johnie i 


That oure the plain cam rinning. ^^H 


But anither woman has my heart, 


^^H 


And I 'm sorry for to leave ye.' 


7 He '■ dune him doun to the landlady, ^^| 




To see gin she wad protect lum : ^^H 


3 ' Ye '11 dow ye doun to yon changehouse. 


She 's buskit him up into women's claiths ^^M 


And ye '11 drink till the day be dawin ; 


And set him till a baking. ^^M 


At ilka pint's end ye '11 drink my health out, 


^H 


And I 'U come and pay for the lawin.' 


8 Sae loudly as they rappit at the yett, ^^M 




Sae londly as they callit, ^^M 


4 Ay he ranted and he sang. 


' Had ye onie strangers here last nicht, ^^M 


And drank till the day was dawin. 


That drank till the day was dawin f ' ^^M 


VOL. tv. 90 


i 
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^1 


She promisd, as sore as she loved me ance, ^^H 




She woud be here by the dawing.' ^^H 


^H a, Buchui'B BalladB of the North of ScoUind, n, 33. 


^^H 


^B b. ChrUtie'B TracIitioDftl BalUd Airs, 1, 80. 


11 He 's done him to a shott-window, ^^M 




A little before the dawing, ^^M 


^^^1 1 As I gaed in job greenwood-side, 


And there he spied her nine brothers baold, ^H 


^^^1 I heard a fair maid singing ; 


Were coming to betray him. ^H 


^^^1 Her voice was sweet, she sang eae complete 


^H 


^^^1 That all the woods were ringing. 


12 ' Where shall I rin ? where shall I gang ? ^H 




Or where shall I gang hide me ? ^H 


^^H 2 ' I'm the Duke o Athole's nurse, 


She that was to meet me in friendship thi» ^H 


^^^H My post is well becoming ; 


■ 


^^^M But I woud gie a' my half-year's fee 


Has sent nine men to slay me ! ' ^^M 


^^H For ae sight o my leman.' 


^H 




13 He 's gane to the landlady o the house, ^| 


^H 3 ' Ye say, ye 're the Dnke o Athole's nurse. 


SayB, ' can you supply me ? ^H 




For she that was to meet me in friendship this ^^| 


^^H Keep well, keep well your half-year's fee, 


day H 


^^H Ye 'se hae twa sights o your leman.' 


Has sent nine men to slay me.' ^H 




14 She gae him a suit o her ain female claise ^H 


^^H And caunilie kissd Lis dearie : 


And set him to the baking ; ^H 


^H ' Ohon and alake ! aiiitlier has my heart, 


The bird never sang mair sweet on the bush ^^ 


^^H And I darena mair come neaj' thee.' 


Nor the knight song at the baking. ^H 


^^M 6 ' Ohon and alake ! if anither hae your heart. 


15 As they came in at the lia-door, ^^M 


^^1 These words hae fairly nndone me ; 


Sae loudly as they rappit ! ^^H 


^^B But let ua aet a time, tryst to meet again, 


And when they came upon the floor, ^^H 


^^B Then in glide friends you will twine me. 


Sae loudly as they chappit ! ^^M 


^^B 6 ' Te will do you down to yon tavern-house 


16 ' had ye a stranger here last night, ^^H 


^^M And drink till the day be dawing. 


Who drank till the day was dawing ? ^H 


^^^ And, as sure as I ance liad a love for you, 


Come show us the chamber where he lyes in, ^^| 


^^H I '11 come there and clear your tawing. 


We '11 shortly clear his lawing.' ^H 


^H 7 ' Ye '11 spare not the wine, sltho it be Sue, 


17 ■ I had nae stranger here last night ^^M 


^^B Nae Malago, tbo it be rarely, 


That drank till the day was dawing; ^H 


^^m But ye '11 aye drink the bonnie lassie's health 


But ane that took a pint, and paid it ere ha ^H 


^^M That 's to clear your lawing fairly.' 


^^M 




And there 's naething to clear o his Uir- ^H 


^H 8 Then he 'b done him down to yon taverD-hoase 


■ 


^H And drank till day was dawing. 




^H And aye he drank the bonny la-ssie's health 


18 A lad amang the rest, being o a merry mood, ^H 


^H That was coming to clear his lawing. 


To the young knight fell a-talking ; ^H 




The wife took her foot and gae him a kick, ^H 


^H 9 And aye as he birled, and aye as he drank. 


Says, Be busy, ye jilt, at your baking. ^^M 


^^B The gnde beer and the brandy. 


^1 


^^M He Bpar'd not the wine, altho it was fine. 


19 They stabbed the house baith but and ben, ^H 


^^H The sack nor the sugar candy. 


The curtains they spared nae riving, ^^M 




And for a' that they did search and ca, ^^M 


^H 10 ' It 's ft wonder to me,' the knight he did say. 


For a kise o the knight they wera ttriv- ^^M 


^^H ' My bonnie lassie's sae delaying ; 


^H 
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3. a. 1'. nurse altered to nurice. 

3*. driuk the bonnie out, originally. 
4'. drank struck out for sang. 
7*. and struck otit be/ore gin. 
8'. callit changed inpeneU to were calling, 
b. The printed copy seems to have been made vp 
from, a and Kinloch's other versions. 
1. Preceded by these two lines, taken from D : 

As I cam !n by Athol's yett§, 
I heard a fair maid singiug. 

1*. And I wat it weel does set me. 

3". ye '11 omitted. 3'. drink the lass" health. 

3*. That 'b coming to pay the. {Tkis stanza 

oecure in MotkertoeWs Note-Book, p. 46, 

where it is credited to a. MS.) 

After Z: 

He hied him doun to yon change-house, 

And he drank till the day was dawing, 
And at ilka pint's end he drank the lass' 
health 
That was coming to pay for his lawing. 

4'. and aye. 

6*. see gin she war. 



6*. There he saw the duke and a' hia merry 

6'. the hill. 7>. doun omitted. 

T. She buskit : woman's. 

8'. they war calling. 

8'. Hod ye a yoiing man here yestreen. 

Ajier 8 : 

' He drank bnt ae pbt, and he paid it or he 

And ye 've na mair to do wi the lawing.' 

They Bcarchit the house a' round and round, 

And they spared na the curtains to tear 

While the landlady stood upo the stair-head. 
Crying, ' Maid, be busy at your baking 1 ' 

They gaed as they cam, and left a' undone. 
And left the bonnie maid at her baking. 

P. b. " Some alteraiionA made from the way it 
was simg " by the editor's maternal grand- 
father. 
4'. And kindly said. My dearie. 
6'. as you ance had a love for me. 
11*. That were. 

12*. Where shall I gang to hide me. 
14*. Than the. 
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SIR JAMES THE ROSE 



' Sir James the Rose.' a. From a ptall-tract of aHout 
1780, Abbotsfonl library, b. Motherwell's Min- 
strelsy, p. 321. O. Sir James the Rose's GarUnd, 
one of a volume of ihe like from Heber's library. 



a. MortnTwell's MS., p. 281 ; from the recitation of 
Mrs Gentles, of Paisley, e. Herds MSS. I, 82. t 
The same, II. 42. g. 'Sir James tbe Rose,' Yia- 
kerton'g Scottish Tragic Ballads, 1781, p. SI. 



b. Bays Motherwell, " is given b& it occurs 
in early stall-prints, and as it is to be ob- 
tained from the recitations of elderly people." 
Most of the variations are derived from d. 
o may have been printed earlier than a, but 
is astonishingly faulty, d, well rf memborfd 
fioin print, is what Motherwell meant by 
" the recitations of elderly people," e was ob- 



tained by Herd, probably from recitation, as 
early as 1776, but must have been learned 
from print, f ie e with a few missing lines 
supplied, g, says Pinkerton, "is given from 
a modem edition in one sheet l'2mo." but was 
beyond question considerably manipulated by 
the editor. All the important variations are 
certainly his work. 



156 

The copy in Buchan's Gleaniogs, p. 9, ia g. 
Whitelaw. in his Book of Scotiah Ballads, p. 
39, htts combined b and g. 

Half a dozen lines preserved by Burns, 
Cromek's Select Scotiah Songs, II, 196 (see 
the preface to No 212), seem to belong to 
this ballad. 

' Sir James the Ross, A Historical Ballad ' 
(aometimea called ' The Biichanshire Trage- 
dy'), was composed by the youthful Michael 
Bruce (f 1767) upon the atory of the popu- 
lar ballad, and has perhaps enjoyed more 
favor with "the general " than the original,* 
'Elfrida and Sir James of Perth,' Caw'a Po- 
etical Museum, 1784, p. 290 (probably taken, 
aa most of the pieces are by the collector said 
to be, from some periodical publication), looks 
more like an imitation of Bruce's ballad than 
of its prototype. It is in fact a stark plagia- 

Sir James the Rose has killed a squire, and 
men are out to take him. A nurse at the 
house of Marr ia his leman, and he reaorta to 
her in the hope that she may befriend him. 
She advises him to go to an ale-house for the 
night, promising to meet him there in the 
morning; he says he will do so, but, per- 
haps from distrust, which proves to be well 
grounded, prefers to wrap himself in his plaid 
and sleep under the sky. The party sent 
out to take him question the nurse, who at 
first makes a deceptive answer, then gives 
them a direction to his hiding-place. They 
find James the Rose aaleep and take away his 
arms ; be wakes and begs for mercy, and is 
told that he shall have such as he has given. 
He appeals to his servant to stay by him till 
death, and then to take hia body to Loch 
Largan (Loughargan), for which service the 
man shall hcive his clothes and valuables. The 
avengers cut out his heart and take it to his 
leman at the house of Marr; she raves over her 



• ' Sir Jameg Che Ross ' was flrsl priated !□ The Weekly 
Hogszin^, or, Ediuburgb Amusemrut. IX, 371, in ITTO 
(Grosart, Works of Michael Bruce, p. SST, the balliul at 
p. 197), and in Che Bame venr in " Poems on Seieral Occa- 
■ionB, by MichncI Brace " (p. 3<l}, with differences, wbicb are 
attributed to Logan, the editor. 

^ "The oldei balkd, enliCled 'The Young Heir of Balet- 
dian,' or Baleighui, ... is claimed fur tbis parish [Crim- 
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treachery, and is 'born away' bodily, to be 
seen no more. t^ 

e, f, it may be by accident, lack the vulgar 
passage 18, 19, which may be a later, addi- 
tion, for nothing ia said of a man being in 
attendance when Sir James goes to hia lair. 
The leader of the band that takes Sir Jamea 
the Rose is Sir James the Graham, Sir Jamea 
Graham, in c, e. f ; a simple error, evidently. 
No motive ia furnished in a-f for the woman's 
betraying her leman. g makes her offer in- 
formation on condition of getting a proper 
reward, and she ia promised Sir James's purse 
and brechan, but in the end is tendi-red hia 
bleeding heart and his bleeding tartan, what- 
ever that may be other than his brechao. 
This must be one of Piukerton's improve- 
ments. The moral tag, st. 24, is dropped, or 
wanting, in o, o, t, g. 

The topography of traditional ballada fre- 
quently presents difficulties, both because it 
is liable to be changed, wholly, or, what ia 
more embarrassing, partially, to suit a locality 
to which a ballad has been transported, and 
again because unfamiliar names, when not ex- 
changed, are exposed to corruption. Some of 
the p1»ces, also, have not a dignity which en- 
titles thein to notice in gazetteers. The first 
point, in the case before us, would be to aettle 
the whereabouts of the House of Marr, in the 
vicinity of which the scene is laid. This I 
am unable to do. There is a Bidlechin in Lo- 
gierait Parish, Perthshire. There is said to 
be a Baleichan in Forfarshire.f It is not easy 
to see why the heir of either of these places 
(Bnleighan and the rest may stand for either) 
should wish to have his body taken to Loch 
Largon in Invernesshire, if Loch Lat^n 
means Loch Laggan, as seems likely.} 

Translated by Knortz, Schottiache Ballflr- 
den, p. 79, after Aytoun. 

oud, Aberdeenshire] ; while the asme ballad is said to bs 
founded on a trnditionnrj tale of Bnleicban in Forfarshire.'* 
Smith, A New History of Aberdeenshire, IS75, p. 429. 

t Pinkf'rton reads Loch Lh^-dd. He also reads ' tlka 
Hichis of Lundie,' in 10*, for ' the gates of Landau.' 
die ifl in Forfarshire. I suppose both reidingi to ba Kn- I 
kerton's emendations. 
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167 



1 HEARD ye of Sir James the Roae, 

The young h^ir of Buleighen ? 
For he has kiUd a gallant squire. 
An 'b friends are oat to take him. 

2 Now he 's gone to the House of Marr. 

Where the nourrice was his leman ; 
To see his dear he did repair. 

Thinking she woidd befriend him. 

3 ' Wliere are you going, Sir James ? ' she says, 

' Or where now are you riding? ' 
'O I am bound to a foreign land, 
For now I 'm under hiding. 

4 ' Where shall I go ? Where shall I run ? 

Where shall I go to hide me ? 
Fur I have killd a gallant squire, 
And they 're seeking to slay me.' 

B ' O go ye down to yon ale-honse, 

And I '11 pay there your lawing ; 
And. if I be a woman true, 
I '11 meet yoa in the dawing.' 

6 ' I 'U not go down to yon ale-house. 

For you to pay my lawing ; 
There 's forty shillings for one sapper, 
I '11 stay in 't till the dawing.' 

7 He 's turnd him right and round about 

And rowd him in his brechan, 

And he has gone to take a sleep. 

In the lowlands of Buleighen. 

8 He was not well gone out of sight. 

Nor was he pa.st Milstrethen, 

Till four and twenty betted knights 

Came riding oer the Leathon. 

9 'O have yoa seen Sir James the Rose, 

The young heir of Buleighen ? 
For he has killd a gallant squire, 
And WB 're sent out to take him.' 

10 ' I have seen Sir James,' she says, 

' For be past here on Monday : 

If the steed be swift that lie rides on, 

He 's past the gales of London.' 

11 But as they were going away, 

Then she ealld out behind them ; 
' If you do seek Sir James,' she says, 
' I "11 tell you where you '11 find him. 



12 ■ Yon 'II seek the bank above the mill, 

In the lowlands of Buleighen, 
And there you '11 find Sir James the Rose, 
Lying sleeping in his breeban. 

13 ' You must not wake him out of sleep, 

Nor yet must you affright him. 
Till you ran a dart quite tliro his heart, 
And thro the body pierce him.' 

14 They sought the bank above the mill, 

In the lowlands of Buleighan, 
Aiid there they found Sir James the Rose, 
A sleeping in his brechau. 

15 Then out bespoke Sir John llie Greeme, 

Who had the charge a keeping; 
' It 's neer bo said, dear gentlemen, 
We '11 kill him when he 's sleeping.' 

16 They seizd his broadsword and his targe, 

And closely him surrounded ; 

But when he wak'd out of his sleep, 

His senses were confounded. 

17 ' O pardon, pardon, gentlemen I 

Have mercy now upon me ! " 
'Suoh u you gave, such you shall hare, 
And so we '11 fall upon thee.' 

18 ' Donald my man, wait me upon, 

And I 'U give you my brechan. 
And, if you stay here till I die. 
You '11 get my trews of tartan. 

19 ' There is fifty pounds in my pocket, 

Besides my trewN and brechan ; 
Yon 'II get my watch and diamond ring; 
And take me to Loch Largon.' 

20 Now they have taken out his heart 

And stock it on a spear, 
Then took it to the House of Marr, 
And gave it to his dear. 

21 Bat when she saw his bleeding heart 

She was like one distracted ; 
She smote her breast, and wrung her handa, 
Crying. ' What now have I acted ! 

22 ' Sir Janies the Rose, now for thy sake 

O but my heart 's a breaking I 
Cunt be the day I did thpe betray. 
Then brave knight of £ 
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23 Then up she rose, and forth she goes. 
All in that fatal hoar, 
And bodily was bom away, 
And never was seen more. 



24 Bat where she went was never kendy 
And so, to end the matter, 
A traitor *s end, yoa may depend. 
Can be expect'd no better. 



a. From ^^ A collection of Popular Ballads and 

Tales," in six volumes, ** formed by me," 
says Sir W. Scott, "when a boy, from the 
baskets of the travelling pedlars. ... It con- 
tains most of the pieces that were popular 
about thirty years smce." (« 1810.") Vol. 
TV, No 21. In stanzas of eight lines. 

b. 1'. Buleighan, and always, 2*. To seek (d). 
5^ there pay. 5*. maiden true (d). 

11^. AlS they rode on, man after man. 
11^ she cried. 11*. James the Rose. 
12^. Seek ye the bank abune. 
13». you drive (d). 13*. through his (d). 
14^. abune (d). 14*. Lying sleeping (d). 
15^. Up then spake (d). 15*. It shall (d). 
16*. We kiUed : when a (d). 16*. And (d). 
17*. we faU (d). 

20^. they 've taen out his bleeding heart (d). 
21*. wrung her hands and tore her hair (d). 
21*. Oh, what have I. 
22^ It 's for your sake. Sir J. the R. (d). 
22^. That my poor heart 's (d). 
23*. She bodily. 24*. Can never be no. 
o. 1^. Did you hear. 

V. That young. 1*, 7*, 9^. Belichan. 

1*. For wanting. W Who was sent out. 

2^ Now wanting. 

2\ nurse she was his layman. 

3^ where are you a. 

3^ I am going to some land. 

3*. For I am. 4^. Where must : I turn. 

4". I run. 4', 9*. esquire. 

4*. And my friends are out to take me. 

6*. Gro you. 

5'. There you '11 stay till the dawning. 

5*. I '11 come and pay your lawing. 

6^. down wanting. 

6^. To stay unto the dawning. 

6*. Now if you be a woman true. 

6*. [D] o ( ? ) come and pay the lawning. 

7^ himself quite round. 7^ he is. 

8*. not quite out. 8*. Wanting. 

8*. ore Beligham. 9^ did you see. 

9^. That 9*. For wanting. 



9*. Who was sent. 

10^ Oh yes, I seed S. J. the R. 

10'. He passed by here. 

10*. His steed was : rid. 10*. And past. 

11^. Just as. 

11*. They thought no more upon him. 

11*. Oh if you want S. J. the R. 

12*. And the : Belighan. 12*. And wanting. 

13 as 14. 13^. him from his. 
13*. you ivanting. 

13*. But in his breast must run a dart. 

14 as 13. 14*. And lowlands. 
14*. Lying sleeping. 

15^. up bespoke Sir James the Graham. 

15*. charge in. 15*. Let it neer : gentleman. 

15*. We killd a man a sleeping. 

16^ They have taken from him his sword and 

target. 
16*. wakened out of sleep. 16*. was. 
17*. O wanting. 
17*. And now have mercy on. 
17*. Which as. 

17*. And 80 shall fall upon you. 
18*. Until I be a dead man. 
18*. Ton 'U get my hose, likewise my shoes. 
18*. Likewise my Highland brichan. 
19''*. Wanting, 
19*** wUh 20**: 20*"* wUh 21***: 21*'* mih 

22*'*: 22^^ wanting. 
19*. Ton shall have my. 
19*. If you 'U carry me to Loughargan. 
20*. tane out his bleeding heart 
20*. And fetched it on a spear man. 
20*. And locked it to the Marr. 
20*. A present to. 21*. She ran. 
21*. She wrung her hands and smote her 

breast. 
21*. Oh what have I done, what have I acted. 
22*. day I you betrayd. 22*. of Brichan. 
23*. Then wanting. 23*. And in. 
23*. Her body by. 

23*. never was heard tell of : more wanting. 
24. Wanting. 
d. 1*. Buleichan, and always. 1*. And his. 
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2'. Now wanting. 2». To seek. 


13'. him from his sleep. ^^H 


3. Wanting. 


13*. Neither man you ^^^H 


4'. They 're seeking lor to. 5'. there I '11 pay. 


14'. the bush aboon the know. ^^^^^^H 


5». a maiden. 6'. no gae. 


14'. Lying sleeping. ^^^^^^H 




15'. then spake up Sir James Graham. ^^^^B 


6*. And stay uiitU the. 8'. He had. 


15'. Let it not be. 15'. We killd : while. ^H 


8'. And past the Mill strcthan. 


16'. They 've lane his broadsword from hia ^^^| 


10'. S. J. the Rose. 11'. But wanling. 


^^^H 


11'. She cried out. 11*. S. J. the Roae. 


16'. him they have/ur closely him. ^^^^^^| 


12'. Search the. 13'. you dri™. 


o for of ^^^^H 


13'. through his. 14'. They searched : abnne. 


17'. pardon me, I pray ye. ^^^^^^^H 


^L 14*. Lying sleeping. 15'. Up then spoke. 


17*. ye gae, such shall ye hae. ^^^| 


H 15'. It shaU. 15\ We kiUed him when a. 


17'. There is no pardon for ye. ^^M 


W 16'- And. 17'. we fall. 


18, 19. Wanting. ^H 


19'. There Ib wanting. 


20'. they 've tane out his bleeding heart 


2Q\ They 've taen out his bleeding. 


20*. t. Btickt it. 


20». And they Ve gone to. 20*. And gien. 


20» Then carried. 6. Mure. f. Moor. 


21', Bnt wanting. 


20*. And shewd. 21'. But laajtting. 


21*. She wrung her hands and tore her hair. 


21'. She rav'd. 


21*. Crying, Now what. 


21'. And cried. Alake, a weel (weU) a day. 


22'. It '8 for your sake, S. J. the K. 


21*. Alas what have. 22'. My heart it is a. 


22*. That my poor heart 's. 


22*. Wae to the day I thee betrayd. 


23'. Tlien wanting. 23'. And in. 


22'. Thou bold. 23'. In that unhappy hour. 


23'. Bodily : She prefixed later. 24'. kent. 


23*. neer was heard of more. 24- Wanting. 


24'- Cannot expect no. 


g. 1'. Biileighan, and alwaija. 


e, f. e. Another song of Sir James the Rosa ; 


1*. Whase friends, 2'. has gane. 


this foUoiHny Brace's ballad, which haj> the 


2', Whar nane might seek to find him. 


title (p, 73) Sir James the Rose or de Boss, 


2', Weiiiing. 3'. said. 


f. Another song of Sir James de Roaa. 


3'. whar awa are ye. 3'. I maun be bound. 


1'. did ye na ken Sir. 


3*. And now. 4* I rin to lay. 


1". 0. Ballachen, and alwaijt. 


4*. And his friends seek. 5'. yon laigh. 


t. 1', 7*. 9', Ballachen ; 12', Ballichaa i 


5*. I sail pay there. 


14', BaUichin; 22*, Balliehen. 


5*. And as I am your leman trew. 


1'. B. And they seeking, t. And they 're 


5*. at the. 6. Wanting. 7', He tumd. 


seeking. 


7'. And laid him doun to. 8'. Whan. 


2'. He'shy-dhim: Moor. 


9*. sent to. 10'. Yea, I : s-ild. 


2'-', 3. e. Wanting. 


10'. He paat by here. 10'. Gin. 


3'. f . where sway are. 


10'. the Hichts of Lundie. 


3'. f. to some. 4'. O where. 


11'. aa wi speid tliey rade awa- 


4'. whither shall I hide me. 


11*. She leudly cryd. 


4', to kill. 5'. e. gan ye. f. gang you, 


11*. Gin ye '11 gie me a worthy meid. ^^^^^H 


5'. I will pay your. 5*. And gin there be. 


whar ^^^H 


6'. gang. 6'. shillings in niy purse. 


^^^^^H 


6*. We '1 stake it in the. 7'. He tnrnd. 


12. • tell. f«r maid, and, on our band. ^^^^B 


7'. is gone. 8'. Mill StrecUn. 8*. Er«. 


Ye 'se get his purse and lirechan : ' ^^| 


8'. the Rechin. 9'. saw ye. 


■ He 's in the bank aboon the mill, ^H 


10'. yes. I saw S. J. the R. 


In the lawhuids o Buleighan.' ^^| 


10'. And gif : swift he : on wanting. 


^^1 


10'. He 's near- 


13, 14. Wanting. 15'. ont and spak. ^H 


11". They were not well gane out o sight. 


15*. said, my stalwart feres. ^H 


U'. Ere she. 11'. gin ye seek S. J. the R. 


15* We killd him whan a. ^H 


11'. ye where to. 


le"-', pardon, mercy, gentlemen! ^^k 


12', Te 'U search the bush aboon the know. 


He then fou loudly sounded. ^^^^^H 
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< Sic as ye gae sic ye sail hae, 
Nae grace we shaw to thee can.' 

* Donald my man, wait till I fa, 
And ye shall hae my hrechan ; 

Ye '11 get my purse, thouch foa o gowd, 
To tak me to Loch Lagan.' 

20^. Syne they tuke oat his bleeding heart 
20^ And set 20^ And shawd. 



21. We cold nae g^e Sir James's pone. 
We cold nae g^e his brechany 
Bat ye sail ha his bleeding heart, 
Bot and his bleeding tartan. 

22^ for. 22'. My heart is now. 

22*. day I wrocht thy wae. 22^. brave heir. 

23H And in that hoar o tein, She wanderd 

to the dowie glen. 
23^ never mair was sein. 24. Wanting. 
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THE BRAES O YARROW 



L ' The Braes of Yarrow,' communicated to Percy by 
Dr Robertson, Principal of Edinburgh. 

\, 'The Braes o Yarrow,' Murison MS., p. 105. 



I. < Braes of Yarrow,' Buchan's MSS, II, 161; Bo- 
chan's Ballads of the North of Scotland, II, 203 ; 
Dixon, Scottish Traditional Versions of Ancient Bat 
lads, p. 68, Percy Society, vol. xvii. 



C. ' The Dowie Downs o Yarrow,' Motherwell's MS., J. * The Dowie Glens of Yarrow,' " Scotch Ballads, 
p. 834 ; Molherwell's Minstrelsy, p. 252. Materials for Border Minstrelsy," Abbotsford. 



D. *The Bonny Braes of Yarrow,' communicated to 
Percy by Robert Lambe, of Norham, 1768. 

B. a. *The Dowy Houms o Yarrow,' "Scotch Bal- 
lads, Materials for Border Minstrelsy," Abbotsford. 
b. * The Dowie Dens of Yarrow,' Scott's Minstrelsy 
III, 72, 1803, III, 143, 1838. 



K. <The Dowie Den m Yarrow,' Campbell MSS, I, 8. 

L. * The Dowie Dens,' Blackwood's Magazine, 
CXLVII, 741, June, 1890. 

M. ' Dowie Banks of Yarrow,' " Scotch Ballads, Ma- 
terials for Border Minstrelsy," Abbotsford. 



F. <Tbe Dowie Dens o Yarrow,' « Scotch Ballads, N. ' The Yetts of Cowrie,' << Scotch Ballads, Materials 
Materials for Border Minstrelsy," Abbotsford. for Border Minstrelsy," Abbotsford. 

O. <The Dowie Dens of Yarrow,' <« Scotch Ballads, O. Herd's MSS, I, 85, II, 181; Herd's Ancient and 
Materials for Border Minstrelsy," Abbotsford. Modem Scottish Songs, 1776, 1, 145; four stanzas. 

H. <The Dowie Dens of Yarrow,' Campbell MSS» P. Cromek's Select Scotish Songs, 1810, II, 196 ; two 
II, 55. stanzas. 



First published in Minstrelsy of the Scot- 
tish Border, 1803 (B b). Scott remarks that 
he "found it easy to collect a variety of copies, 
but very difficult indeed to select from them 
such a collated edition as might in any degree 
suit the taste of Hhese more light and giddy- 
paced times.' " The copy principally used 
was E a. St. 12 of Scott, which suited the 



taste of the last century, but does not salt with 
a popular ballad, is from O, and also st. 13, 
and there are traces of F, Q-, M, but 5-7 have 
lines which do not occnr in any version that I 
have seen. 

A had been somewhat edited before it was 
communicated to Percy ; the places were, 
however, indicated by commas. Several copies 
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besides O, already refi-rteJ to, have alight 
possiiges tliat never came from the unsophis- 
ticiited people ; as J 2, in which a psige '• runs 
with BoiTDw," for rhyme and without reason, 
L 2», and L 12a-*, ^i^jch is maniffstly taken 
from Logan's Braes of Yarrow." N has been 
interpolated with artificial uonsense,! and is 
an almost worthless copy; the last stanza 
may defy competition for silliness. 

M 1, 8. and N 4, 6, 7, belong to 'The 
Duke of Athole's Nurse.' So also does one 
half of a fragment sent by Burns in a letter to 
Wiliiam Tytler, Cromelt's Select Scotiah 
Songs, 1810, 11, 194-8, which, however, has 
two stanziis of this ballad (P) and two of 
'Rare Willie's drowned i» Yarrow,' No 215. 

The fragment in Ritson's ScotUU Songs, 
1794, I, Ixvii, is O. 

Herd's MSS, I, 36, 11, 182, have the follow- 
ing couplets, evidently from a piece treating 
the story of this ballad : 

O when I look east my heart is sair, 
But when I look west it 's miur and Duur, 
For there I see the braes of Yarrow, 
And there I lost for ay my ] 



The groups A-I and J-P are distinguished 
by the circumstance, of no imporlance to tho 
story, that the hero and heroine in the former 
are man and wife, in the other unmarried 
lovi-rs. In all the versions (leaving out of 
account the fragments O, P) the family of the 
woman are at variance with the man. Her 
brothers think him an unfit match for their 
sister, A 8, B 2.$ In 2 the brothers have 
taken oEEence because their sister was not re- 
garded as his equal by her husband, which is 
perhaps too much of a refinement for ballads, 

* Lo^no hoi K pnge. uud the page m»j bnte come from 
tome preTiausI/ corrupted Tenion of the popntar bdlail 
which J niHy fullow. The dnt baU of the ■Unu corre- 
tpouding lo L 12 in Logan it from the popular builnd. 

t Sometimes aim with icDiIble proM, u T, ' But I fiaii 
the has deceived me ; ' IS", ' I ilreamnl my laive bad lost 
bit life.' 

The loose, Ihonfih limited, rhyme in iliis ballad, in 'The 
Bonnie Iloune of Airlie,' elc, doet not favor exxcl rceollfc- 
tiun. and famiihes a tcmptaiioo to intcution : hence ihe 
iparrow in B 6, the arrow in D T, the nnrruw in I IS, and, 
I fpar, Ihe burrow in L 9, which of itself ia good, wbllo all 
the others are bad. 

I It moft be noted, hovrerer, that in ' Te think me an nn- 



and may be a perversion. She was worth 
stealing in C as in B. The dispute in two or 
three copies appears to take the form who is 
tiie flower, or rose, of Yarrow, that is the best 
man, C 8, 9, 17, B 1, 12, D 1, 14 ; but this 
matter is muddled, cf. C 2, 3, D 2. We hear 
nothing about the unequal match in D-I, but 
in J-Ii a young lady displeases her fathtr by 
refusing nine gentlemen in favor of a servant- 
lad. 

Men who are drinking togeiher fall out and 
set a combat for the next day, B-P, H, I. It 
is three lords that drink and quarrel in B-D 
(ten (?) in I). The lady feaia that her tliree 
brothers will slay her husband, B 5, C 5. The 
lord in D 2 seems not to be one of the three 
in D 1, and we are probably to uodeistand 
that three brothers get into a brawl with a 
man who has surreptitiously married their 
sister. Only one brother is spoken of in A (6), 
from whom treachery is looked for, B 2, 

In I-Ii the father makes the servant-lad 
fight with the nine high-born suitors. 

The wife tries to keep her husband at home, 
A-E, I; but he is confident that all will go 
well, and that he shall come back lo hiT early, 
A, B, C, I. She kisses (washes) and combs 
him. and helps to arm him, B. C, E, F, Q, I; 
so J, K.§ He finds nine armed men awaiting 
him on the braes or hounis of Yarrow, A, E-Q. 
I-M, ten B, D.|| They ask if he has come to 
hawk, hunt (drink), or fight; he replies that 
he has come to fight, C, E, I ; cf. A 5, 6. Five 
(four) he slays and four (five) he wounds, 
A, B, D, E, I, J, K; in F he kills all the nine; 
in L he gets no further than the seventh; in 
a he kills all but one. 

These nine, after the way of ballads, should 

meet marrow,' A 8', Ye i» on cdilorinl rending. I may re- 
mark that I huTe incladcd M-P in the aecoud Rrou|i >iniply 
b?ciiuM tho hero Id ih«n: ii eallrd lore or true-love. Tha 
baeband. however, luu both titlet in A, 

S ■ Wi a thnaig rnpicr,' J, which I te«I compelled to nn. 
d^rrtand as the commonplace ' iniity ;' bal. guided by ' a 
mated rapier,' K, we onght perhaps lo read ' maty.' In L 
tha lady kistea and combi tlie twain, and tela him on her 
milk-white »i««d, — Since I mppoM lowr to hare been tub- 
ttiliited for hatband in (he course uf Iruditino, I ■ball DOC 
be K> precise ai to diaiiiiguith the two when ihii would be 
inconTenient. 

II Nine ii the number altoinH,** ireie« from at. 9,coid- 
pored with B, a, 11. 
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be the lady's brothers, and suet they are in 
A 7, 8. Three of them, but only three, should 
be the Iiidy'a brothers according to B 1-5, 
O 1-5. Three brethren are charged by the 
husband with a message to his lady in D 8, 
and these iniglit be his brothi^rs-in-law. The 
message is sent in E 9 by a good-brother, or 
wife's brother, John, who dearly was not in 
the hght in E, tlioiigh the husband says he is 
going to meet this brother -John in A 6. This 
brotiier-in-law of B is probably intended by 
brother in I 8. 

After the hero has successively disposed of 
his nine or ten antagonists (he takes them 
*man foi- man '), he is stabbed from behind 
in a cowardly way. A, B, C, B, I, L, N, by 
somebody. The traditiim is mnch blurred 
here; it is a squire out of the bush, a cow- 
ardly man, a fause lord. An Englishman 
shoots him with an arrow out of a bush in D. 
But other reports are distinct. The lady's 
father runs hiin tljrough (not from behind) in 
J, K. Her brother springs from a bush be- 
hind and runs him through, L. Her brother 
John comes beliind him and slays Iiira, N. 
Up and rose her brother James and slew 
him, M. In E " that stubborn knight " comes 
behind him and runs his body through, and 
that (a) "stubborn lord" is the author of 
his death in Q, F. Taking B 2, 8, 9 together, 
the stubborn knight, at least in B, may be in- 
terpreted as good-brother John, whose treach- 
ery is feared in B '2, wlio is prominent in A 6, 
and who is expressly said to slay his sister's 
true-loye in N. On the whole, the preponder- 
ance of tradition is to the effect that the hero 
was treacherously slain by his wife's (love's) 
brotfier. 

* It will be remembered tlial green Is &□ nnlnckj color : 



lell, 1 



If. 



t She tears tbe ribboni from her head Id D U.t IS, when 
■he bears the t!diii;;s: but this beloogB lo the bride in the 
ballad nblcb lui^ceeda, So SIS. 

t Trn ia F. lo iucluda (be lord irith hia nine fuemen. 
But vby only nine in E, O.MI la it not because one of 
the hroihere lind not been mortally voanded, the brotluT who 
it uid to kill the huaband Oo\-Br) in L, M, N. and who ma/ 
nwonably be supgiosed to do ibia in E, F, O ? Such » mat- 
ter would not be left in obscurity in the original ballad. 

S Thiiisdiaagteeable, BBsaredly, nud unnatuml loo. It ia 
'drank,' probably, that ii sofleued to 'iriped' in A 14. 
SCDtt, to avoil nniiteasantneaa, rritds ' She kissd them (bis 
wonndt) tDl herlipi grew red;' which vonld not take long. 



Word of her husband's death is sent or caN > 
ried to the wife by her brother, brother John, 
A, E, L, N ; her or his three brothers, D 8; 
her or his brother. I 8; hia ni;in John, C 12, 
by mistiike ; her father (?), J, K; her sister 
Anne, F, Ct. H, The wife has had a dream 
that slie, her lord or true-love and she, had 
been pulling green heather (birk) in Yarrow, 

A, C-F, I-M, O.* The dream is explained 
to signify her lord's death, and she is en- 
joined to fetch him home. In A. the dream 
occurs before the fight and is double, of pull- 
ing green heather and of her love coming 
headless home ; in B, the lady dreams that her 
lord was sleeping sound in Yarrow, and in the 
highly vitiated N that 'he had lost his life.' 

The wife hurries to Yarrow;! "P * ''ig''» 
high hill and down into the valley, where she 
sees nine (ten) dead men, E, F, Q, M (^nin© 
well-armed men, wrongly, H), J She sees her 
true-love lying slain. find.s him sleeping sound, 
in Yarrow, A, B, J, K. Siie kisses bini and 
combs his hair. A, E, F. O, I, L, M ; sb&J 
drinks the blood that runs from him, B IS^I 
P 11,G7, MP.§ 1 

Her hair is five qu:irtei'8 long; she twists it 
roimd his hand and draws him home, C ; ties 
it niund his middle and carries him home, D. 
She takes three lachters of her hair, ties tbein 
tight round his middle and carries him home, 

B. 2^18 hair is five quarters long I she ties it 
to her horse's mane and trails him borne, E.|| 
The carrying strikes one as unpractical, the 
trailing as barbarous. In L, after the lover ia 
slain, the surviving lords and her brother trail 
him by the heels to Yarrow water and throv 
him into a whirlpool. The lady, searching for 
him, sees him 'deeply drowned.' Hia hair, J 

This U all nicely arranged in L ; ' She laid him on her ^ 
Tiiilk-whiie Bleed, and bore him home from Yarrow; sb» ' 
washed bin wonnds In yon well-strand, and dried him wi the 
holUa." The washins and drying are done in J on the spot, 
where thfre might have been water, but do hollan. 

II The reciters of A and J, whether ihey gave what thof 
bad received, or tried lo avoiil the maierial ditficuliiea about 
the hair, graie upon ahsnrdlty. Herhair was three qakTlnS 
long, she tied it round ' her ' (for his !J while haase-bine — 
and died, A 15. His hair wss three quarters long, she 'a wrapt 
li round her middle — and brought it home, J 16. The hair 
comes tn again in the next two ballads, and cansi's diSlcnlty. 
Wonderfnl Ihinga are dime wiih hair in ' ' ' 
see I, 40 b, and the note at 486 b. 
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Tvhk-h we must auiipuse to fioat, is five quar- 
tera long ; she twines it rouod her hitnd and 
draws Iiiin out. Raising nopttty queatioDS, it 
appears enough to say that this is the only ver- 
sion of fourteen in which the drowning occurs, 
and that the drowning of the lover is ihe char- 
acteristic of No 215, the next following ballad, 
vhich has otherwise been partly confused with 
this.* 

The lady's father urges her to restrain her 
grief; he will wed her with as good a lord as 
she has lost, or a better ; she rejects his sug- 
gestions. Her heart breaks. B, I: she dies 
in her father's arms. D, F-H, J-L, being at 
the time big with child, B, D, P-H, J. 

The lady tells her father to wed his sons, B 
12; his seven sons, J 18. So 'Clerk Saun- 
ders' (of which this may be a reminiscence, 
for we do not hear of seven sons in this bal- 
lad). No 69, Q 28 ; cf. A 26, B 19. 

She hills him take home his ousen and his 
kye, E 1-5, F 12, G 8, H 9. This I conceive 
to be an interpolation by a reciter who fol- 
lowed the tradition cited from Hogg further on. 

The message to the mother to come take up 
her aon in I 8 may possibly be a reminiscence 
from ' Johnie Cock,' No 114. It occurs in no 
other copy, and comes in awkwardly. 

' The Braes of Yarrow' (' Buak ye, busk ye, 
my bony, bony bride'), written by William 
Hamilton of Bangour "in imitation of the 
ancient Scottish manner,' was suggested by 
this ballad.t 

' The Dowy Dens,' Evans's Old Ballads, 
1810, III, 342, has the same foundation. 
'The Haughs o Yarrow,' a modem piece in 
Buchan's IJalhids of the North of Scotland. 
II, 211, repeats with a slight change the third 

* Ii 19 ia also found onlj in that copy. It seeiiiB to me, 
bnt odI; bccuu^e L does not taike me aa being of an orijci- 
uiil coU — rather k ballad impruved bjr recitvn, — to be ui 
wlaptdtion of No 315, A 9. 

t Jamea Chalnicrs, Id An^humloiriii Sroticn, III, 36] . aars 
that Hamilton's ballad was rumrlbati^d to Ibe wcoud vol- 
ume of th« Tea Table Hiscellany in 1 TSl. It ia not id the 
Dablin edition of 1729. It is at p. 343 of (be London edi- 
tion of IT33 ; in ThomMn's OrpheDS Caledoniua. It. 34. of 
the latne year ; at p. 46 of Ihe Rnt edition of -IHamillon'sl 
Poems on Seteral OccmJowl, Gliugow. \'i8. The aailior 
died Id ITM. Tbe cop/ in ibe secoud edition oF Hamilion's 
Pustn), 1760, p. GT, says Chalmen, is somewhat altered. 

Id fiainilton'i ballad it is a lover, and not a hosband, who 



stanza of O. and has further on half a stanza 
from ' Williu's rare,' No 215. 

James Hogg, in sending E a to Sir Walter 
Scott, wrote as follows: "Tradition placeth 
the event on which this song is founded very 
early. That the song hath been written near 
the time of the transaction appears quite evi- 
dent, although, like others, by frequent sing- 
ing the language is become adapted to an age 
not BO far distant. The bard does not at all 
relate particulars, but only mentions some 
striking features of a tragical event which 
everybody knew. This is observable in many 
of the productions of early times ; at least the 
secondary bards seem to have regarded their 
songs as purely temporary. 

" The hero of the ballad is said to have been 
of the name of Scott, and is called a knight of 
great bravery. He lived in Ettrick, some say 
at Oakwood, others Kirkhope ; but was treach- 
erously slain by his brother-in-law, as related 
in the ballad, who hiid him at ill will because 
his falher had parted with the half of all his 
goods and gear to his sister on her marriage 
with such a respectable man. The name of 
the murderer is said to be Annand, a name I 
believe merely conjectural from the name of 
the place where tiiey are said both to be bur* 
ied, which at this day is called Annan's Treat, 
a low muir Ijing to the west of Yarrow church, 
where two huge tall stones are erected, below 
which the least child that can walk the road 
will tell you the two lords are buried that 
were slain in a duel." 

Sir Waiter Scott, in the revised edition of 
bis Minstrelsy, expressed a conviction that 
this ballad refi'rred to a duel fought between 
John Scott of Tushielaw and his brot!ier-in- 

is slain, and he is thronn into the Yaitov. It ia a question 
whether Hamilton's ballad did not afl'ecl Inulition in the casa 
of J, K, L, p-nicDiarljL. Tbe editorial Donglni in A It 
i) tr«m Ilamillon 14. ' Wi her teen afae bathftd hia wounds,' 
I 13*. looks like IlnmiltDn 9<. The 'dule and sorrow' uf 
O 4' is a recurrinK phrase in Uamiltou. and ' ibuD tbe coroc- 
lieol swnin.' O 4>, it in Hamilton 6*. 

In Hamilton's ballad the slayer of the lovef endeaTors ID 
indnce the lady to mury Mn, as fs done in tba Icelaodie 
ballnd spoken of ander Ko 89, II, 297 f. 

A sonj! by Ramfiiy, T. T. M., Dublin, 1739, p. 139. hsa 
nearly the aime lir>t four 1iii«« m Haniiltoa's ballad, and 
tboia have been ibought to be traditioaaL 
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lav Walter Scott of Tliirleatane, in which 
the Utter was slain.* Contemporary entiiee 
in the records of the Presbytery of Selkirk 
bIiow that John Scott, son to Walter of Tuah- 
ielaw, killed Walter Scott, brother of Sir 
Robert of Thirlestane, in 1609. The slain 
Walter Scott was not, however, the brother- 
iu-Iaw of John of Tushielaw, for liis wife was 
a (langhter of Sir Patrick Porteous. A violent 
fend ensued, as might be expected, between 
the Scotts of Thirlestane and of Tushielaw. 
Seven years later, in 1616, a Walter Scott of 
Tushielaw made "an informal and inordi- 
nat marriiige with Grizel Scott of Tbirlestane 
without consent of her father." The record 
of the elopement is three months after fol- 
lowed by an entry of a summons to Simeon 
Scott of Bonytoiin ^an adherent of Thirlestane) 
and three other Scotts "to compear in Melrose 
to hear themselves escommunicat for the hor- 
rible slaughter of Walter Scott" [of Tushie- 
law]. Disregarding the somalled duel, we 
have a Walter Scott of Tushielaw carrjing off 
a wife from the Scotts of Thirlestane, with 
which family he was at feud; and a Walter 
Scott of Tushielaw horribly slaughtered by 
Scotts of Thirlestane. These facta correspond 
rather closely with the incidents of the bal- 
lad. We do not know, to be sure, that the 
two Walter Scotts of Tushielaw were the same 
person. There were Walter Scotts many ; but 
tradition is capable of confounding the two or 
the three connected with this series of events. 
On the other hand, there is nothing in the 
ballad to connect it preferably with the 
Scotts ; the facts are such as are likely to 
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have occurred often in history, and a similar 
story is fouud in other ballads. 

In the Scandinavian ballad ' Herr Helmer,' 
Helmer has married a lady whose family are 
at feud with him for the unatoned slaughter 
of her uncle; he meets her seven brothers, 
who will now hear of no satisfaction ; there is 
a fight ; Helmer kills six, but spares the ■ 
seventh, who treacherously kills him : Afze- j 
lius, ed, Bergstriim. I, 264, Arwidsson, I, 155 
(etc.. see II, 170 of this collection, note f). 
Other forms make the last of the brothers 
willing to accept an arrangement : * Herr Hel- 
mer Blau," Danske Viser, IV, 251, No 209, 
'Ilerr Hjselm,' Gmndtvig, Danske Folkemin- 
der, 1861. p. 81, 'Jomfruen iSkoven,' Danske 
Viser, III, 99, No 123, has also several fe^ 
tures of our ballad. The hero, on parting 
from a lady with whom he has passed the 
night in a wood, is warned by her to avoid 
her seven brothers. Thb he is too brave to do, 
and he meets them. They ask him where are 
his hawk and hia hound. He tries, unsucces^ . 
fully, to induce them to give him their sister 
for wife; they light; he kills all the seven 
brothers, and iB stain himself, in someway not 
explained. (These ballads are translateil in I 
Prior, III, 371, 230.) 

The next ballad has been partially 
fused with this. 

E b, Scott's ballad, is translated by Doen- 
niges, p. 237 ; by Lofive-Vcimars, p. 347. 
Knortz, Lieder und Romanzen Alt-Englanda, ' 
p. 92, translates AUingbam's ballad. 



L ' I DRBAMED a dreary dream this night, 
That filla my heart wi sorrow ; 
I dreamed I was pouirg the heather green 
Upon the braes of Yarrow. 



• MinntreUy, ls.^3, III, Ui. 
Wilier Stoa't remarks and a en 
wilh much new iafonnation, tti 



crilLcwm ot 6ir 
of tome errors, 
. Crgig-Bronrii'* 



2 ' O true-luve mine, stay sUU and d 

Aa ye ha done before, O ; ' 
'O I '11 be hame by hours n 
And frae tlie braes of Yarrow.' 

3 I dreamed a dreary dream this aight, 

That fills my heart « 



HlBtor; ol Selkirkshire, Kdinbnrgh. 188G, I, U->6, 911- 
of which work grateful use ii here made. 



^^ 




^^^■Jl^l 
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I dreamed my luve came headless hame, 


ID ' Bot ' a cowardly ' loon ' came him behind, ^^^^^^H 




frae tike braea of Yarrow '. 


Our Lady lend Ikim sorrow ! ^^^^^1 
And wi a rappier pierced his heart, ^^^^^^^| 


4 


' true-luve mine, etay atill and dine, 
As ye ha done before, ; ' 


And laid him low on Yarrow. ^^^^^^^| 




' I "11 be hame by hours nine, 


11 ' Now Douglas ' to his sister 's gane, ^^^^^^^H 




And frae the braes of Yarrow.' 


Wi meikle dule and sorrow ^^^^^^M 
'Gae to your sister,' he says, ^^^^^^^| 


5 


"0 are ye going to hawke,' she says, 
' Ab ye lia done before, ? 


' He 's sleeping sound on Yarrow.' ^^^^^^^H 




Or are ye going to weild your brand, 


12 As she went down yon dowy den, ^^^^^^^| 




Upon the braes of Yarrow ? ' 


Sorrow went ber before, ; ^^^^^^^H 
She saw her true-love lying slain ^^^^^^^H 


6 


' O I am not going to hawke,' he says, 
' As I have done before, 0, 


Upon the braes of Yarrow. ^^^^^^^H 




But for to meet your brother Jhon, 


13 ' She Bwoond thrice upon his breist ^^^^^^| 




Upon the braes of Yarrow," 


That was her dearest marrow ; ^^^^^^| 
Said, Ever alace and wae the day ^^^^^^^H 


7 


As he gade down yon dowy den, 

Sorrow went him before, O; 


Thou wentst frae me to Yarrow ! ' ^^^^^^H 




Nine well-wight men lay waiting him, 


14 She kist hb mouth, she kmmed his hair. ^^^^| 




Upon the braes of Yarrow. 


As she had <lone before, ; ^H 
She ' wiped ' the blood that trickled doun ^^H 


8 


' 1 have your giat«r to my wife, 

' Ye ■ think me an unmeet marrow ■, 


Upon the braes of Yarrow. ^^^^^^H 




But yet one foot will I never flee 


15 Her hair it was three quarters lang, ^^^^^^^H 




Now frae the braes of Yarrow.' 


It hang baith side and yellow ; ^^^^^^^H 
She tied it round ■ her ' whiM hause-baoe, ^H 


9 


' Than ' four he killd and five did wound. 
That was an anmeet marrow ! 

' And he had weel nigh wan the day 
Upon the braes of Yarrow.' 


'And tint her life on Yarrow.' ^H 




B 


Or will ye try the weel turmt sword, ^H 
I the bonnie braes o Yarrow ? ' ^^H 








1 


Thkee lords sat drinking at the wine 


4 ' I winna try hearts, I winna try bans, ^H 




i the bonny braes o Yarrow. 


I the bonnie braes o Yarrow, ^^^^H 




An there cam a dispute them between, 


But I will try the weel aitmt swoid, ^B^^^f 




Who was the Flower o Yarrow. 


I the bonnie braes o Yarrow.' ^^^^^H 


2 


' I "m wedded to your sister dear. 


6 ' Ye '11 stay at home, my own good lord, ^"^^^H 




Ye coont nae me your marrow ; 


Ye 'U stay at home tomorrow i ^H 




I stole her fae her father's back. 


My brethren three they will slay thee. ^H 




An made her the Flower o Yarrow.' 


I the bonnie braes o Y'arrow. ' ^H 


S 


'Will ye try hearts, or will ye try bans. 


6 ' Bonnie, bonnie shines the gud. ^^M 


ll 


I the bonnie braes o Yarrow? 


An early sings the sparrow ; ^H 
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Before the clock it will strike nine 
An I *11 be home tomorrow.' 

7 She *B kissed his mouth, an combed his hairy 

As she had done before, O ; 
She 's dressed him in his noble bow, 
An he 's awa to Tarrow. 

8 As he gaed op jon high, high lull. 

An doon the dens o Tarrow, 
An there he spied ten weel airmt men 
I the bonnie braes o Yarrow. 

9 It 's fire he wounded, an five he slew, 

I the bonnie braes o Tarrow ; 

There cam a squire out o the bush. 

An pierced his body thorough. 

10 ' I dreamed a dream now sin the streen, 

Gk>d keep us a' fae sorrow ! 
That my good lord was sleepin soun 
I the bonnie braes o Yarrow.' 

11 ' O hold your tongue, my daughter dear, 

An tak it not in sorrow ; 



I '11 wed yon wi as good a lord 

As you Ve lost this day in Tarrow.* 

12 ' O hand your tongue, my father dear, 

An wed your sons wi sorrow ; 
For a fairer flower ueer sprang in May nor 
June 
Nor I 've lost this day in Tarrow.' 

13 Fast did she gang, fast did she rin, 

Until she cam to Tarrow, 
An there she fan her own good lord. 
He was sleepin soun in Tarrow. 

14 She 's taen three lachters o her hair. 

That hung doon her side sae bonny. 
An she 's tied them roon his middle tight» 
An she^s carried him hame frae Yar- 
row. 

15 This lady being big wi child. 

She was fu o grief an sorrow ; 
Her heart did break, and then she died* 
She did not live till morrow. 



MotberweH's MS., pp. 334, 331, from the recitation of 
Agnes lile, Kilbftrchan, Jolj 19, 1825; learned from ber 
fftther, who died foorteen years earlier, at the age of eighty. 

1 Thsbb were three lords birling at the wine 

On the dowie downs o Tarrow ; 

They made a compact them between 

They would go fight tomorrow. 

2 * Thou took our sister to be thy bride. 

And thou neer thocht her thy marrow ; 
Thou stealed her frae her daddie's back, 
When she was the rose o Tarrow.' 

3 ' Tes, I took your sister to be my bride* 

And I made her my marrow ; 
I stealed her frae her daddie's back. 
And she 's still the rose o Tarrow.' 

4 He is hame to his lady gane, 

As he had dune before ! O ; 
Says, Madam, I must go and fight 
On the dowie downs o Tarrow. 



6 ' Stay at hame, my lord,' she said, 
' For that will cause much sorrow ; 
For my brethren three they will slay thett| 
On the dowie downs o Tarrow.' 

6 * Hold your tongue, my lady fair, 

For what needs a' this sorrow? 
For I 'U be hame gin the clock strikes nine, 
From the dowie downs o Tarrow.' 

7 She wush his face^ she kamed his hur, 

As she had dune before, O ; 
She dressed him up in his armour dear, 
Sent him furth to fight on Tarrow. 

8 ' Come yon here to hawk or hound, 

Or drink the wine that 's so clear, O ? 
Or come you here to eat in your words. 
That you 're not the roee o Tarrow ? ' 

9 ' I came not here to hawk or hound. 

Nor to drink the wine that 's so clear, O ; 
Nor I came not here to eat in my words, 
For I 'm still the rose o Tarrow.' 
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10 Then they a.' beffoud to fight, 


14 Sometimes she rade, sometimes she gaed, 


I wad they focht richt sore, O, 


As ahe had dune before. 0, 


Till a cowardly man came behind hia back. 


And aye between she fell in a. soune, 


And pierced his body thorough. 


Lang or ahe cam to Yarrow. 


11 ' Gae hame. gae haine, it 's my man John, 


15 Her hair It was five quarters long. 


An ye have done before, 0, 


'T was like the gold for yellow; 


And tell it to my gay lady 


She twisted it round his railk-wbito hand. 


That I soundly sleep ou Yarrow.' 


And she 'a drawn him hame from Yarrow. 


12 Hia man John he baa gaiie hame, 


16 Out and spak her father dear. 


Aa he had dune before, 0, 


Says, What needs a' this aorrow? 


And told it to his gay lady. 


For I '11 get you a far better lord 


That he soundly slept on Yarrow. 


Than ever died on Yarrow. 


13 ' I dreamd a dream now since the atreen, 


17 ' hold your tongue, father," she said, 


God keep aa a' frae sorrow 1 


' For ye "ve bred a' my sorrow j 


That my lord and 1 was pn'ing the heather 


For that rose '11 neer spring sae sweet in 


green 


May 


From the dowie downs o Yarrow.' 


Aa that rose I lost on Yarrow.' 




— 


D 


6 As he went up yon high, high hill, 




Down the dowy deans of Yarrow. 
There he spy'd ten wevl armd men. 


ComDiuDicated to Percy by Itobert I^mbe, Norham, April 


■ ' ■ 


There waa nane o them his marrow. 


1 There were three lords diinking of wine 




On the bonny braes of Yarrow ; 


7 Five he wounded and five he slew, 


There full a combat them between. 


In the dowy deans of Yarrow, 


W/ui waa the rose of Yarrow. 


But an En^dish-man out of a bush 




Shot at him a lang sliarp arrow. 


2 Up then spak a noble lord. 




And I wot it was bot sorrow : 


8 ' Te may gang hame, my brethren thiec. 


' t have as fair a flower.' he aaid. 


Ye may gang hame with sorrow. 


' Aa ever sprang on Yarrow." 


And say this to my fair lady. 




I am sleeping sound on Yarrow.' 


3 Then he went hame to his ain honae, 




For to aleep or the morrow. 


9 'Sister, sister. 1 dreamt a dream — 


But the tii'st sound tlie trumpet gae 


You r«ad a dream to gude, 1 


Was, Mount and haste to Yarrow. 


That I was pning the heather green 




On the bonny bntes of Yarrow.' 


4 'Oh stay at hame,' hU lady aaid, 




' Oh stay untill the morrow, 


10 'Sister, sister. I '11 read your dream. 


And I will mount upon a steed, 


But alas I it 's unto aorrow i ^^h 


And ride with you to Yarrow.' 


Your good lord is sleeping sound, ^^^^^^^| 




He is lying dead on Yarrow.' ^^^^H 


5 ' Oh hawd your tongue, my dear,' said he, 


^^^^^H 


■ And talk not of the morrow : 


11 She as pu'd the ribbons of her head, ^^| 


This day I have to fight again. 


And I wot it was wi sorrow. ^H 


In the dowy deans of Yarrow.' 


And she '■ gane up yon high, high hill, ^^H 




Down the dowy deans of Yarrow. ^^M 
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12 Her hair it was five qaarters lang, 

The coloar of it was yellow ; 
She as ty'd it round his middle jimp, 
And she as carried him frae Yarrow. 

13 * O hawd your tongue ! ' her father says, 

' What needs a' this grief and sorrow ? 
I '11 wed you on as fair a flower 
Ab ever sprang on Yarrow.' 



14 ' No, hawd your tongue, my father dear, 

I 'm fow of grrief and sorrow ; 
For a fairer flower ne[v]er sprang 
Than I Ve lost this day on Yarrow/ 

15 This lady heing hig wi haim. 

And fow of grief and sorrow, 
She as died within her father's arms. 
And she died lang or the morrow. 



E 



a. In the handwritiDf? of James Hogg, the Ettrick Shep- 
herd, aboDt 1801 ; now in a volume with the title ''Scotch 
Ballads, Materials for Border Minstrelsy/' No 136, Abbots- 
ford, b. Scott*8 Minstrelsy, III, 72, 1803, III, 143, 1833. 

1 Late at een, drinkin the wine, 

Or early in a momin, 
The set a comhat them between, 
To fight it in the dawnin. 

2 * O stay at hame, my noble lord ! 

O stay at hame, my marrow ! 
My cruel brother will you betray, 
On the dowy houms o Yarrow.* 

3 * O fare ye weel, my lady gaye ! 

fare ye weel, my Sarah ! 
For I maun gae, tho I neer return 

Frae the dowy banks o Yarrow.' 

4 She kissd his cheek, she kaimd his hair, 

As she had done before, O ; 
She belted on his noble brand. 
An he 's awa to Yarrow. 

5 O he 's gane up yon high, high hill — 

1 wat he gaed wi sorrow — 

An in a den spied nine armd men, 
I the dowy houms o Yarrow. 

6 '*0 ir ye come to dnnk the wine, 

As ye hae doon before, O ? 
Or ir ye come to wield the brand. 
On the bonuy banks o Yarrow ? ' 

7 ' I im no come to drink the wine, 

As I hae don before, O, 
But I im come to wield the brand. 
On the dowy houms o Yarrow.' 



8 Four he hurt, an five he slew, 

On the dowy houms o Yarrow, 
Till that stubborn knight came him be- 
hind. 
An ran his body thorrow. 

9 * Gae hame, gae hame, good-brother John, 

An tell your sister Sarah 
To come an lift her noble lord. 
Who 's sleepin sound on Yarrow.' 

10 ' Yestreen I dreamd a dolefu dream ; 

I kend there wad be sorrow ; 
I dreamd I pu'd the heather grreen. 
On the dowy banks o Yarrow.' 

11 She gaed up yon high, high hill ^ 

I wat she gaed wi sorrow — 
. An in a den spy'd nine dead men. 
On the dowy houms o Yarrow. 

12 She kissd his cheek, she kaimd his hair, 

As oft she did before, O ; 
She drank the red blood fi*ae him ran, 
On the dowy houms o Yarrow. 

13 * O hand your tongue, my douchter dear, 

For what needs a' this sorrow ? 
1 11 wed you on a better lord 
Than him you lost on Yarrow.' 

14 * O baud your tongue, my father dear, 

An dinna grieve your Sarah ; 
A better lord was never bom 
Than him I lost on Yarrow. 

15 ' Tak hame your ousen, tak hame your kye, 

For they hae bred our sorrow ; 
I wiss that they had a' gane mad 
Whan they cam first to Yarrow.' 
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F 


8 


' I drcamd a dream now sin yestreen, ^^M 
I thought it wad be sorrow ; ^^M 


"From Nelly LaiiUaw." In Ilia hnndwriting of William 
lAfdlnw. ■' Scotch Ballads. MateriiOs for Border Minsireliy," 
Ko 20 B, AbbotBford. 




I thought I was pouin the hether green ^^H 
On the dowie banks o Yarrow.' ^^H 


1 Late in the eenin, drinkin the wine. 


9 Then she 'a away oer yon high hill — ^^| 


Or early id the mornin. 




I wat she 'a gane wi sorrow — 


The set a combat them between, 




And in a den she 'e spy'd ten slain men. 


To fight it out i the dawnin. 




On the dowie banks o Yarrow. 


2 She 'a klesd his lips, an she 'e caimd hia hair, 


10 


' My love was a' clad oer last night 


As she did ay afore, 0, 




Wi the finest o the Urtan, 


She 'b belted him in his noble brown, 




But now be 's a.' ekd oer wi red. 


Afore he gaed to Yarrow. 




An he 'a red bluid to the garten.' 


3 Then he 's away oer yon high hill — 


11 


She 's kisad his lips, she 's caimd his hair. 


A wait he 's gane wi sorrow — 




As she had done before, : 


An !n a den he spied nine annd men, 




She drank the red blnid that frae him ran, 


On the dowie banks o Yarrow. 




On the dowie banks o Yarrow. 


4 ' If I see ye a', ye 'r nine for ane, 


12 


' Tak hame your onaen, father, and yer 


But ane's[unjequal marrow; 




kye. 


Yet as lang 'a I 'm able wield my brand, 




For they "ve bred muckle aorrow ; 


I 'U fight an bear ye marrow. 




I wiss that they had a' gaen mad 
Afore ihey came to Y'arrow.' 


5 'There are twa swords into my sheath, 






The 're ane and equal marrow ; 


13 




Now wale the best, I U take the warst, 




For this bi-eeds ay but sorrow; 


An, man for man, I '11 try ye.' 




I '11 wed you to a better lord 
Than him you lost on Yarrow.' 


6 He has slain a' the nine men. 






A ane an eqnal marrow, 


14 


' baud yer tongue, my father dear, 


But up there slartit a stubom lord. 




For ye but breed roair sorrow; 


That gard him sleep on Yarrow. 




A better rose will never spring 
Than him I 've lost on Yarrow.' 




16 This lady being big wi cIuM, |^| 


7 'Gae hame, gae hame, my sister Anne, 




An fu o lamentation, ^^1 


An teU yer sister Sarah 




She died within her father's arms, ^^M 


That she may gang an seek her lord, 




Amang this atubom nation. ^^^^^^| 


He '■ lyin sleepin on Yarrow.' 




^M 




- 


^ 


e 




She belted him in hia noble broan, ^H 
Before he went to Tarrow. ^^M 


■' Carterhangh. Jane IS, IBOI." "Scotch BalUda, Hale- 






rill* for BorJor MinatreUj," No 13S, Abboteford. 


2 he 's gone up yon high, [high] hill — ^| 






I wat it waa witli sorrow — ^H 






In a den he spied nine weal armd men, ^^M 


1 She kisad his mouth and she combd his hair. 




On the bonny banka of Yarrow. ^^M 


As she had done before, 0, 




^^^^^M 


vol- IV. a 


1 


m 
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3 ' I see that you are nine for one, 

Which are of an aneqaal marrow ; 
As lang 's I *m able to wield my bran, 
I '11 fight and be your marrow.' 

4 O he has killed them a' bat one, 

Which bred to him great sorrow ; 
For up and rose that stubborn lord, 
Made him sleep sound in Yarrow. 

5 ' Rise up, rise up, my daughter Ann, 

Go tell your sister Sarah 
She may rise up go lift her lord ; 
He 's sleeping sound in Yarrow.' 

6 She 's gone up yon high, high hill — 

I wat it was with sorrow — 
And in a den she spied nine slain meui 
On the dowie banks o Yarrow. 

7 O she kissed his mouth, and she combd his 

hair, 
As she had done before, O ; 



She drank the bleed that from him nxkf 
On the dowie banks o Yarrow. 

8 * Take hame your oxen, tak hame your kye^ 

They 've bred to me great sorrow ; 
I wish they had all now gone mad 
First when they came to Yarrow.' 

9 ' O hold your tongue now, daughter dear, 

These words to me 's great sorrow ; 
I 'U wed you on a better lord 
Than you have lost on Yarrow.' 

10 ' O hold your tongue now, father dear» 

These words to me 's g^eat sorrow ; 
A brighter O shall there never spread 
Than I have lost in Yarrow.' 

11 This lady being big with child, 

And full of lamentation, 
She died unto her father's arms, 
Among the stubborn nation. 



Campbell MSS, 11, 59. 

1 'T WAS late at evening drinking wine^ 
And early in the morning. 
He set a combat them among, 
And he fought it in the morning. 



2 ' I have two swords by my side, 

They cost me both gold and money ; 
Take ye the best, I '11 take the worst. 
Come man for man, I 'U try ye.' 

3 He has foughten them all round. 

His equal man and marrow. 
While up bespake the stubborn lord, 
^ He 's made them sleep in Yarrow.' 

4 He says, Go home, my daughter Ann, 

And tell your sister Sarah 
To come and lift her stubborn lord ; 
The lad 's made him sleep in Yarrow. 

5 As she gaed up yon high, high hill, 

I wot she gaed right sorrow. 



And in a den spied nine well armd men, 
In the dowie dens of Yarrow. 

6 ^ My love was dressd in the finest robes. 

And of the finest tartan, 
And now he 's a' clad oer wi red, 
He 's bloody to the gartan ! ' 

7 ' O hold yer tongue, daughter ! ' he says, 

^ That would breed but sorrow ; 
Ye shall be wed to a finer lord 

Than the one you '.ve lost in Yarrow.' 

8 * Hold your tongue, father ! ' she says, 

' For that will breed but sorrow ; 
A finer lord can neer be bom 

Than the one I 've lost in Yarrow. 

9 ' Take hame yer ox, and take hame yer kjre, 

Tou 've bred me muckle sorrow ; 
I wish they *d a' gane mad that day, 
That day they came to Yarrow.' 

10 This woman being big wi child, 
And full of lamentation. 
She died into her father's arms. 
Among that stubborn nation. 
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9 As he gaed oer yon high, lugh hill, 




As he had dane before 0, 


BuchiD's MSS, n, 161. 


There he met his sister dear, 




Came rinnin fast to Yarrow. 


1 Ten lords sat drinking at the wine 




Intill a morning early ; 


10 ' I drearad a dream laat night," she iayi, 


There fell a combat them among. 


■ I wish it binna sorrow ; 


It muat be fought, nue parley. 


I dreamd I was puing the heather ^reen 




Upo the braes o Yarrow.' 


2 * stay at hame. my ain gude lord 1 




stay, my ain dear marrow 1 ' 


11 ' I 'U read your dream, sister,' he saya, 


■Sweetest min, I will be thine. 


' I '11 read it into sorrow ; 




Te 're bidden goo take up your lave, 




He 'a sleeping sound on Yarrow.' 


3 She kissd his lips, an combed hU hair, 




As she had done before 0, 


12 She 's torn the ribbons frae her bead — 


Gied him a brand down by hia side, 


They were bailh thick an narrow — 


An he ia on to Yarrow. 


She 's kilted up her green claithing, 




An she 's awa to Yarrow. 


4 As he gaed oer yon dowey knowe, 




As he had dane before 0, 


13 She 's taen him in her arms two, 


Kine armed men lay in a den, 


An gaen him kisses thorough, 


Upo the braes o Yarrow. 


An wi her tears she bath'd hia wounds. 




Upo the braes o Yarrow. 


6 ' came ye hera to hunt or liawk, 




As ye hae dane before ? 


14 Her father, looking oer the eastle-wo. 


Or came ye here to wlel your brand, 


Beheld his daughter's sorrow ; 


Upo the braes o Yarrow ? ' 


' had your tongue, daughter,' be BsyB, 




' An lat be a' your sorrow ! 


6 'I came nae here to hunt nor hawk, 


I '11 wed you wi a better lord 


As I hoe done before 0; 


Than he that died on Yarrow.' 


But I came here to wiel my brand, 




Upo the braes o Yarrow.' 


15 'O had your tongue, fatlier,' ahe lays, 






7 Four he hurt, an five he slew. 


A better lord there coudna be ^^^^^^H 


TUl down it fell himsell ; 


Than he that died on Yarrow.' ^^^^^H 


There stood a fause lord him behin, 


^^^^H 


Who thrust his body thorrow. 


16 She kissd his lips, an combd his bur, ^H 




As she had done before 0, ^M 


8 ' Gae hame, gae hame, my brother John, 


An wi a crack her head did brack, ^^^^^H 


An tell your alBter Borrow ; 


Upo the braes o Yarrow. ^^^H 


Your mither woud come take up her son 


^^^^^1 


Aff the braes o Yarrow.' 


_J 
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Taken down from the singing of Marion Miller, in Threep- 
wooU, in the parish of Melrose. In Thomas Wilkie's hand- 
writing, " Scotch Ballads, Materials for Border Minstrelsy/' 
No 107, Abbotsford. Another copy in Thomas Wilkie*s 
MS., 1813-15, p. 57, No 67 of "Scotch Ballads," etc. 

1 In Thoro town there lives a maid, 

I am sure she has no marrow ; 
For she has forsaken both lords and knights, 
And loved a servant-lad in Galla. 

2 Evening and morning her page he ran. 

Her page he ran wi sorrow, 
With letters hound, jast frae the town, 
To the servant-lad in Galla. 

3 Her father he got word of that, 

Ajid he 's hred all her sorrow ; 

He sent him forth to fight wi nine, 

In the dowie glens of Yarrow. 

4 She washd his face, she combd his hair. 

She thought he had no marrow ; 
Wi a thrusty rapier hy his side. 
She sent him forth to Yarrow. 

5 She 's taen fareweel of him that day. 

As she had done hefore, O, 
And she 's comd hack to her honny hower. 
But her love 's away to Yarrow. 

6 He wanderd up, he wandred down. 

His heart was full of sorrow ; 
There he spied nine gentlemen. 
Watering their steeds in Yarrow. 

7 ' O come away, young man,' they said, 

* I 'm sure ye 'r no our marrow ; 

Ye 'r welcome here, young man,' they said, 

* For the honny lass o Thorro.' 

8 ' Nine against one, weel do ye ken. 

That 's no an equal marrow ; 
Yet for my love's sake I '11 venture my life. 
In the dowie glens of Yarrow.' 

9 Five was wounded, and four was slain, 

Amongst them a' be had no marrow ; 
He 's mounted on his horse again, 

Cries, I have won the honny lass of Thorro ! 



10 Up then spake her father dear--^ 

And he 's hred all her sororw — 
And wi a hroad sword ran him throogh, 
In the dowie glens of Yarrow. 

11 ' I have dreamd a dream, father, 

I doubt I have dreamd for sorrow ; 
I dreamd I was pouing the heather green 
Wi my true love in Yarrow.' 

12 ' O I will read your dream, daughter/ 

Although it he for your sorrow ; 
Go, and ye '11 find your love lying soundt 
In a heather-bush in Yarrow.' 

13 She 's calld on her maidens then — 

Her heart was full of sorrow — 
And she 's away wi her maidens twa. 
To the dowie glens o Yarrow. 

14 She wandered up, she wandred down, 

In the dowie glens of Yarrow, 
And there she spied her love lying soirndy 
In a heather-bush in Yarrow. 

15 She 's washd him in the clear well-strand. 

She 's dry'd him wi the holland, 

And aye she sighd, and said, Alass ! 

For ray love I had him chosen. 

16 His hair it was three quarters long. 

Three quarters long and yellow ; 
And she 's rapt it round her middle small. 
And brought it home to Thorro. 

17 ' O hold your tongue, my daughter dear. 

And talk no more of sorrow ; 
I 'U soon wed you on a better match 
Than your servant-lad in Galla.' 

18 * O you may wed a' your seven sons, 

I wish you may wed them in sorrow : 
O you may wed a' your seven sons. 

For you '11 neer wed the bonny lass of 
Thoro.' 

19 This lady heing hig wi child. 

And her heart was full wi sorrow. 
She died between her father's arms, 
In the bonny house of Thorro. 
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P 


7 Four ho has wounded, five he has slain. 




He left tlietn a' sound in Yarrow; 


C»mpbell MS, I, 8; "oommiiEiMtcdby Junat Orauwoe, 


He turned him round with rejoyfuU looks, 




Says, I wone the lady of Tlioro. 


1 Theee lived a lady in the south. 




She thought she had not her marrow; 


8 Up then spoke her father dear. 


And she was courted hy nine gentlemen, 


Who bred them a' this sorrow; 


^ In the dowie dens in Yarrow. 


He 's taen out a broadsword and run him 


■ 


throuj^h, 


^M 2 All their offers they proved in vain, 


In the dowie dens o Yarrow. 


^^ She thought that they were not her marrow ; 




^M She has forsaken a' the nine, 


9 'I dreamed a dream last night,' she says, 


■ Loved a servant-lad on GaUa. 


' I fear it is for sorrow ; 


■ 


I dreanid I was pulling the heather green 


3 Up bespoke her father dear, 


With my true love in Yarrow.' 


Who bred tliem a' this sorrow; 




You must go far, far to fight the nine, 


10 ' I '11 read yonr dream now, danghter dear, 


In the dowie dea in Yarrow.' 


I fear it is for sorrow ; 




You will find your true-love lying sound, 


4 She waahd his face, she combd his hair, 


In a heather bush in Yarrow.' 


Her heart beiug full of sorrow. 




With a rusted rapier down by his side. 


11 She 's ridden east, she 's ridden west, 


To fight his foes in Y'arrow. 


She "a ridden into Yarrow ; 




There she found her true lover sound, 


5 He 'a ridden east, he 's ridden west, 


In a heather bush in Yarrow. 


He 'a ridden into Yarrow, 




And there he espied all the nine. 


12 His hair it was five quarters lang, 


Watering their eteeda in Yarrow- 


It was bftitb lang and yellow ; 




She 's tied it to her horse's mane. 




She 's trailed him home from Yarrow. 


said. 




' But I think ye are not our marrow ; ' 


13 '0 woe be to you, father dear! 


' But I '11 fight ye all out, one by one, 


You 've bred me all tliia sorrow ; ' 


In the dovrie dens o Yarrow.' 


So she died between her father's arms. 




In the dowie dena o Y'airow. 


— 


^ 


L 


And he that should the victor be ^^^B 




Would get the Rose of Yarrow. ^M 


Bl«ck«ood-» M«B«iine, CXL VII. 741. June. 1890; com- 




manicnied by PrafL-wor Johu Velcvh, u received From Wil- 






3 Quoth he. Yon 're nine, an I 'm bat an«, ^M 


inother niied to rccile the bitllad. aud whose grandinothet 


And in that there 's no mueh marrow ; ^^M 


had ■ copy in her (ather-B hanil-ritiiie. 


Yet I shall fecht ye, man for man, ^H 




In the dowie dens o Yarrow. ^^M 


1 At Dryhope lived a lady fair. 


^H 


Tlie fairest flower in Yarrow. 


4 She kissed his Ups. and combed bis hair, ^M 


And she refused nine noble men 


As oft she 'd done before. 0, ^^M 


For a servan lad in Gala. 


An set him on her milk-white steed, ^H 




Which bore him on to Yarrow. ^H 


2 Her father said that he should fight 


^H 


The nine lords all tomorrow. 


^^J 
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5 When he got oer yon higii, high hill, 

An down the dens o Yarrow, 
There did he see the nine lords all. 
But there was not one his marrow. 

6 * Now here ye 're nine, an I 'm hut ane, 

But yet I am not sorrow ; 
For here I '11 fecht ye, man for man, 
For my true love in Yarrow.' 

7 Then he wheeld round, and fought so fierce 

Till the seventh fell in Yarrow, 
When her hrother sprang froqi a hush hehind, 
And ran his hody thorough. 

8 He never spoke more words than these. 

An they were words o sorrow ; 
^ Ye may tell my true love, if ye please. 
That I 'm sleepin sound in Yarrow.' 

9 They 've taen the young man hy the heels 

And trailed him like a harrow, 
And then they flung the comely youth 
In a whirlpool o Yarrow. 

10 The lady said, I dreamed yestreen — 

I fear it hodes some sorrow — 
That I was pu'in the heather g^en 
On the scroggy hraes o Yarrow.' 

11 Her hrother said, I '11 read your dream, 

But it should cause nae sorrow ; 
Ye may go seek your lover hame. 
For he 's sleepin sound in Yarrow. 

12 Then she rode oer yon gloomy height. 

An her heart was fu o sorrow, 
But only saw the clud o night. 
Or heard the roar o Yarrow. 



13 But she wandered east, so did she wast. 

And searched the forest thorough. 
Until she spied her ain true love, 
Lyin deeply drowned in Yarrow. 

14 His hair it was five quarters lang, 

Its colour was the yellow ; 
She twined it round her lily hand, 
And drew him out o Yarrow. 

15 She kissed his lips, and comhed his head. 

As oft she 'd done hef ore, O ; 
She laid him oer her milk-white steed. 
An hore him. home from Yarrow. 

16 She washed his wounds in yon well-strand, 

And dried him wi the hoUan, 
And aye she sighed, and said, Alas I 
For my love I had him chosen. 

17 * Go hold your tongue,' her father said, 

' There 's little cause for sorrow ; 
I '11 wed ye on a hetter lad 
Than ye hae lost in Yarrow.' 

18 ' Hand your ain tongue, my faither dear, 

I canna help my sorrow ; 
A fairer flower neer sprang in May 
Than I hae lost in Yarrow. 

19 ' I meant to make my hed f u wide. 

But you may make it narrow ; 
For now I 've nane to he my guide 
But a deid man drowned in Yarrow.' 

20 An aye she screighed, and cried Alas I 

Till her heart did hreak wi sorrow. 
An sank into her faither's arms, 
Mang the dowie dens o Yarrow. 



M 



In the handwriting of James Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd 
(later than E a). *' Scotch Ballads, Materials for Border 
Minstrelsy," No 11 a, Abbotsford. 

1 O AT he sat, and ay he drank, 
An ay he counted the laying. 
An ay he drank to the lass'es health 
Was to meet him in the dawning. 



2 Up he gaes on yon high, high hill, 

An a wat he gaes wi sorrow, 
An in a den he spy'd nine well armd men. 
On the dowie hanks of Yarrow. 

3 * Oh woe he to young women's wit ! 

For the 've hred to me meikle sorrow ; 
She promisd for to meet me here, 
An she 's sent nine men to ilay me. 
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■ 


4 ' But there is two swords in my scabb]i[rd], 


8 < the last time I saw my love 


H 


They coat me gold and money ; 


He was a' clad oer in tartan ; 


^^ 


Tak ye the beat, and I 'U tak the wa[rat]. 


Bot now he 's a' clad oer in red. 


^^M 


An come man for man, I U not fly yo[u].' 


An he 'a a' blood to the gurtin.' 


H 


5 Ay he stood, an ay he Fought, 


9 She kiat his mouth, an she 's combd his hiur, 


^1 




As she had done before. 0, 


^^1 


Then up an rose her brother James, 


She drank ihe blood that from him ran. 


^^1 


An has sliun him in the dawning. 


In the do«-ie hanks of Yarrow. 


H 


6 • the last night I dreamd a dream, 


10 ' hold your tongue now, daughter,' he says, 


^1 


God keep us a' f rae Borrow ! 


' An breed to me no more sorrow ; 


^1 


I dreamd I was powing the heather green 


For I 'U wed yon on a better match 


^1 


In the dnwie hanks of Yarrow.' 


Than you have lost on Yarrow.' 


^M 


7 Up she gaes on yon high, high hill. 


11 ' Hold your tongue now, father,' she says, 


^M 


An a wat she gaea with sorrow, 


' An breed Ut me no more sorrow ; 


^^^^ 


An in a den she spy'd nine slain men, 


For a better rose will never spring ^H 


^^^1 


In the dowie hanks of Yarrow. 


Than I have lost on Yarrow.' ^H 


^H 




- 


V 


N 


And Ian g he stayd. and aair he sighd. 
But he never mair saw his dearie. 


1 






^^1 


l«n.ed by her nt LoDgnewwn. nwr Jedbnrgh. " Scotch 
BalUdj, MalerUla for BorJet Minstrelay." No M, Abbo* 


6 And ay he sat, and lang he drank, ^^ 
And ay he counted his laving, ^H 


^ 


roid. 


'mi fifteen men did him snrroand, ^^| 
To alay him or the dawing. ^H 


^H 


1 The cock did craw, and the day did daw, 




^^^1 


And the moon shone fair and clearly j 


7 ' she promisd ance to meet me this night, 


^^1 


Sir Jamea gade out o his caatle-yett. 


Bui I find she has deceived me ; 


J^^ 


To meet fair Anne, his dearie. 


She promisd anee to meet me this night, 
And she 's sent fifteen to slay me ! 


m 


2 ' come down, come down, my true-love Anne, 




^H 


And speak but ae word to me ! 


8 ' There are twa swords in my scabard, 


ij^l 


But ae kiss your bonny mouth 


They cost me gowd and money ; 


^1 


Wad yield much comfort to me.' 


Take ye the heat, and gie me the warrt. 
And man for man I '11 try ye.' 


9 


3 ' how can I come down ? ' she says, 




I^H 


' Or how can I win to thee ? 


9 Then they fought on. and on they fought, 


^^1 


When there is nane that I can trust 


Till maist o them were fallen. 


^^^ 


Wad safe convey me to thee. 


When her brother John cam him behind. 
And slew him at the dawing. 


w 


4 ' Bnt gang doun, gang doun, to yon hostess" 




^H 


house, 


10 Then he 'a away to hia aialer Anne, 


^H 


And there take on yere lawbg. 


To the chamber where 'a she 's lying: 


^H 


And. as I 'm a woman kind and trae. 


'Come doun, come doon. my sister Anne, 


j^H 


I '11 meet you at the dawing.' 


And take op your true-love Jamie ! 


^1 


5 Then he gade thro the good green-wood. 


11 'Come doun. come doun now, sister Annel 


^M 


And oer the moor sae eerie. 


For he 's sleepmg in yon logie; 


1 
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Sound, sound he sleeps, nae mair to wake, 
And nae mair need ye be vogie.' 

12 ' I dreamd a drearie dream yestreen, 

Gin it be true, it will prove my sorrow ; 
I dreamd my luive had lost his life, 
Within the yetts o Growrie. 

13 * O wae betide ye, lassies o Gowrie 

For ye hae sleepit soundly ; 
Gin ye had keepit your yetts shut, 

Te might hae sav'd the life o my Jamie. 

14 ' Testreen my luive had a suit o chuse 

Were o the finest tartan ; 



But lang or ere the day did daw 
They war a' red bluid to the garten. 

15 ' Testreen my luive had a suit o claise 

Were o the apple reamin ; 
But lang or ere the day did daw 
The red bluid had them streamin.' 

16 In yon fair ha, where the winds did blaw. 

When the moon shone fair and clearly, 
She 's thrawn her green skirt oer her head. 
And ay she cried out mercy. 



Herd'B MSS, I, 35, 11, 181. 

1 ' I DBEAUD a dreary dream last nightt 

Grod keep us a' frae sorrow ! 
I dreamd I pu'd the birk sae green 
Wi my true luve on Yarrow.* 

2 ' I '11 read your dream, my sister dear, 

I 'U tell you a' your sorrow ; 
You pu*d the birk wi your true luve, 
He 's killd, he 's killd on Yarrow I ' 



3 ' O gentle wind, that blaweth south 

To where my love repaireth. 
Convey a kiss from his dear mouth, 
And tell me how he fareth I 

4 ' But oer yon glen run armed men. 

Have wrought me dule and sorrow ; 
They Ve slain, they 've slain the comliest swain. 
He bleeding lies on Yarrow.' 



CromeVs Select Scotisb Songs, 1810, 11,196, the seventh 
and tenth stanzas ; sent by Burns to William Tytler in 1790. 

1 ' Get up, get up now, sister Ann, 
I fear we 've wrought you sorrow ; 
Gret up, ye 'U find your true love slain, 
Among the banks of Yarrow*' 



2 ' I made my love a snit of clothes, 
I clad him all in tartan. 
But ere the morning sun arose. 
He was a' bluid to the gartan*' 



The vx/rdB in * ' are so distinguished in the 
MS., and are of course emendations. 
* Than,* 9^, is obviously an insertion ; * Now 
Douglas,* 11^, is entirely unauthorized, and, 
as before said, is taken from Hamilton^ 
ballad; 'wiped/ 14', is probably substir 



tuted for drank, cf. 12*, etc. / and * her»* 
15*, is very likely to have been his. 

B. 12^. Var. O father dear, I pray forbear. 

O. 7^ He. ?•. SHe, originally He. 

9^**. a in came is not closed ; possibly cnme* 



^r 314. THE BBAEB O TABBOW 177 B 


m A /ew changes were, at uiual, made b}j Moth- 


to the man who in the other versions staba 


erwell in prijiting. 


from behind. 


D. 1'. Wha is blotted. 


B». dern for den. Th£ nine men mutt be 


n.li. A minute eoUation of a copy emetrficted by 


dead, as in E 11, F 9, Q 6. 7^ well 


Seott would be useless and deceptive, and 


armd belongs to an earlier (lost) stanza. 


therefore oidy the larger variations unll be 




noted. 


I. Variations in Bttchan's printed copy: 


V. And ere thej paid the l&ning. 


v. Ten lords. The lords in my copy of the 


6'. As he gaed up the Tennies bank. 


JUS,, but, as Dixon has also Ten, I presume 


e*-". come ye here to part your land, 


The to be an error. Otlierwise I should 


The bonnie forest thorough. 


have read Th[r6]e, as in B, C. D. 


7H I come not here to part my land. 


4*. As aft he 'd. 


And neither to beg nor borrow. 


7*. thrust him thro body and inell, 0. 




8'. mother to. 14*. ower his. 


After!: 


J. Thefrrt copy seems to be the earlier, and that 


If I see al], ye 're nine to ane, (Cf. F 4\) 


which was transcribed into the XS. to have 


And that 'b an unequal marrow i (Cf Q 3*.) 


been slightly edited, but the variations are 


Yet will I 6ght while taste my brand. 


few, mostly spellings. The first copy has 


(C/. P4', Q3'.) 


no title. The title of the second is altered 


On the bonny bank* of Yarrow. (C/.Ba6\) 


from The Braes of Yarrow to The Dowie 




Glens of Yarrow. At the end of the second 


10*. Wi my true love, on Yarrow. (Cf O 1'.) 


is this note: This song I look down from 


Afier 10, two stanzas which are nearly O 3, 4. 


Marion Miller in Threepwood, in the Parish 


, II'. ten BliOn men. {Cf P 9».) 


of Melrose. The air was plaintive and ex- ' 


12H She searchd his wounds aU thorough i 


tremely wild. I consider this song more 


She kisad them till her lips grew red. 


valuable on account that Atern had never 


13'. For a' this breeds but Borrow. (C/.F13'.) 


snng it to any but myself for fifteen years, 


14*. Te mind me but of sorrow. 


and she had almost said, or rather prom- 


14'-*. A fairer rose did never bloom 


ised, that she would never sing it to another. 


Than now lies croppd on Yarrow. 


Thoro, V, etc., is spelt Thorough, Thorroogh, 


{Cf M U".) 




Seott gives in a note, lU, 79, 1803, " the last 


Thorro, Thoro, in the second; but in the 


stanza, as {since?) it occurs in most copies." 


latter ugh is stntck out wlierever it occurs. 


{Cf F, a, H.) 


4'. thmsty. m both ; i. e.. trusty. 




11'. the (birks) heather green, in both. 


That lady, being big with child, 


First. 5'. 17», 18». oh. Oh. 


And full of consternation, 


Second. 5'. What she bad neer done before, 0. 




6», 19'. was filled wi. 


Amidst that stubborn nation. 


9'. Five he. 9'. nae. 9*. steed. 




12'. to your. 
18». wi/orin. 


from bruny, mail-coat, is scarcely to be 


K. 3'. far far should probably be forth, at in 3 ; 


thought of. Apparently a corruption of 


possibly forth for. 


brand, {cf E 4») ; but brand occurs in F4», 


L. 12''', 13'-'. Compare Logan's Braes of Y'arrow. 


3*. 




G. 1'. before him. 1'. and his noble bt^nns. 


They sought him east, they songht him west. 


10'. Shalt. 


They sought him all the forest thorough ; 


H. 3. 4. The stubborn lord in 3* u the wyfe's fa- 


They only saw the cloud of night 


ther, and the race, or family, is stubborn 


They only heard tlie roar of Yarrow. 


according to 10. Stubborn folk think op- 




posers slidtbom. no dmdit : still the epithet 




is wilikrly in 4'. Lad / suppose to r^er 


Yarrow." 


WL. w. M 


^^^ 
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RARE WILLIE DROWNED IN YARROW, OR, THE WATER 
O GAMRIE 

A. 'WiHy'i rare and Willy's (air," Thomaoo's Or- B. ' Willie 'sdroimed in Gamery,' Bochan'a Ballads o( 
pbeus CaledooiuB, 11, 110, 17S3. the North of Scotland, 1, 24G. 

B. a. Cromek's Select Scotiih Songs, 1810, II, 196. P. 'The Water o Gamer)-,' Buchnn's MSS, 11, 159. 
b. Stenhouae. Musical Museum, 18S3, IV, 464. Dixon, Seottieh Trnditional Versions of Ancient 

Ballads, p. 66, Pen-y Society, vol. xvii. 

C. ■ The Dowie Dens o Yarrow,' Gibb MS., p. ST. 

a. • The Water o Gaurie,' MolLerwell'a MS., p. 637. 

D. Skene MS., p. 47. 

B. ■ The Water o Gemrie,' Campbell MSS, D, 78. 



A WAS inserted in the fonrth volume of The 
Tea-Table Miscellany, and stands in the edi- 
tion of 1(63 at p. 321, 'Rare Willie drowned 
in Yarrow,' It is given in Herd's Ancient 
and Modern Scots Songs, 1769, p. 197 (with 
two or three trifling changes) ; in Johnson's 
Museum, p. 542, No 525. F is epitomized 
in Christie's Tradition;d Ballad Airs, I. 6(3, 
"with some changes from the way the editor 
has heard it sung." 

The fragment in Cromek's Select Scotish 
Songs, 1810, 11, 196, sent by Burns in a letter 
to William Tytler, 1790, belongs, as already 
said, mostly with * The Duke of Athole'a 
Nurse,' but has two stansas of ' Willie drowned 
in Yarrow ' (B). 

'The Braes of Yarrow,' Riteon's Scotish 
Song, I, 154, composed upon the story of this 
ballad by the Rev. John Lc^an (1748-88), 
has two of the original lines (nearly) : 

They songht him east, they Hou);ht him west. 
They sought him all the forest thorongh. 

* Bachan's nnte to TS is, for a wonder, to the pnrpose. 
With his ueual aimpljcity, he infarms ns Chat " the atifurCu- 
nite hero of this ballad was a factor lo the laird of Kin- 
mundy." He then giws on to sny : " Ai the young woman 
to whom he was to be nnited in cODDiihi»l wedlocli resided 
in Gamery. a iniBl] flshing-town on the east coast of Che 
Murray Frilh. the marriai;e was to be solemnized in die 
clmrch of that psrish ; to whirh hf w»a on hi* way when over- 
taken by some of the breakers which overflow a port of the 




Willie is drowned in Yarrow according to 
the older (southern) tradition. A; also B, C. 
In the northern copies, D, E, P, with which Q, 
H, agree, the scene is transferred to Giimrie, on 
the coast of the Moray Frith, where, as Christie 
remarks, " there is no water that Willie could 
have bei-n drowned in but the sea, on his way 
along the sands to the old kirk."* In the 
ballad which follows this, a western variety 
of the same story, Willie is drowned in the 
Clyde. 

2, 3. 5, 6, belong to the preceding ballad, 
and 4 is common to that and this. 

A 2 would come in better at the end of 
the story (as it does in C, a copy of slight 
authority), if it might properly find a place 
anywhere in the ballad. But this stanza suits 
only a woman who baa been for some time 
living with her husband. A woman on her 
wedding-day could have no call to make her 
bed broad in her mother's house, whether 
yestreen or the morrow. I therefore conclude 
that A 2 does not belong to this ballad. f 

road he bad to pass, and dash with impetnoaa fury against 
the lofty and adamantine rocks with which it is skirted." 
1, 315. 

f Profeaaor Voiich has remarked on the incongrnons- 
nesB of chia stannt in Blackwood's Masaiine, Jane^ 1S90, 
p. 739 ff. Somelhing like it. but adjusted lo ibe circnm- 
siunces of a maid, occnra in the halhvl which be there 
prints m ilie " Orijfinal Batlftd of the Dowie Deos." Sea 
No 314, p. 1T4, L 19. 
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D-H. Rare Willie has promiaed to marry 
Meggitt) E (also A, C, D). Hia mother would 
give ber the wale of all her other sons, but 
not Willie; she will have him only; D, B 
(cf. Q 1). The bridegroom, with a lai'ge 
company, is mounted to ride for the bride ; be 
tells bis friends to go forward, he has forgotten 
to ask his mother's blessing ; D, E, P, H. Ho 
receives the blessing, D, F, H ; her blessing 
goes not with him, Q ; he gets her heavy 
curse, E ; even in F his mother, after giving 
her blessing, says that he will never see his 
wedding. (The mother's curse is the charac- 
teristic feature of the next following ballad.) 
The bridal party come to the river, or burn, 
of Gamrie; all the others pass the stream 
safely, but Willie ia washed from his saddle, 
D-H. The rest ride on to the kirk of Gamrie. 
The bride asks where is the man who was to 
man-y her, and is told that Willie is drowned. 
She tears the ribbons from her hair and runs 
to the river, plunges in, and finds Willie in the 
deepest pot, the middle, the deepest well. She 
will make her bed with him in Gamrie; both 
mothei-s shall be alike sorry ; D-G. 

Ia H, Willie's horee comes home with an 



empty saddle. Hia mother is sure that her son 
is dead ; her daughter tries iu vain to persuade 
her that all is well ; Meggie takes her lover's 
body from the river and lays it on the grass ; 
she will sleep with him in the same grave at 
Gamrie. 

In A, B, the drowned body is found in the 
cleft of a rock, the clifting or clintin of a 
craig ; in C 4 neatb a buss of brume, that 
stanza belonging, as most of the copy does, 
to the preceding ballad ; cf. J 14, K 11 of No 
214. The bride ties three links of her hair, 
which is three quarters long, round Willie's 
waist, and draws him out of the water, B 2, 
C 5 ; for the hair, of. No 214, where also it ia 
not advantageously used. The bride's tearing 
the ribbons from her head, D 12, E 15. P 8, 
Q 7, H 14, ia found also in No 214. D 11, 1 12, 
but is inappropriate there. A brother, brother 
John, whether the man's or the woman's, tells 
the bad news in No 214. A 11, B 9. 1 8. L 11, 
N 9, 10, aa here D 11. B 14, P 7, G 6, H 18. 

' Annan Water," a ballad in which a lover is 
drowned on his way to visit hb mistress, is 
given in an appendix. 



'■ Orpheua CalcdoDias. II. 110, 1T3S. 

1 ' Willy 'a rare, and Willy 's fair, 

And Willy 's wondrous bony. 
And Willy heght to marry mo. 
Gin eer he marry d ony. 

2 * Yestreen I made my bed fu brade, 

The night I '11 make it narrow. 
For B.' the live-long winter's night 
I lie twiu'd of my marrow. 



3 ' came you by yon water-side? 
Fu'd you the rose or lilly? 
Or came you by yon meadow green? 

Qr Haw vnit mv Nwppt Willv ? ' 



w you my sweet Willy ? 



4 She sought him east, she sought him west. 
She sought him brade and narrow ; 
Sine, in the clifting of a craig. 

She found him drownd in Yarrow. 



a. Cromek'a Select Scntish Sod^. IRIO, II. 196: eii;bth 
and ninth atanias of a fracTieDt •ent Williun l^tlcT b; 
Barn* io 1790. b. SleDhouw'i ediiian of tba Mniica] 
Mawam. \Sb3, IV,4S4. 

1 ShK Bought him east, she sought him west, 
She sought him braid and narrow. 



Till in the clintin of a craig 

She found him drownd in Yarrow- 

2 She "b taen three links of her yellow hair. 
That hung down lang and yellow, 
And she 's tied it about sweet Willie's waist, 
An drawn him out o Yarrow. 
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1 


Te '11 get a letter ere it 'a een ^^M 




Your lorer 'e drowned in Yarrow.' ^^H 


H Gibb MS., No 7, p. 37 ; from redtttion. " Tnwed to 




^1 Eppie Eraser, daagbtei of & tramp, uid aoable to read, 
^B circa ISIO." 


4 Sbe socht him up, she Bocht him donn, ^^H 




In mickle dule an sorrow ; ^^H 


^^1 1 'Willie 's fair, an Willie '& rare. 


She found him neath a boss o brume, ^^H 


^H Ad Willie 's nondrotis bonny. 


In the dowie dens o Yarrow. ^^H 


^^^1 An Willie 'a promiBcd to marry me. 


^^M 


^^^1 If ear he marry ony.' 


5 Her hair it was three i^oartets lang, ^^M 




Its colour it was yallow ; ^^H 


^^^1 2 ' Bister dear, I 've dreamed a dream, 


She tied it to his middle ama, ^H 


^^^1 I 'm afraid it 'a anco sorrow ; 


An pu'ed him oot o Y'arrow. ^^H 




^^M 


^^^P In the dowie dena o Yarrow.' 


6 ' My bed it was made wide yestreen, ^H 




The nicht it sal) be narrow ; ^M 


^^H 3 ' sister dear, I '11 read yoar dream, 


There 's neer a roan lie by my side ^M 


^ I *m afrud it will be sorrow ; 


Since Willie '< drowned in Yarrow.' ^^^^H 


^^H 


^W 


^^^H 


For ye 're nae ane hoar but bare nineteen, ^H 




Fan ye 're gauin to meet your Meggie.' ^H 






^H north of Scotland, 1803-3. 






7 They rode on, and farther on, ^H 


^^ 1 ' Willie 'b fair, and WiUie 'b rare, 


Till tliey came to the water of Gatntis, ^H 




An they a' wan safe through, ^^M 


^^1 An Willie has promiat to marry me. 


Unless it wa« sweet WiUie. ^H 


^^M Gin ever he marry ony.' 


^H 




8 The first ae step that Willie's horse steppit, ^H 


^^M 3 ' Te 's get Jammie, or ye 's [get] Johnnie, 


He steppit to the bridle ; ^| 


^^^ Or ye 's get bonny Peter ; 


The nest ae step that WiUie's horse steppit, ^M 


^Kk Te 'a get the wale o a' my sons, 


Toom grew Willie's saddle. ^H 


^H Bat leave me Willie the writer.' 


^^M 




9 They rod on, an farther on. ^^M 


^V S ' I winna hae Jamie. I wlnna hae Johnie, 


Till they came to the kirk of Gamri«. ^^M 


^^1 I winna hae bomiy Peter ; 


^^M 


^^t I winna hae ony o a' your sons. 


^^M 


^H An I get na Willie the writer.' 


^^H 


^V 


10 Out spak the bonny bride. ^| 


< Whar ia the man tliat's to gie me his han ^H 


^^^^^^^^ Tliere was threescore and ten brisk young men 


This day at the kirk of Gamrie? ' ^1 


^^^^^^m Was bouu to briddal-stool wi him ; 


^1 




11 Ont spak his brother John, ^M 


^^^^^^^^ 6 ' Bide on, ride on, my merry men a', 


AnObathewassorrie! ^M 


^^H X forgot something behind me ; 


' It fears me much, my bonny bride, ^^H 


^^B I forgat my mither's blessing. 


He sleeps oure soun in Gamerie.' ^^H 


^^M To bae to bride-stool wi me.' 


^^1 




12 The ribbons that were on her hair — ^H 


^^H 6 'God's blessin an mine gae wi ye. Willie, 


An they were thick and monny — ^H 


^^P God's blessing an mine gae wi ye ; 


She rive them a', let them down fa. ^^M 




An ia on[to] the water o Gamerie. ^^M 
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13 She sought it up, she sought it down, 


14 She has kissd his comely mouth, ^^M 


She sought it braid and narrow i 


As she bad done before [O] : ^H 


An in the deepest pot o Gamerie, 


' Baith our mlthers soil be alike sorry, ^^H 


There eha got sweet Willie. 


For we 's bwth sleep in Gamery.' ^^^^B 


- 


^ 


E 


9 ' Tour Peggy she 's fant bare fifteen, ^^M 




And ye are scarcely twenty ; ^^| 


BacbftD's Ballsda of the Sotth of Scotland, 1, 345. 


The water o Gamery is wide and braid ; ^^| 




My heavy curae gang wi thee 1 ' ^H 


1 ' WitiJK is fair, and Willie ia rare. 


^^H 




10 Then tbey rode on, and further on, ^^M 


And Willie says he '11 many me, 


Till they came on to Gamery ; ^H 


Gin ever he marry ony.' 


The vrind was loud, the stream was prond, ^^H 




And wi the stream gaed Willie. ^H 


2 ' ye 'ae get James, or ye 'se get George, 


■ 


Or ye 's get bonny Johnnie ; 


11 Then they rode on, and further on, ^H 


Ye 'ae get the flower o a' my sons, 


Till they came to the kirk o Gamery : ^H 


Gin ye 'U forsake my Willie.' 


And every one od high horse sat, ^^| 




But Willie's horse rade toomly. ^H 


3 ' what care I for James or George, 


^H 


Or yet for bonny Peter? 


12 When tbey were settled at that place, ^H 


I dinna value their love a leek. 


The people fell a mourning. ^H 


An I getna Willie the writer. 


And a cooncil held amo them a', ^^| 




But sajr, sair wept Kinmundy. ^^M 


4 ^0 Willie haa a bonny hand. 


^^H 


And dear but it is bonny I ' 


13 Then out it speaks the bride hersell, ^H 


' He has nae mair for a' his land i 


Says. ^Miat means a' this mooming? ^H 


What wond ye do wi Willie ? ' 


Where is the maa amo them a' ^H 




That shoud gie me fair wedding ? ^^| 


5 ' Willie has a bonny face, 


■ 


And dear but it is bonny 1 ' 


14 Then ont it speaks his brother John, ^H 


' But WiUie has nae other grace; 


Says, Meg, I 'U tell you plainly ; ^| 


What woud ye do wi Willie?' 


The stream was strong, the clerk rade wrong, 




And Willie "s drownd in Gamery. 


6 ' Willie 's fair, and Willie 's rare, 




And Willie 'h wondrous bonny ; 


15 She put her hand up to her head, ^m 


There 's nane wi him that can eompan, 


Where were the ribbons many; ^H 


I love him best of ony.' 


She rave them a', let them down fa', ^H 




And straightway ran to Gamery. ^^M 




^H 


The people were convening : 


16 She aonght it up, she sought it down, ^H 


Besides all this, tlireescore and ten. 


Till she was wet and weary t ^^^^H 




And in the middle part o it, ^^^H 




There she got her deary. ^^^^^H 


6 ' Ride on, ride on, my merry men a'. 


^^^^^H 


I 've forgot something behind me ; 


17 Then she stroakd back his yaUov hair, ^^M 


I "ve forgot to get my mother's blesMng, 


Andkissd hbmou saecoiMly: ^| 




' My mother's heart's be as wae as thine I ^M 


^^^^ 


We 'se huth asleep in the water o Gamery.* ^M 



■{{■^■^ 
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P 


6 Out it spake the bride hersell. ^^M 




Says, What makes aU this ridmg? ^H 


BnchanMSS, II,1S9. 


Where is the knight amongst yon all ^^M 


1 Whan Willie waa in his eaddle set, 


Aught me this day for weddmg ? ^^M 


And all his merry men wi him, 


^H 


•Stay still, stay still, my merrj- men all, 


7 Out it spake the bridegroom's brother, ^H 




Says, Margaret, I '11 tell you plainly ; ^H 




The knight ye should bae been wedded on ^| 


2 ' Gie me God's blessing an yours, mither, 


Is drownd in the Water o Gamety. ^H 


To hae me on to Gamery ; 


^H 


(Ke me God's blessing an yours, mitber, 


8 She 's torn the ribbons a£f her head — ^M 


To gae to the bride-stool wi me.' 


They were baith thick an mony — ^H 




She kilted up her green claithing, ^M 


3 ' I 'U gie ye God's blessing an mine, Willie, 


And she has passed the Gamery. ^H 


To hae you on to Gamery ; 


^H 


Te "s hae God's blessing an mine, Willie, 


9 She 's plunged in, so did she down, ^^H 


To gae to the bride-stool wi you. 


That was baith black an jamly, ^^M 




And in the middle o that water ^^M 


4 


She found her ain sweet WiUie. ^H 


' But Gamery it is wide and deep. 


10 She's taen him in her arms twa ^H 


An ye "11 never see your wedding ; ' 


And gied him kisses many: ^^M 




' My mother 's be as wae as thine ! ^H 


6 Some rede back, an some rede fore, 


We '11 baith lie in the Water o Gamery.' ^H 


An some rede on to Gamery ; 


^H 


The bonniest knight's saddle among them all 


^1 


^^ Stood teem in the Water o Gamery. 


M 


^r 


5 And when the bride gaed to the kirk, ^H 




Into the kirk o'Ganrie, ^H 


^H Motherwell's MS,, p- 63T ; from the recitadon of the wifi 


' She cuist her ee among them a', ^^| 
But she sawna her love Willie. ^H 


^^L of Juan Baird. foreitec nl Dnlrymptc 


^H 1 ' STAY at hame, my ain son Willie, 


^H 


^H And let your bride tak Johnie I 


6 Out and spak her auld brither, ^^| 


^^^ stay at hame, my lun son Willie I 


Saying, Peggie. I will tell thee; ^^M 


^^H For my blessing gaes not wi thee.' 


The man ye should been married till ^M 


^^H 


Lyes in the water o Genrie. ^^M 


^^^P 2 ' I canna stay, nor I winna stay, 


^H 


^^V And let my bride tak Johnie ; 


7 She tore the ribbons aft her head, ^^M 


^^L I canna stay, nor I winna stay, 


That were baith rich and manie, ^^| 


^^H Though your blessing gaes na wi me. 


And she has kiltit np her coat, ^H 


^^1 


And ran to the water o Ganrie. ^^H 


^^M 3 ' I have a steed in my stable 


^^M 


^^H That cost me monie a pennie, 


8 She's sought him up, sae did she doon, ^^H 


^H And on that steed I winna dread 


Thro a' the water o Ganrie ; ^H 


^H To ride the water o Genrie.' 


In the deepest weil in a' the bum, ^M 


^H 


Oh, there she fand her Willie 1 ^M 


^H i The firsten step that Willie eUpt, 


^H 


^^K He steppit to the bellie : 


9 She has taen him in her arms twa, ^^| 


^^B The nind blew loud, the stream ran proud, 


Sae fondly as she hisat him ! ^H 


^V And awa wi it gaed WiUie. 


Said, ' My mither saU be wae ae thi&a,' ^H 


^^ 


And she 'b lun doon asule him. ^H 



.d^ . 


r 


^^^^B 
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H 


9 It 'b up and spak her daughter Aim : ^^| 






' What needs be a' this mourning? 


Cftmpball MSS, U, 7S. 




He 's lighted at yon bonny kirk^tyle. 


1 They were saddled a', they were briddled a", 




And his steed has run away from him." 


Bridegroom and a' waa ready ; 






' Stop,' BayB he, ' my nobles a'. 


10 


' had yer tongue, my daughter Ann, 


For I 're left something behind me. 




Nor scold na me about mourning ; 
Hadna my son there men enew 


2 ' It is yonr blessing, mother dear. 




To hae taken his steed from him ? ' 


To bound [to] the bride-styl with me: ' 






'God's blessing now, my son." says she, 


11 


They 've ridden up. they "ve ridden down. 


' And mine and a' gang wi ye ! 




Till they came to the kirk o Gemrie ; 
There they saw his winsome bride. 


3 ' For ye are scarce nineteen years of ^;e 




Alone at the kirk-style standing. 


When ye met in wl bonny Maggie, 






And I 'm sure, my dear, she '11 welcome yon 


12 


' Where away is the man.' says she, 


This day in the kirk o Gemrie.' 




■That promised me iair wedding? 
This day he vowd to meet me here, 


4 It '■ they have ridden np, it 'b they have ridden 




But he 's lang o coming ! ' 


down, 






And joy waa in their gallant company; 


13 


Up and apak his brother John, 


It 's they have ridden up, and they have ridden 




Says, ' Meg, I '11 tell ye plainly ; 


down. 




The stream was Strang, and we rade wrang. 


Till tliey came to the water o Gemrie. 




And he 's drownd in the water o Gemrie.' 


5 When they came to the water, it was flooded ; 


14 


She 's torn the ribons frae her hair. 


In the middle Sweet William be teU ; 




Tliat were bwth thici and many ; 


Tlio spray brook over hia horse's mane, 




She 's torn them a', lettin them fa'. 


And the wind sang his funeral knelL 




And she 'a away to the waters o Gemrie. 


6 ' much is the pity ! much is tie pity ! ' 


15 She ['s] aonght him op, she 'g aonght him down, ^| 


Cried that joyful company; 




Until that she 's gotten hia body. 


' much is the pity ! much is the pi^ ! ' 




And she 's liud it on the green, green grass, 


But alas '. now are woeful and wae. 




And flung her mantle oer him. 


7 Hame and hame came his stead, 


16 


' Willie waa red. but now he 's white ' 


And ran to ito ain stable ; 




And Willie was wondrous bonny. 


They 've gien it corn and hay to eat. 




And Willie he said he 'd marry me, 


As much as it waa able. 




Gin ere he married oney. 


8 His mother she was a waefn woman, 


17 


' He waa red. he was white, he was my delight. 


As dung as woman could be ; 




And aye, aye I thought him bonny ; 


' My son,' says she, ' ig either hurt or slain. 




Bat now since Willie has dyd for rae, 


Or drowned in the waters of Gemrie.' 


, 


I will sleep wi him in the same grave at 
Gemrie.' 






2'. She 's tied them about 


additional stanza [fhe second']- tl»o«gh it w 


D. 


Not divided into stanta* in tkf MS. 


omitted by Tliomson." 


K 


Variation* in Ckrittie. I. 66 .■ 


2*. links o her gowden locks. 


■ 


2'^. ye 'U. 6'. Willie 's. j^H 
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1 there irere mair than threescore and 



14*. at Gamery. 15*. Where she had ribbona. 
15*. And tore them »' and let. 



15*. And Hyne she ran. 16*. 'T wae there. 
17'. ShcBtraikedback. 17*. We'll baith sleep. 
6'- Originally But out. 
2'. bound the bridgestjrle. 



ANNAN WATER 

order, 1833, UI, ISS; 1603, 

The Bret edition lacks etaniaa 5, 6, 8, 9. Two 
of these were insetted " from another copy of the 
ballad in which the conclusion proves fortunate." 

" The ballad," says Scott, " is given from tradi- 
tion," for which a more precise expression would per- 
haps be " oral repetition." It is asserted in the 
Minstrelsy to be " the original words of the tune of 
' Allan Water,' by nbich name the song is mentioned 
in Ramsay's Tea^Table Miscellany " (' Allan Water, 
or, My love Annie "s very bonny,' T. T. M., vol, i, 
p. 105, of the DubUn edition of 1729). This asser- 
tion is not jastified by any reasons, nor does it seem 
pertinent, if the Allan was originally the river of 
the ballad, to add, as the editor does, that '' the 
Annan and the Frith of Solway, into which it falls, 
are the frequent scenes of tragical accidenW." 

A song which may pass for the original Allan 
Water until an earlier is produced is among the 
Laing broadsides (now in the possession of Iiord 
Rosebery), No 59. There is no date or place, but it 
is thought to have been printed toward the end of 
the seventeenth century, or the beginning of the 
eighteenth, and probably at Edinburgh. 

The title is : ' Allan Water, or, A Lover in Cap- 
tivity." A new song, sung vrith a pleasant new 
air.' There are three eight-line stanzas, and it be- 
gins: 

Allan Water 's wide and deep, 

and my dear Anny 's very bonny; 
Wide 'b the atraith that lyea above 't, 

if 't were mine, I 'de give it all for Anny. 

Allan Cunningham says of the ballad, Songs of 

* Mr Mitcmath informs me thai in " A Collection oE Olil 
BalUdj, etc, printed at Edinburgh between the years IG60 
and IT20," No T2SS of ibecntnlo^ue issued bv John Steren- 
■on, Edinburgh, 1S37, tbeie in this item: "Be valiiuit frtill. 



Scotland, 11, 102 : " I bare heard it snng on the 
banks of the Annan. Like all traditional verses, 
there are many variationB." And he cites as " from 
an old fragment " these couplets: 

Annan water's wading deep, [i. e. wide and] 
Yet I am loth to weet my feet; 

1 '1! hire a horse to carry tbee.f 

Tt is my conviction that 'Anna Water,' in Bam- 
say's longQ^^, is one of the " Scots poems wrote 
by the ingenious before " 1800. 

" By the Gatehope Slack," says Sir Walter 
Scott, " is perhaps meant the Gate Slack, a paaa 
in Annandale." 

1 ' Annak water 's wading deep. 

And my love Annie 'b womlrons bonny. 
And I am laith she suld weet her feet, 
Because 1 love her best of any. 

S ' Gar saddle me the bonny black. 

Gar saddle sune, and make falm readf, 
For I will down the Gatebope-Slack, 
And all to see my bonny ladye.' 

S He has loupen on the bonny black. 

He stirrd him wi tlie spur ri^ht sairly; 
But, or he wan the Gatehope- Slack, 
I think the steed was wae and weary. 

4 He has loupen on the bonny grey, 

He rade the ri^ht gate and the ready ; 

Pr he would neither stint nor itay, 
For he was seeking his bonny ladye. 

5 O he has ridden oer deld and fell, 

Through mnir and moss, and mony ■ d 
His spurs o steel were sair to bidfe, 
And frac her fore-feet Sew the fire. ' 

6 ' Now, bonny grey, now play your part! 

Gin ye be the steed that wins my deary, 

etc., a new song m 
Lover in Captivirj." 

t " Hire a honte," la an " old fragmmt " 
gives the first two ntnnMS of the hallnd, with ■ 
Che 6tat, iu his edition of Buriia, tB34, V, 107. 
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Wi corn and hay ye '«e be fed for aye, 
And never Bpur sail miike you irearie.' 

7 The grey was a mare, and a right good ware, 

But nhen she wan the Annan water 
She couldna hae ridden a furlong mair 

Had a thousand merks heeii wadded at her. 

8 'O boatman, boatman, put off your boat! 

Put off your boat for gowden nioiiuy! 
I crD9E the drumly stream the night. 
Or never mair I sue my houey.' 

9 ' O I wsB awom ise late yestreen, 

And not by ae aith, but by many; 

And for a' the gowd in fiiir Scotland 
I dare na take ye through to Annie.' 

10 The ride was stey, and the bottom deep, 
Frae bank to brae the water pouring, 
And the bonny grey mare did sweat for fear. 
For she heard the water-kelpy roaring. 



I O he has poud aff his dapperpy eoat, 
The aiUur buttons glanced bonny; 
The waistcoat bursted afi his breast, 
He was sae full of melancholy. 



fiut the si 
(ail. 



1 the ford at that stream tail; 
swam both strong and aleady; 
'earn was broad, and his strengtb d 



.w his bonny ladye! 

13 ' O wae betide the frush saugh wand! 

And wae betide the bu«h of brier! 
It brake into my true-love's hand, 

Wbeo bia strength did fail, and his limbs did ti 

14 * And wae betide ye, Annan Wal«r, 

This night that ye are a drumlie river! 
For oTer thee I '11 build a bridge, 
That ye never more true love may sever.' 
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A. ' Clyde's Water,' Skene MS., p. SO. 



B. -Willie and May Margar 
Ballads, ISOli, I, 13S. 



' Jamleson's Popular 



C, 'The Drowned Lovers,' Bucban's Ballads of the 
North of Scotland, I. UO; 'Willie nod Margaret,' 
Motherwell's MS., p. €11 \ printed in part in Mother 
well's Minstrelsy, Appendix, p. iiL 



Stanzas 1, 5, 6, 7, 16, of B were printed by 
JamiesDii (under the title of Sweet Willie and 
May Margaret) in the Suote Magiizine, Octo- 
ber, 1803, p. 700, in the hope of obtaining a 
complete copy. 

Id notes to B are here given some vari- 
ous readings and aiipplementarj verses which 
were entered by Motherwell in a copy of his 
Minstrelsy, without indication of their origin.* 
Motherwi'll made a few changes in transcrib- 
ing C into his MS., and others in the verses 
which be printed in the appendix to bis Min- 
strelsy. 

* This volume came in ISSft into the hands of Mothfi^ 
wsU's frifn<l, Mr P. A. Ramfay. The entriei have been com- 
inuuii^leil lo me l>y Mr Mucmmh, 



The copy of this ballad in Nimmo'e Songs 
and Baltsds of Clydesdale, p. 134, was com- 
pounded from B and C. 

Willie orders bis horse and bis man to be 
fed, for he tneans to be that very night with 
his love Murgaret. His mother would have 
him stay with her : he shall have the best bed 
in the house and the best hen in the roost, A ; 
the best cock in the roost and the best sheep 
in the Sock, B; a sour wind is blowing and 
the night will be dark, C. He cares for 
none of these, and will go. My malison 
drown thee in Clydel says his mother. Clyde 
is roaring fearfully, but he wins through. 
Arrived at Margaret's bower, be lirls at the 
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pin ftcd calls to her to open. A voice aaks, 
Who is there ? It is her lover, his boots full 
of Clyde's wiiter. An answer comes, as if 
from Margaret, tbiit she hiis no lovers without 
and none within, and she will not open, A, C; 
her mother is fast asleep, and she ditres miike 
no din, B. Then lie begs for some shelter for 
the night; but is told that one cliamber is 
full of corn, another full of hay, and the third 
full of gentlemen, who will not go till morning. 
Fnrewell, then ; he has won bis mother's 
mitlison by coming. Clyde's water is half 
up over the brae. B, and sweeps bim o£f bis 
horse, C Margaret wakens from a dreary 
dream that her love had been 'sUiring' 
(standing?) at the foot of her bed. A; had 
been at the gates, and nobody wonid let iiiin 
in, C. Her mother informs her that h«r lover 
had really been at the gates bnt half an hour 
before, Margaret inataiiily gets up and goes 
after Willie, crying to him against the loud 
wind. She does not atop for the river. No 
more was ever seen of Willie but his hat, no 
more of Margaret but her comb and her 
snood. A, which might end well so, but has 
lost a few lines, C ends like the preceding 
ballad: Margaret finds Willie in the deepest 
pot in Clyde ; they shall sleep together in 
its bed. 

C 20, 21 absurdly represents Willie's brother 
as standing on the river-bank and expostula- 
ting with him; this in the dead of night.* 

The passage in two of the copies, A 10-16, 
C 11-15, 22-25, in which the muther, pretend- 
ing to be her daughter, repels the lover, and 
the daughter, who baa dreamed that her lover 
had come and had been refused admittance, 
is told by her mother that this had actually 
happened, and sets off in pursuit of her lover, 
seems to have been adopted from ' The Lass 
of Roch Royal,' No 76. Parts are exchanged, 
as happens not infrequently with ballads; in 
the 'Lass of Roch Royal,' the lass is turned 
away by her lover's mother, pretending to 
Bpeak in his person. There is verbal corre- 
apocdence, particularly in A 16; cf. No 76, 

• Til* can* in l^ of this copj h » touch of " rcAliam " 
wbich we hava had io 4 lila copjr of Tam Lin ; Me J 16, 

m,va. 



o 76 the^ 



D 26, 27, E 22, 23. In D 19 of No 
professed Love Gregor tells Annie that he has 
another love, as the professed Meggie in A 11 
(inconsistently with what precedes) tella 
Willie. 

The three steps into the wat«r, C 26—28, 
occur also in ' Child Waters,' No 63. B 7-9, 
G 6-8, I 3. 4, 6. Nose-bleed, 1, is a bad 
omen ; see No 208. 

Verses A 8>^, C lO'^^, 

Make me your wrack at I come back, 
But epare me as I go, 

are found in a broadside ' Tragedy of Hero 
and Leander,' Roxbui^he Ballads, III, 152, 
etc., of the date, it is thought, of about 
1650; Ebsworth's Roxburglie Ballads, VI, 
558, Collier's Bo<ik of Roxbuighe BallndB, 
1847, p. 227. The conceit does not overwell 
snit a popular ballad. The original is Mar- 
tial's Parcite dura propero. mergite cum r^deo, 
otherwise, Meiglte me. fluctus, cum redituros 
ero, Epigr. lib., 25 b, and lib. xiv, 181. 

A very popular Italian ballad has some of 
the traits of ' The Mother's Malison,' parts . 
being exchanged and the girl drowned. A ■ 
girl is asked in marriage; her mother objects* 1 
in most of the copies on the ground of ber ' 
daughter's youth ; she goes off with her lover ; 
the mother wishes that she may diown in the 
sea ; arrived at the seashore her horse becomes 
restive, and the girl is drowned (or she goes 
down in mid-sea) : ' Maledizione dflla Madre,' 
Nigra, Canti popolari del Piemonte, p. 151, , 
No 23 A-F ; ' La Maledizione matei-na, ' Mar- | 
coaldi. p. 170, No 15; 'La Maledetta.' Fei^ I 
rare, C. p. monferrini, p. 35, No 27 ; ' Buona- 
sera, vedovella,' Ferraro, C. p. del Basso Mon- 
ferrato, p. 16, No 7 ; ' La Figlia diaobbediente,' 
Bnlza, C. p. comaache, No 55 ; ' Amor di 
Fraiello,' Bernoni, C. p. veneziani, Puntata 9, 
No 4; Righi, C. p. veronesi, p. SO, No 93; 
Wolf, Volkalieder aus Venetien, No 92 (a 
fragment). In 'Marinai,' Ferraro, C. p. di | 
Ferrara, etc., p. 59, No 9, the suitor is a sailor, 
and the girl goes down in his ship, and eo in ] 
'II marinaro e la sua amorosa,' No 94. Wolf, , 
but in this last she is still told to stick to her | 
horse. A fragment in Marie Aycard's Bal- 
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lades et ch. p. de la Provence, p. xix, repeated 


daughter is forcibly carried off; the mother ^| 


in ArUud, II, 166, makes it probable that 


wishes 


1 that she may not live a yeitr, which ^H 


the Italian ballad was known in the south of 


comes 


to pass : ' Der Mutter Fluch,' Meintjrt, ^| 


France. (All the above are cited by Count 


p. 246 


■ 


Nigra,) 




■ 


A mother's curse upon her son, vrho is rid- 


Bis 




ing to fetch bis bride, results in his breaking 


akotsh 


e Fulkt^viser, p. 64, No 10, and (with ■ 


bis neck, in a Bohemiiin ballad already spoken 


use of C), by Wolff, Halle der Vcllker, I, 26, ■ 


of under 'Clerk Colvil,' No 42; see I, 368 


Hausscbatz. p. 203; Aytoun's ballad (with H 


(where a translation by Wenzig, Slawische 


use of C) by R»sa Warrens, Scbottische Volks- ■ 


Volkslieder, p. 47, might have been noted). 


lieder. 


p. 152, No 36; Allingham's ballad by H 


A mother refuses to give her daughter in 


Kuortz, L. u. R. Alt-Englands, p. 12S. ^| 


marriage because the girl is under age; the 


. 


J 


A 


7 


He rode np yon high hill, ^^^^^^| 

An down yon dowie glen ; ^^^| 


Skeoa MS., p. 50; UkSD down from r«ciution ia the 
north of SioiUnd. I«H-3. 




The roaring of Clyde's waUr ^^M 
Wad hae 6eyt ten thonsand men. ^^M 


1 ' Yk gie corn unto my horse, 




^^M 


An meat unto my man. 


8 


' spare me, Clyde's water, ^^H 


For I will gae to my true-love'a gates 




spare me as I gae ! ^^H 


This night, gin that I can.' 




Mak me your wrack as I come back, ^H 
But spare me as I gae 1 ' ^^H 


2 ' stay at hame this ae night, Willie, 




^^1 


This ae bare night wi me ; 


9 He rade in, and farther in, ^^^^^^| 


The best bed in a" my house 




Till he came to the chin ^^^^^H 


SaU be weU made to thee.' 




And he rade in, and farther in, ^^^^^^^| 
Till he carae to dry Un. ^^^^^H 


3 ' I carena for your beds, mither, 




^H 


I carena ae plu, 


10 An whan he came to his love's gates, ^| 


For I '11 gae to my love's gates 




He tirled at the pin : ^M 


This night, gin I can win." 




' Open your gales, Meggie, ,^H 
Open your gates to me, ^^M 


4 '0 stay, my son Willie, this night, 




For my beets are fu o Clyde's water, j^H 


This ae night wi me ; 




And the rain runs oure my chin.' ^H 


The best hen in a' my roost 




^1 


Sail be well made ready for thee.' 


11 


' I hae nae lovers therout,' she says, ^H 
' I hae nae love within ; ^^^^^^M 


5 ' I carena for yogr hens, mither, 




My tme-love my arms twa, ^^^^^H 


I carena ae pin ; 




An none wiU I lot m.' ^^^^H 


I sail gae to my love's gates 




^^^^^H 


This night, gin I can win." 


12 


' Open yonr gates, Meggie, this ae night, ^^^| 
Open your gates to me : ^^H 


6 ' Gin ye winna stay, my son Willie, 




For Clyde's water is fu o flood, ^^M 


This ae bare night wi me. 




An my mither's malison '11 drown me.' ^^M 


Gin Clyde's water be deep aad f a o flood. 




^M 


My malisen drown ye ! ' 


13 

■ 


' Ane o my cbamers is f D o com,' she says, ^^ 
' An ane is f u o hay ; ^^H 
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Anither is fa o gentlemen, 
An they winna move till day.' 

14 Oat waked her May Meggie, 
Out o her droosy dream : 

* I dreamed a dream sin the yestreeoy 
God read a' dreams to gaid I 

That my trae-love Willie 
Was staring at my bed-feet' 

16 'Now lay ye still, my ae dochter, 
An keep my back fra the call, 
For it 's na the space of haf e an hoar 
Sen he gad fra yer hall.' 

16 ' An hey, Willie, an hoa, Willie, 
Winne ye turn agen ? ' 
Bat ay the loader that she crayed 
He rod agenst the wind. 



17 He rod ap yon high hill, 

An donn yon doaey den ; 
The roring that was in Clid[e]'s water 
Wad ha flayed ten thousand men. 

18 He road in, an f arder in, 

Till he came to the chine ; 

An he road in, an f arder in, 

Bat neuer mare was seen. 



19 Ther was na mare seen of that guid lord 

Bat his hat frae his head ; 
Ther was na mare seen of that lady 
Bat her comb an her sneed. 

20 Ther waders went up an donn 

Eadying Claid's water 
Hav don us wrang 



B 



Jainieson*B Popular Ballads, 1, 135 ; from Mrs Bfowd's 
recitation, apparently in 1800. 

1 ' Gib com to my horse, mither, 

6ie meat unto my man. 
For I maun gang to Margaret's bower 
Before the nicht comes on.' 

2 ' O stay at hame now, my son Willie, 

The wind blaws cald and sour ; 
The nicht will be baith mirk and late 
Before ye reach her bower.' 

3 ' O tho the nicht were ever sae dark. 

Or the wind blew never sae cald, 
I will be in my Margaret's bower 
Before twa hours be tald.' 

4 ' O gin ye gang to May Margaret, 

Without the leave of me, 
Clyde's water 's wide and deep enough. 
My malison drown thee I ' 

5 He mounted on his coal-black steed. 

And fast he rade awa. 
But ere he came to Clyde's water 
Fu loud the wind did blaw. 



6 As he rode oer yon hich, hich hiU, 

And down yon dowie den. 
There was a roar in Clyde's water 
Wad feard a bunder men. 

7 His heart was warm, his pride was up ; 

Sweet Willie kentna fear ; 
But yet his mither's malison 
Ay sounded in his ear. 

8 O he has swam through Clyde's water, 

Tho it was wide and deep. 
And he came to May Margaret's door. 
When a' were fast asleep. 

9 O he 's gane round and round about. 

And tirled at the pin ; 
But doors were steekd, and windows barrd. 
And nane wad let him in. 

10 ' O open the door to me, Margaret ! 

O open and lat me in I 
For my boots are full o Clyde's water 
And frozen to the brim.' 

11 * I darena open the door to you. 

Nor darena lat you in. 
For my mither she is fast asleep. 
And I darena mak nae din.' 
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12 ' gin ye winna open the door, 


15 


' fare ye weel, then. May Margaret, ^^M 


Nor yet be kind to me, 




Sin better manna be ; ^H 






1 've win my mither's malison, ^^M 


Where I this nicht may b«.' 




Coming this nicht to thee.' ^^H 


13 ' Ye caana win in thii nicht, WH^, 




Norhereyeuinnabe; 




but his heart was wae ! ^^^^^M 


For I 've nae chambers out nor in, 




But, ere he cnme to Clyde's water, ^^^^^^M 


Nae uiB but barely three. 




•T was lialf up oer the brae. ^^^^^1 


14 ' The tane o them ia fa o corn. 




^^^^H 


Tiie tither is fu o hay ; 


17 


^^^^^H 


The tither ia fa o merry young men; 




^^^^^H 


They winna remove tiU day.' 




. . . ^^^H 





7 


' an ye gang to Meggie's bower, ^^^^^^^H 
Sae sair against my will, ^^^^^^^H 


BachsD'B Ballads of the North of Scotland, I, ua 


The deepest pot in Clyde's water, ^^^^^^| 






My malison ye 's feel.' ^^^^H 


1 Willie stands in his stable-door. 




^^H 


And clapping at his steed. 


8 


' The gnid steed that I ride upon ^^^^^H 






Coit roe thrice thretty pound ; ^^^^^H 


His nose began to bleed. 




And I 'U pat trust in his swift feet ^^^^^H 
To hae me safe to land.' ^^^^^H 


2 ' Gie com to my horse, mother, 




^H 


And meat to my young man. 


9 Ab he rade ower jon high, high hiJl, ^| 


And I '11 awa to Maggie's bower ; 




And down yon dowie den, ^H 


1 ni wia ere she lie down.' 




The noise tliat was in Oyde's water ^H 
Woud feard hve huner men. ^H 


3 ' O bide this night wi me, Willie, 




^H 


bide tliis night wi me ; 


10 


' O roaring Clyde, ye roar ower loud, ^^| 


The best an cock o a' the reest 




Tour streams seem wondrous Strang; ^^| 


At your supper ehall be.' 




Make me your wreck as I come back, ^^M 
But spare me as I gang ! ' ^^^^H 


4 ' A' your cocks, and a' yoar reesta. 




^^^^^H 


I value not a prin, 


11 


Then he is on to Magic's bower, ^^^^^H 


For I 'U awa to Meggie's bower ; 




And tirled at the pin ^^^^^H 


I '11 win ere she lie down.' 




' sleep ye, wake ye. Meggie,' he aaid, ^^H 
' Ye 'U open, lat me come in.' ^H 


5 ' Stay this night wl me, Willie, 




^^^^^B 


^■1 slay this night wi me ; 


12 


* wha is this at my boweiwioor. ^^^^^^^H 


^H The best an sheep in a' the flock 




That calls me by my name? ' ^^^^^^| 


^^^ At your supper shall be." 




• It is your first love, sweet Willie, ^^^^^^| 
This night newly come hune.' ^^^^H 


■ A' yonr sheep, and a' your flocks. 




^^^^^H 


I value not a prin, 


13 




For I 'U awa* to Meggie's bower : 




Aa f ew ha« I therein ; ^^^^H 


I '11 win ere she lie down.' 


^ 


^^J 
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The best an love that ever I had 
Was here just late yestreen.' 

14 ' The warstan stable in a' yonr stables. 

For my pair steed to stand ! 
The warstan bower in a' your bowers. 

For me to lie therein I 
My boots are f n o Clyde's water, 

I 'm shivering at the chin.' 

15 ' My bams are fa o com, Willie, 

My stables are fa o hay ; 
My bowers are fa o gentlemen, 
They '11 nae remove till day.' 

16 ' O fare ye well, my f aase Meggie, 

O farewell, and adiea I 
I 've gotten my mither's malison 
This night coming to yoa.' 

17 As he rode ower yon high, high hill, 

And down yon dowie den. 
The rashing that was in Clyde's water 
Took Willie's cane frae him. 

18 He leand him owor his saddle-bow. 

To catch his cane again ; 
The rashing that was in Clyde's water 
Took Willie's hat frae him. 

19 He leand him ower his saddle-bow. 

To catch his hat thro force ; 
The rashing that was in Clyde's water 
Took WiUie frae his horse. 

20 His brither stood apo the bank, 

Says, Fye, man, will ye drown ? 
Te 'U torn ye to yoar high horse head 
And learn how to sowm. 

21 ' How can I tarn to my horse head 

And leam how to sowm ? 



I *ve gotten my mither's malison. 
It 's here that I maun drown.' 

22 The very hoar this yoang man sank 

Into the pot sae deep, 
Up it wakend his love Meggie 
Oat o her drowsy sleep. 

23 ' Gome here, come here, my mither dear. 

And read this dreary dream ; 
I dreamd my love was at oar gates. 
And nane wad let him in.' 

24 ' Lye still, lye still now, my Meggie, 

Lye still and tak yonr rest ; 
Sin yoar trae-love was at yoar yatea. 
It 's but twa quarters past' 

26 Nimbly, nimbly raise she up, 
And nimbly pat she on. 
And the higher that the lady cried. 
The loader blew the win. 

26 The first an step that she steppd in, 

She stepped to the qaeet ; 
' Ohon, alas ! ' said that lady, 
' This water 's wondroas deep.' 

27 The next an step that she wade in. 

She wadit to the knee ; 
Says she, ' I coad wide farther in. 
If I my love coad see.' 

28 The next an step that she wade in. 

She wadit to the chin ; 
The deepest pot in Clyde's water 
She got sweet Willie in. 

29 ' Ton 've had a crael mither, Willie, 

And I have had anither ; 
Bat we shall sleep in Clyde's water 
Like sister an like brither.' 



Ncft divided into stanzas in the MS- ; some- 
times not into verses, 

16*. For is ivritten after call in the preced- 
ing line. 

16*. Bat ay is ivritten after agen in the pre- 
ceding line. 

16*. He is vrriUen after crayed in the pre- 
ceding line. 



18'. Till is written after in in the preceding 
line. 

19. Ther was na mare seen of 
that gaid lord bat his hat 
frae his head ther was na 
mare seen of that lady bat 
her comb an her sneed. 
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20'. Doun slanda at the beginning of the next 




14'. My barn is. 14=. My stable is. ^| 




line. 




U'. The houae U fu o wild, wUd gees. ^H 




A 14-16 might perhaps be better put after 




14*. They canna be moved. ^H 




the drovming, as in C. 






B. 


Readings inserted by Motherwell in a copy of 




^^^^^1 




his Minstrelsy. 




16'. And who could ride Uke him. ^^^^^| 




4'-*. My mftlison and deidly eurae 




16'. 'T was far ontowre the brim. ^^^^^H 




Shall bear ye companie. 




After 16: ^^ 




After!: 




He swam high, and he swam low. 




He Bwam bigh, and he swam low, 




And he swam to and fro, 




And he awam to and fro. 




But he neer could spy the haiel-bush 




Dntil he gjipt a haiel-liuah, 




That would bring him to the brow. 




That bning him to the brow. 




Comment: The mother was a witch; made 




9*. Var. But his mother answered him. 




responses for Margaret ; met him in a green 




10. rise, rise, May Mavget. h[e say*]. 




habit on his return home. He inquired for 
the ford : she directed him to the deepest 
linn. When be got into the water, two 
hounds seized on his horse, and left him to 




{cut away by the hinder) 
O rise and let me in. 






For the very steed that I came on 
Doei tremble at every limb. 




struggle with the current. 
Willie's mother had transferred herself to 




11». mither and father 'b baith awauk. 




Margaret's house according to the varia- 
tvm in 9* ; so she is the witeh. 




12. hae ye neer a stable, he sayB, 




All this it very paltry. The mothers curse 




Or hao yo neer a barn, 




was enough to drown Willie without her 




Or hae ye neer a wild^use hotiM, 




bealirrinff herself farther. 




Where I might rest till mora ? 








217 


m 




THE BROOM OF 


COWDENKNOWS ^^^| 


A 


, ' The Laird of EDoUngtoii,' Percy papers, 1 768. 


H. 


'The Maid o the Cxwdenkoowt.' Kinloch MSS. 
I, 187. 


B. 


'Boony May.' a. Herd'i Ancient and Modern 






Scon Sons;*, 1 7<;9, p. 306 ; 1776,1, SS. b. Johnson'* 


I. 


•Laird Lochnie.' Kinloch MSS. V|I, |S3; Kin- 




Museum. No 110, p. lis. 


I 




C. 


• Laird o Ochiltree,' Kinloch MSS, VIT, US ; Kin- 

Imh's Ancient Scottish Ballade, p, 160. 


J. 


Kinloch MSS, VI, 11. 






K. 


' Maiden o the Cowdenknowes.' Dr Joseph Koberl' 


D. 


■ The Laird o Oi-hiltree Wa'i,' Motherwell's MS., 
p, 517. 




son'i Journal o( Excursions, No 6. 




I.. 


■The Broom of the Cowden Knowe^' Buchan's 


B. 


Motherwell'i MS., p. 176. 




USS, 11, 176. 


r. 


•Bonny May,' GIbb MS., p. 9. 


BC 


, 'Broom o ihe Cowdenknowes.' Buchan's Ballads 
3f the North of Scotland, I, 172. 


o 


. ' The Broom oF Coodenknows,' Scott's Minttrelsy, 






L 


111,280,1803; 111, ST. 1838. 


V. 

1 


' The Laird of Lochinvar.' Kinloch MSS. \. Ui. 



I 

I 
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This ballad -was widely diffused in Scot- 
land. "It would be useless," says Mother- 
well, "to enumerate the tiilea of the different 
versions which are common among recitera," 
" Each district has its own version," saya Kin- 
loch. So it must have done no liitle mischief 
in its day. The earliest known copies, A, B, 
are of the second half of the last century. 

There ia an English "ditty" (not a tradi- 
tional ballad) of a northern lass who got 
harm while milking her father's ewes, which 
was printed in the first half of the seventeenth 
century. It ia here given in an appendiic. 
This ditty is " to a pleasiint Scotcli time 
called The broom of Cowden Knowes," and 
the burden is : 

With, the broome, the bonny broome. 
The broome of Cowden Knowes ! 

F«n would I be in the North Countrey, 
To milk my dadyea ewes. 

The tune was remarkably popular, and the 
burden is found, variously modified, in con- 
nection with several songs: see Chappell's 
Popular Music, pp. 458-461, 613, 783. ' The 
Broom of Cowdenknowa,' a "new" song, in 
the Tea-Table Miscellany, p. 22, Dublin, 1729. 
has the burden not greatly changed ; also G, 
L, M, of this ballad. 

There is very little story to the English 
ditty. A maid ia beguiled by a shepherd-boy 
while milking her father's ewes; the conse- 
quences are what might be expected; her 
mother puts her out of doors, and she ranges 
the world ; a young man who hears her com- 
plaint offers to marry her, and go to the North 
Country with her to milk her fatlier'a ewes. 
The Scottish ballad could not have been devel- 
oped from a story of this description. On 
the other hand, it is scarcely to be believed 
that the author of the English ditty, if be 
bad known the Scottish ballad, would have 
dropped all the interesting particulars. It is 
possible that he may have just heard about it, 
but much more likely that he knew only the 
burden and built hia vfry slight tale on that. 
It may be observed that his maid, though sbe 

• Thf attempt to leaBcn the (iiBproporiion o[ tlw mutch 
M n d«cidedly muclvrn tmil. In H 27. 2S. this 
r th«i the maid has twenty ploughs and three 
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haunts Liddeadale, and should have belonged I 
to Cowdenkuowes, wa« bom in Danby Forest, 

Yorkshire. 

Two passages which do not occur in A may 
have been later additions: D 9, 10, F 5, 6. O J 
13, 14, M 19, 20, in which the laird, returning I 
to hia men, ia told that he has tarried long, 1 
and answers that, east or west, he has never 
seen so bonny a lass as was in the ewe- 
buchta; and H 12-15, J 2-5, L 5-8, where 
the laird tries to pass himself off for one of 
his men, and the maid tor one of her mother's 
servants (found in part, also, in G 9, 10, I o, 
M 12-14). "The maid of a place, such as 
the maid of the Cowdenknows," as Dr Joseph 
Robertson remarks, " means the eldest daugh- 
ter of the tenant or proprietor, who ia gener- 
ally called by the name of his farm." • 

It is obvious that the maid would keep her 
counsel when she came back to her father. 
She puts him off with a riddle, C 9. D 13, E 
11, P 9, a 18, H 20, J 6, L 14, M 2S, N 7, 
which it is the height of absurdity to make 
hor explain, as ia done in A 11, B 4, C 10, 
D 14, E 12 ; and ao of the exclamation against 
the shepherd if uttered in the father's pres- . 
ence. as in F 8, H 19, 1 11, L 13, N 8. 

H 10, 11 (cf. D 6), where the maid asks the 
man's name, is a familiar commonplace: see 
No 39, 1, 340 a ; No 50, I, 444, 446 ; No 110, 
II, 458 ff. (especially p. 473, H 3, 4) ; No 111, 
II, 478 f. , 

M has many spurious stanzas of its own; | 
as 3-5, 25, 30-32, 85. N is quite perverted 
from 9 to 28. It is impossible that 9-14 
should follow upon 8, and stanzas 15-27 have 
not a genuine word in them. 

Cunningham has rewritten the ballad, 
Songs of Scotland, II, 113. He says that 
through Dumfriesshire and Galloway the hero 
is always Lord Lochinvar, and cites thia , 
stanza, which he bad heard sung: 

For I do ^eas, by your golden-rimmed hat. 

And by the silketi string. 
That ye are the lord of the Lochinvar, 
Who beguiles all our young w 

sgnJDSt the laird'a thirty end three. In M 3-5. the maid'a , 
fni)ier w.iB onrii a landrd laird, ))Ut eatiibleo away hit estau^ j 
sud ChfTi both father and irmther tnke to drinkitig-l 
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' Malfred og Sadelmand," Krietenaen, I, 258, 


Stenhonse conjectures to be a corrnption of ^| 


No 'J9, ia an inciepundenl ballnd, but baa some 


Anchentroich, an estate in the county of Stir- ^M 


of the traits of tliia: the maid, who ia treated 


ling, and Oakland Hills, in Q, to be OchU ■ 


with great violence, asks the knight'a name, 


Hills, in the same county: Musical Museum, ^M 


as in H, D ; he cornea back to marry her. 


IV, 112. ■ 


after she has borne twins. 


^1 


Cowdenknowee ia on the east bank of 


B is translated by Knortz, Schottische Bal- ^M 


Leader, near Earlston, and some four or five 


laden, p. 92, No 29. ^M 


miles from Melrose. Auchentrone, in B b 11, 


^m 


A 


8 She ihowd to him the kuig's hie street, ^^H 




She showd to turn the way ; ^^| 


Percy psper. ; comnmnicalec! to Percy by R. Lunbe, of 


She showd him the way that he was to go, ^^| 
By the fair water of Tay. ^H 


Norbam, Augast 17. 1768, and dated .May. ITSS. 


1 There waa a troop of merry geptlemen 


^H 


Waa riding atween twa knows, 


9 When she came hame, her father said, ^H 


Atid tliey heard the voice of a bonny laas, 


' Come, tell to me right plain ; ^H 


In a bug] It milking her ews. 


I doubt you 've met some in the way, ^^H 




You have not been your hun.' ^^H 


2 There 'a ane o them lighted frae off his steed, 


^H 


And hag ty'd him to a tree. 


10 < The night it is baith mist and mirk, ^H 


And he 'a gano away to yon ew-baght. 


You may gan out and see ; ^^H 


To bear what it might be. 


The night is mirk and misty too, J^^^^^f 




There 'a nae body been wi me. ^^^^^^^| 


3 ' pity me. fair vaaid,' he said, 


^^^^^H 


- Take pity upon me ; 


11 * There was a tod came to your flock, ^^^^^B 


pity me, and my mdk-whil« steed 


The like I neer did see ; ^H 


That 'a trembling at yon tree.' 


When he spake, he lifted his hat, ^H 




He had a bonny twinkling eee.' ^M 


4 'As for your steed, he sliall not want 


^H 


Tlie best of com and hay ; 


12 When fifteen weeks were past and gone, ^H 


Bat as to you yonrsel, kind sir, 


Full fifteen weeks and three, ^H 


I 've naething for to say.' 


Then she began to think it lang j^H 




For the man wi the twudding eee. ^^| 


6 He ■» Uen her by the milk-whito hand. 


^^M 


And by the green gown-sleeve. 


13 It fell out on a certain day, ^j^M 


And he as led her into the ew-bught, 


When she cawd out her father's ky, ^M 


Of her friends he speerd naa leava. 


There was a troop of gentlemen ^^H 




Came merrily riding by. ^H 


C He as put lus hand in his pocket. 


^H 


And given her guineas three: 


14 ' Weel may ye sigh and aoli," says ane, ^H 


' If I dinna come back in half a year, 


' Weel may you sigh and tee ; ^^| 


Then lake nae mair for me. 


Weel may you sigh, and soy, fair maid, ^^M 




Wba 's gotten this bairn wi thee ? ' ^^M 


7 'Now show to me the king's hie streAt, 


^^H 


Now show to me the way ; 


15 She turned her sel then quickly about, ^H 


Now show to me the king's Uie street, 


And thinking meikle shame, ^H 


And the fair water ot Tay.' 
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* O noy kind sir, it is na sae, 
For it has a dad at hame.' 

16 ' O hawd your tongue, my bonny lass, 

Sae loud as I hear you lee ! 
For dinna you mind that summer night 
I was in the bught wi thee ? ' 

17 He lighted off his milk-white steed. 

And set this fair maid on ; 



* Now caw out your ky, good father/ ha said, 
' She 'U neer caw them oat again* 

18 ' I am the laird of Ejiottington, 
I 'ye fifty plows and three ; 
I 'ye gotten now the bonniest lass 
That is in the hale comitry/ 



B 



a. Herd's Andent and Modem Scots Songs, 1769, p. S08. 
b. Johnson's Mosenm, No 110, p. 113. 

1 It was on an eyning sae saft and sae clear 

A bonny lass was milking the kye. 
And by came a troup of gentlemen, 
And rode the bonny lassie by. 

2 Then one of them said unto her, 

^ Bonny lass, prythee shew me the way : * 
' O if I do sae, it may breed me wae, 
For langer I dare nae stay.' 



3 But dark and misty was the night 

Before the bonny lass came hame : 
' Now where hae you been, my ae doughter ? 
I am sure you was nae your lane.' 

4 ^ O father, a tod has come oer your lamb^ 

A gentleman of high degree, 
And ay whan he spake he lifted his haty 
And bonny, bonny blinkit his ee.' 

6 Or eer six months were past and gane^ 
Six months but and other three. 
The lassie begud for to &et and to frown^ 
And think lang for his blinkin ee. 



6 ' O wae be to my father's shepherd. 

An ill death may he die ! 
He bigged the bughts sae far frae hamOy 
And trysted a gentleman to me 1 ' 

7 It fell upon another fair eyening 

The bonny lassie was milking her kj. 
And by came the troop of gentlemen. 
And rode the bonny lassie by. 

8 Then one of them stopt, and said to her, 

' Whae 's aught that baby ye are wi ? ' 
The lassie began for to blush, and think, 
To a father as good as ye. 

9 ' O had your tongue, my bonny may, 

Sae loud I hear you lie I 
O dinnae you mind the misty night 
I was in the bught with thee ? ' 

10 Now he 's come aff his milk-white steed. 

And he has taen her hame : 
' Now let your father bring hame the ky, 
You neer mair shall ca them agen. 

11 ' I am a lord of castles and towers, 

With fifty ploughs of land and three, 
And I haye gotten the bonniest lass 
That is in this countrie*' 







Kinloch MSS, Vll, 143, from the recitation of Jenny 
Watson, 24 April, 1826; Clydesdale. 

1 It was on a day whan a loyely may 
Was cawing out her father's kye. 



And she spied a troop o* gentlemen, 
As they war passing bye. 

2 < O show me the way, my pretty maid, 
O show me the way,' said he ; 
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' My Bleed hu just now rode wrong, 


11 


Wlion twenty weeks were come and gane, ^H 


Anil the way I canna iee,' 




Twenty weeks and three, ^^H 
The lassie began to grow thick in the waist, ^^^| 


3 ' haud you on the same way,' she sud, 




And thoucht lang for his twinkling ee. ^^^^^^H 


' haud ye on 't again. 




^^^^^H 


For, if ye haud on the king's hieway. 


12 


It fell upon a day wbaji bonnie may ^^^^^H 


Rank rievere will do ye na Uanu.' 




Was cawing oat tlie kye, ^^^^^^^| 
She spied the same troop o gentlemen, ^^^^^^H 


i He took her by the milk-white hand. 




As they war passing bye. ^^| 


And by the gergs-green sleeve, 




^^M 


Aiid he has taiglet wi tbe Fair may, 


13 


•0 well may you save, my pretty may, ^^M 


And of her he askd na leave. 




Weill may you save and see ! ^^H 
Weill may ye save, my lovely may ! ^H 


6 Whan ance ho got her gudwill, 




Gto ye wi child to me ? ' ^H 


Of her he craved aa. mair. 




^H 


But he poud out a ribbon frae his ponch, 


14 But the may she tumd her hack la him, ^^ 


And snooded np the may's hair. 




She begoud to think meikle shame ; ^^^^^B 
'Na, na, na, no. kind sir,' she said, ^^^^^^| 


6 He put his hand into hia poach, 




' I 've a gndeman o my ain.' ^^^^^^^| 


And gave her guineas Uiree: 




^^^^^^1 


' If I come na back in twenty weeks, 


15 


' Sae loud as I hear ye lie. fur may, ^^^^^^^| 


Ye need na look mair for me.' 




Saeloudofllbearyelee! ^^^H 
Dinna ye mind o yon misty nicht ^^^^^^H 


7 But whan the may did gang hame. 




Wlion I was in the buehl wi thee ?> ^^^^M 


Her father did her blame; 




^^^^^^M 


' Whare bac ye been now, dame ? ' he «ai,l 


16 He Uchted aft his hie, hie horse. ^^^^^| 


' For ye 've na been your Une.' 




And he set the bonnie may on ^^^^^^^H 
'Now caw oat your kye, gad father, ^^^^^^| 


8 ' Tlie nicht is minty and mirk, father. 




Ye mann caw them out yoor lone. ^^^^^^^H 


Ye may come to the door and see i 




^^^^^^1 


The nicht is misty and mirk, father. 


17 


' For lang will ye caw them out, ^^^^^H 


And there 'e na body wi me. 




And weary will ye ^^^^^^H 
Or ye get your dochter again ^^^^^H 


9 'But there cam a tod to yonr flock, father, 




^^^^^H 


The like o him I never saw ; 




^^^^^H 


Or he hod tane the lambie that he had. 


18 He was tbe Uird o Ochiltree, ^^^^H 


I wad rather he had tane them aw. 




Of therty ploughs and three, ^^^^M 
And he hos stown awa the loveliest may <^H 


10 ' But he seemd to be a gentleman. 




In aw the south cuntree. ^^H 


Or a man of some pious degree ; 




^^^^H 


For whonever he spak. he lifted up his hat, 




^^^^^H 


And he had [a] bonnie twinkling ee." 





■ 


D 


2 Ther cam a troop o gentUmen, ^^^^^^ 






As they were rydand by, ^^^^^^H 


MothenreU's MS., p, S17 ; from the .inging of Un Storie, 
ofLochwianoch. 




And ane o them he lichtit donn, ^^^^^^H 
For to see May milkond her kye. ^^^^^H 


1 BONNIE May is to the yowe-buchts gane, 




^^^^^H 


For to milk her daddie's yowes. 


3 


' Milk on, milk on, my bonnie lass, ^^^^^^H 


And ay she sang, and her voice it rang 




Milk on, milk on,' said he, ^^^^H 


Out-ower the lap o the knows, knows, knowes, 




■ For out o the buchts I winna gang ^^^^^H 


Ont-owr the tap o the knowet. 


■ 


Till ye thaw me owt the lee.' ^^^^^H 
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^^K 4 ' Ryde on. ryde on, ye rank rydars, 


12 


' Ob, wae be to yoor men, faither, ^H 


^^^1 Your steeds are stout and atrang. 




And an ill deth may they die ! ^M 


^^^B For out the yowe-buchta I winna gae. 




For they cawit a' the yowea ontowT© ^^H 


^^H For fear that ye do me some wraog.' 




knowes, ^^M 
And they left naebody wi me. ^H 


^H 5 He took her by the milk-white band, 




■ 


^^H And by the green gown-sleive, 


13 


' There cam a tod onto the bncht, ^M 


^^B And thare he took his will o her, 




The like I never saw, ^1 


^^M Bot o her he oskit nae leive. 




An. afore tliat he took the ane that he tookf ^H 
I wad leifar he had tane ither twa. ^H 


^^H 6 But whan he gat his will o her 




■ 


^^^H He loot her op agiun. 


14 


'There cam a tod onto the bucht, ^H 


^^^1 And a' this bonny maid said or did 




The like I never did see. ^H 


^H Was, Kind sir, teU me your name. 




And, ay as he spak, he liftit hiu bst, ^H 
And he had a bonnie twinkland ee.' ^M 


^^H 7 He pou't out a sillar bame, 




■ 


^^^1 Sayand, Kame your yellow hatr ; 


15 It was on a day, and it was a fine simmer daj-, ^B 


^^H And, gin I be na back in three quarters o a 




She was cawing out her faither's kye. 


^^H 




There cam a troup genlilmen. 


^M It '8 o me ye '11 see nae mair. 




And they rade ways the lass near by. 


^^H 8 He pu't out a silken purse 


16 


' Wha baa dnne to you this ill. my dear ? 


^^H And he gied her guineas thrie. 




Wba has dune to you this wrang? ' 


^^H Saying, Gin I may na be back in three quar- 




And she had na a word to say tor heraell 


^^M ters a year, 




But, ' Kind sir, I hae a man o my ain.' 


^^H It will pay the nourice fee. 








17 


'Te lie, ye lie, bonnie May,' he says, 


^H 9 He put his fut into the atbtup 




' Aloud I hear ye lie ! 


^^H And rade after his men, 




For dinna ye mind yon bonnie simmer nicht 


^H And a' that his men said or did 




Whan ye war in the yowe-buchts wi me ? 


^H Was, Kind miuster, ye 've taiglit lang. 








18 




^H 10 'I hae rade east, I hae rade wast, 




Licht doun and let her on, 


^^H And I hae rade owr the knowes, 




For monie a time she cawit her faithert 






kye. 






But she '11 neir caw them again. 


^H 11 She put the pail upon her hcid, 


19 


' For I am the laird o Ochiltree Wawia, 


^^H And she 'a gane merrilie hame, 




I hae threttie plenchs and Ihrie, 


^H And a' that her faither said or did 




And I hae tane awa the bonniest laM 


^H Was, Kind doohter, ye 've taiglit lang. 


^ 


That is in a' the north coontrie.' 


^F 


2 


'0 I 'U give thee my milk-white steed, ^^^^^B 
It cost me three hundred pound, ^^^| 


^H Moiherwoirs Manuscript, p. 175; "from the recitation 




If ye '11 go to yon sheep-biight. ^^H 


^^L where ahe learned h." 




And bring yon fair maid doun.' ^^H 


^^H 1 There was a may, and a bonnie may, 


3 


' Your steed ye canna want, master, ^^M 


^^H In the bught. milking the ewes, 




But pay to ane a fee ; ^^H 


^^V And by came a troop of gentlemen, 




Fifty pound of good red gold, ^^^^^H 


^H And they rode by and by. 




To be paid down to me.' ^^^^^H 
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4 'Come ehew roe the way, iiretty may/ he 


For or he had taen the bonnie lamb he took, ^^M 


said, 


Te had as weel Iiae gien them a. ^H 


' For our steeds are quite gone wrong ; 


^M 


Will you do to me auch a courtesy 


12 ' There came a tod to your boght, father, ^| 




The like o him I neer did see ; ■ 




For aye when he spak he lifted up Ilia hat, ^| 


6 ' go ye doun to yon meadow. 


And he had a bonnie twinkling ee.' ^^M 


Where the people are mowing the bay ; 


j^H 


Gro ye doun to yon meadow, 


13 Bnt when twenty weeks were come and gane, ^^M 


And they '11 shew you the near-hand way.' 


Aye, twenty weeks and three, ^^| 




Thia lassie began to spit and to spew, ^^H 


6 Bat he 'b teen her by the milk-white hand, 


And to lang for tlie twinkling ee. ^^H 


And by the grass-green eleeve ; 


^H 


He 's bowed her body to the ground, 


14 It fell on a day, and a bonnie summer day, ^^| 


Of her kin he asked no leave. 


She was ca'ing out her father's kye, ^^H 




And by came a trooji of gentlemen, ^^H 


7 When he lifted her np ^n 


And they rode by and by. ^^H 


He 's gien her guineas three : 


^H 


' If I be na back gin three quarters o a year, 


1& ' wha got tlie bairn wi thee, honnie may ? ^H 


Ye need neer think mair ou me.' 


wha got the bairn wi thee ? ' ^^^^^H 


8 '0 where haat thou been, bonnie may,' he 


16 She turned lierseH right ronnd about, ^^^^^| 


said. 


She began to blush and tliink shame, ^^^| 


• where hast thou been sae lang ? 


And never a word this bonnie lassie spok ^^H 


O where hast thoa been, bonnie may ? ' he 


But ' I have a good-man at hame.' ^^^^^H 


said, 


^^^^^H 


' Thou hast na been u« lang thy lane.' 


17 'Thou lie, thou lie. my bonnie may, ^^^^^^H 




Sae loud I hear thee lie I ^^^^H 


9 '0 come to the door and see, father. 


Do ye mind o the weety and wuidy night ^^H 


come to the door and see. 


When I was in the ewe-bught wi thee ? ^H 


And see such a weety and a windy night ( 


^H 


There were nobody wi me. 


18 < Ught off. light off, the gentlest of my men, ^H 




And set her on behind. ^H 


10 ' But wae be lo your herd, father, 


And ca out your kye. good father, yonrsell, ^^M 


And an ill death may he die I 


For she 'U never ca tlieni out again.' ^H 


For he left the ewes strayed owre the knowea, 


^H 


And he left naebody wi me. 


19 He was the laird o twenty i>1ough o land, ^H 




Aye, twenty plough and tliree. ^^| 


11 ' Bat there came a tod to your hught, father, 


And be 's taen awa the bonniest laM ^^M 


The like o him I neer saw ; 


Was in a' the south countrie. ^H 


— 


1 


P 

Gibb M8,. p. 9. "From recitation: tr.ced to Mnry 


2 ' Milk on, milk on, my bonny, bonny may, ^^M 


jMk, Lochtee, Forfarahire, died 1881, aged 94." 


Milk on, milk on,' said he ; ^M 




' Milk on, milk on, my bonny, bonny may i ^^M 


1 Bonny mat has to the ewe-baghts gane, 


Will ye shew me out-ower the lea ? ' ^H 


To milk her father's ewes. 


^^1 


An aye as she milked her bonny roice rang 


3 ' Ride on. ride on. stout rider." she aaid, '^| 


Far out amang the knowea. 


' Tere steed 's haith st«at and (trang ; ^H 
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For out o the ewe-bugbt I daama come, 
For fear ye do me wrang.' 

4 Bat he 's tane her by the milk-white hand, 

An by the green gown-sleeve, 
An he 'a laid her low on the dewy grass, 
An at nae ane spiered he leave. 

5 Then he *8 mounted on his milk-white steed, 

An ridden after his men. 
An a' that his men they said to him 
Was, Dear master, ye 've tarried lang. 

6 ' I 've ridden east, an I 've ridden wast, 

An I 've ridden amang the knowes, 
Bat the bonniest lassie eer I saw 
Was milkin her daddie's yowes.' 

7 She 's taen the milk-pail on her heid. 

An she 's gane langin hame. 
An a her father said to her 

Was, Daughter, ye 've tarried lang. 

8 ' Oh, wae be to your shepherds ! father. 

For they take nae care o the sheep ; 
For they 've bygit the ewe - bught far frae 
hame. 
An they 've trysted a man to me. 



9 ^ There came a tod unto the bacht» 
An a waefu tod was he, 
An, or ever he had tane that ae ewe 'lamb, 
I had rather he had tane ither three.' 

10 But it fell on a day, an a bonny sammer dajy 

She was ca'in out her father's kye. 
An bye came a troop o gentlemen. 
Cam ridin swiftly bye. 

11 Out an spoke the foremost ane, 

Says, Lassie hae ye got a man ? 
She turned herself saucy round aboat^ 
Says, Yes, I 've ane at hame. 

12 * Ye lee, ye lee, ye my bonny may, 

Sae loud as I hear ye lee ! 
For dinna ye mind that misty nicht 
Ye were in the ewe-bughts wi me ? ' 

13 He ordered ane o his men to get down ; 

Says, Lift her up behind me ; 
Your father may ca in the kye when he likes, 
They sail neer be ca'ed in by thee. 

14 < For I 'm the laird o Athole swaird, 

Wi fifty ploughs an three, 
An I hae gotten the bonniest lass 
In a' the north countrie.' 



8cott*s Minstrelsy, III, 280, 1808 ; from Ettrick Forest. 

1 THE broom, and the bonny, bonny broom, 

And the broom of the Cowdenknows I 
And aye sae sweet as the lassie sang, 
I the bought, milking the ewes. 

2 The hills were high on ilka side. 

An the bought i the lirk o the hill. 
And aye, as she sang, her voice it rang 
Outroer the head o yon hill. 

3 There was a troop o gentlemen 

Came riding merrilie by. 
And one o them has rode out o the way, 
To the bought to the bonny may. 



4 ^ Wed may ye save an see, bonny lass. 
An weel may ye save an see ! ' 
* An sae wi you, ye weel-bred knighty 
And what 's your will wi me ? ' 

6 ' The night is misty and mirk, fair may. 
And I have ridden astray. 
And will ye be so kind, fair may. 
As come out and point my way ? ' 

6 ' Ride out, ride out, ye ramp rider ! 

Your steed 's baith stout and Strang ; 
For out of the bought I dare na come, 
For fear at ye do me wrang.' 

7 * winna ye pity me, bonny lass ? 

winna ye pity me ? 
An winna ye pity my poor steed. 
Stands trembling at yon tree ? ' 
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8 ' T wadna pity yonr poor steed, 


He bug the bought at the back o the know 


The it were tied to a tborn ; 


And a tod has frighted me. 


For if ye wad gain my love the night 




Ye wad slight me ere the mom. 


18 ' There came a tod to the boughtrdoor, 




The like I never saw ; 




And ere he had taken the lamb he did 


And your merrie twinkling ee, 


I had lourd he had taen them a'.' 


That ye 're the laird o the Oakland HUb, 




An ye may weel eeem for to be.' 


19 whan fifteen weeks was come and gane, 




Fifteen weeks and three. 


10 ' But I am not the laird o the Oakland hills, 


That laasie began to look thin and pale, 


Ye 're far miataen o me ; 


An to long for liis merry-twinkling ee. 


Bat 1 'ra ane o the men about his house, 




An right aft in his companie.' 


20 It fell on a day, on a het simmer day, 




She was ca'ing out her father's kye, 


11 He 'a taen her by the middle jimp, 


By came a troop o gentlemen, 


And by the grasa-green sleeve, 


A" merrilie riding bye. 


He 'b lifted Iter over the fauld-dyke, 




And sjwerd at her sma leave. 


21 ' Weel may ye save an aee, bonny may ! 




Weel may ye save and see ! 


12 he 'a taen out a purse o gowd. 


Weel I wat ye be a very bonny may. 


And streekd her yellow hair : 


But whae 's aught that babe ye are wi ? ' 


' Now take ye that, my bonnie may. 




Of me till you hear mair.' 


22 Never a word could that laasie say. 




For never a ane could she blame. 


13 he 's leapt on hia beny-brown steed. 


An never a word could the lasaie aay. 


An soon he 'a oertaen hia men ; 


But, I have a good man at hame. 


And qne and k' cried oot to him, 




master, ye 've tarryd lang ! 


23 ' Ye lied, ye lied, my very bonny may. 




Sae loud as I hear you lie ! 


14 ' I hae been east, and I hae been west, 


For dinna ye mind, that mis^ night 


An I hae been far oer the knows, 


I was i the bought wi thee ? 


But the bonniest lass that ever I saw 




la i the bought, milkin the ewes.' 


24 ' I ken you by your middle aae jimp. 




An your merry-t winkling ee, 


15 She set the cog upon her head. 


That ye 're the bonny lass i the Cowdenknow, 


An she 's gane singing hame: 


An ye may weel seem for to be." 


' where hae ye been, my ae daughter ? 




Ye hae na been your lane.' 


25 Than he 'a leapd off hia beny-brown ateod, 




An he 'a set that fair may on : 


16 ' nae body was «i me, father. 


'Caw out your kye, gude father, yoursel, 


nae body has been wi me ; 


For ahe 'b never caw them out agmu. 


The night ia misty and mirk, father. 




Ye may gang to the door and see. 


26 • I am the laird of the Oakland hiUa, 




I hae thirty plows and three. 


17 ' But wae be to your ewe-herd, father, 


An I hae gotten the bonniest lass 


And an ill deed may he die 1 


That 'a in a" the south country." ^^h 
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Einloch MSS, I, 137 ; from Mn Bontchart 

1 Thebe was a may, a maiden sae gay, 

Went out wi her milking^pail ; 
Lang she foucht or her ewes wad bucht, 
And syne she a milking felL 

2 And ay as she sang the rocks they rang. 

Her voice gaed loud and shill ; 
Ye wad hae heard the voice o the maid 
On the tap o the ither hill. 

3 And ay she sang, and the rocks they rang, 

Her voice gaed load and hie ; 
Till by there cam a troop o gentlemen, 
A riding ap that way. 

4 ' Weel may ye sing, ye bonnie may, 

Weel and weel may ye sing I 
The nicht is misty, weet, and mirk, 
And we hae ridden wrang.' 

6 ^ Hand by the gate ye cam, kind sir. 
Hand by the gate ye cam ; 
Bat tak tent o the rank river, 
For oar streams are unco Strang.' 

6 ' Can ye na pity me, fair may, 

Ganna ye pity me ? 
Ganna ye pity my pair steed, 
Stands trembling at yon tree ? ' 

7 ^ What pity wad ye hae, kind sir ? 

What wad ye hae frae me ? 
If he has neither com nor hay. 
He has gerss at libertie.' 

8 ' Can ye na pity me, fair may, 

Can ye na pity me ? 
Can ye na pity a gentle knicht 
That 's deeing for love o thee ? ' 

9 He 's tane her by the milk-white hand. 

And by the gerss-green sleeve ; 
He 's laid her laigh at the bucht-end. 
At her kin speird na leave. 

10 ' After ye hae tane your will o me, 
Your will as ye hae tane, 
Be as gude a gentle knicht 
As tell to me your name.' 



11 < Some do ca me Jack,' says he, 

^ And some do ca me John ; 
But whan I 'm in the king's hie court 
Duke William is my name. 

12 ' But I ken by your weel-faord &ce, 

And by your blinking ee. 
That ye are the Maid o the Cowdenknows, 
And seem very weel to be.' 

13 ' I am na the maid o the CowdenknowBy 

Nor does not think to be ; 
But I am ane o her best maids. 
That 's aft in her companie. 

14 ^ But I ken by your black, black hat. 

And by your gay gowd ring, 
That ye are the Laird o Rochna hills, 
Wha beguiles a' our women.' 

15 ^ I am na the Laird o Rochna hilla< 

Nor does na think to be ; 
But I am ane o his best men. 
That 's aft in his companie.' 

16 He 's put his hand in his pocket 

And tane out guineas three ; 
Says, Tak ye that, my bonnie may ; 
It '11 pay the nourice fee. 

17 She 's tane her cog upon her head. 

And fast, fast gaed she hame : 
'Whare hae ye been, my dear dochter ? 
Ye hae na been your lane. 

18 ^ The nicht is misty, weet, and mirk ; 

Ye may look out and see ; 
The ewes war skippin oure the knowes. 
They wad na bucht in for me. 

19 ' But wae be to your shepherd, father, 

An ill death may he dee I 
He bigget the buchts sae far frae the toon. 
And he trysted a man to me. 

20 ' There cam a tod amang the floek. 

The like o him I neer did see ; 
Afore he had tane the lamb that he took, 
I 'd rather he 'd tane ither three.' 

21 Whan twenty weeks war past and gane. 

Twenty weeks and three. 
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25 ' Weel may I mind yon mirk mia^ nicht, ^H 


And tbouglit laog for '» blinkin ee. 


Weel may I mind,' says she ; ^H 




' For ay whan ye spak ye lifted up your hat. ^H 


22 'T was on a day, and a day near bye, 


Ye had a merry blinkin ee.' ^H 


She was ca'ing out the kye. 


^1 


That by cam a troop o merry gentlemen, 


26 He 'a turned him round and richt abont, 'l^| 


Cam riding bye that way. 


And tane the lassie on ; ^H 




' Ca out your ky, auld father,' he aaid, ^^^^^^| 


23 ' Wha'g gien ye the scorn, bonnie may? 


• She sail neer ca them agun. ^^^^^^| 


wha '» done ye the wrang ? ' 


^^^^^H 


'Na body, na body, kind sir,' ehe stud, 


27 ' For I am the Laird o Rochna hUIa, ^^^^^M 


' My baby's father 'e at harae.' 


O thirty plows and tliree : ^^^^^^^| 




And I hae gotten the bonniest lass ^^^^^^^| 


24 'Ye lee, yo lee, fause may,' he said, 


a' the west countrie.' ^^^^^^B 


'Soe loud as I hear ye lee ! 


^H 


Dinna ye mind o the mirk misty nicht 




I buchted the ewes wi thee ? ' 


twenty plows and three ; ^^^^^^B 




And I hae gotten the bonniest lad ^^^^^^| 




In a,' the north countrie.' ^^^^^^| 




^H 


I 


6 ' Have ye na pity on me, pretty maid 7 ^^| 


RIntorh M3S, VTI, 153; from tbe recitation of Mit*M. 


H.™j,n.pityonn,.? H 


Kinnear, Aogmt S3, 18S8, A North Conntrj "enio't. 


Have ye na pity on my pnir steed, ^^M 




That BtiLnds trembling by yon tree ? ' ^| 


1 Thk lassie sang sae loud, sae loud, 


^H 


The lassie sang sae shill ; 


7 < What pi^ wad ye hae. kind sir ? ^| 


The Ussie sang, and the greenwud rang. 


What pity wad ye hae fnie me ? ^H 


At the farther side o yon hilL 


Though your steed has neither ooni nor hay, ^^M 




It has gerss at its liberty.' ^^H 


2 Bye there cam a troop o merry gentlemen, 


^^^^^M 


They aw rode merry bye ; 


8 He has trysteil the pretty maid ^t^^^M 


The very first and the foreniaiat 


Till they cam to the brume, ^^^^^H 


Was the first that spak to the may. 


And at the end o yon ew-buchU ^^^^^H 




It lliere they baith sat donn. ^^^^^H 


3 ' This is a mark and misty nicht, 


^^^^^H 


And I have ridden wrang ; 


9 Till up she r^He, took up her milk-pwk, ^^^^^H 


If ye wad be sae gude and kind 


And away gaed she liame ; ^^H 


As to show me tlie way to gang.' 


Up bespok her anld father. ^H 




' It 's whare hae ye been sae hmg ? ' ^^| 


4 ' If ye binna the laird o Lochnie'a Unda, 


^^M 


Nor nane o his degree, 


10 ' This is a mark and a misty ntcht, ^H 


I 'U show ye a nearer road that will keep you 


Ye may gang to the door and see ; ^H 


tn» 




The glen-waters and the raging sea.' 


knows. ^^M 




They winna bncbt in for ine. ^H 


B ' I 'm na the laird o Lochnie's lands, 


^H 


Nor nane o his degree ; 


11 'I may curse my father's shef^erd; ^M 


But I am as brave a kslcht. 


Some ill death mat he dee ! ^M 


And ride aft in his company. 


He hu buchted the ewes sae far frae the toon, ^M 


YOL. IV. K 


And ha* tryatvd tha young men to me.' ^H 
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Kinloch MSS, VI, 11 ; in the haodwritiDg of Dr Joseph 
Bobertaon, and given him by hk mother, Christian Leslie. 

1 It wfu a dark and a misty night, 



And by came a troop o gentlemen, 
Said, Lassie, shew me the way. 

2 ' Oh well ken I by your silk mantle. 

And by your grass-green sleeve, 
That you are the maid of the Cowdenknows^ 
And may well seem to be.' 

3 ^ I 'm nae the maid of the CowdenknowSy 

Nor ever think to be ; 
I am but ane of her hirewomen, 
Rides aft in her companie. 

4 ' Oh well do I ken by your milk-white steed. 

And by your merry winking ee, 
That yon are the laird of Lochinvar, 
And may well seem to be.' 

5 •' I 'm nae the laird of Lochinvar, 

Nor may well seem to be ^ 
But I am one of his merry young men^ 
And am oft in his companie.' 



6 ' The tod was among your sheep« f ather^ 

You may look forth and see ; 
And before he had taen the lamb he *b taen 
I had rather he had taen three.' 

7 When twenty weeks were come and g^ane, 

Twenty weeks and three, 
The lassie she turned pale and wan 



Oa •'• • • • • 

And was caain out her father^s kye^ 
When by came a troop of gentlemen. 
Were riding along the way. 

9 ' Fair may it fa thee, weel-fa'rt may ! 
Wha 's aught the bairn ye 're wi ? ' 
* O I hae a husband o my ain, 
To father my bairn te.' 

10 ' You lie, you lie, you well-far'd may^ 

Sae loud 's I hear you lie I 
Do you mind the dark and misty night 
I was in the bught wi thee ? ' 

11 ' Oh well do I ken by your milk-white steed. 

Mad by your merry winkin ee. 
That you are the laird of Lochinvar, 
That was in the bught wi me.' 



Joseph Robertson's Jonmal of Exctirslons, No 6 ; "taken 
down from a man in the parish of Leochel, IS Fehroarjr, 
1829." 



1 Thebe was four and twenty gentlemen. 

As they were ridin by. 
And aff there loups the head o them, 
Gums in to this fair may. 

2 ' It 's a mark and a mark and a misty night, 

And we canna know the way ; 
And ye wad be as gude to us 
As shew us on the way.' 



3 ' Ye '11 get a boy for meat,' she says, 

^ Ye 'U get a boy for fee. 

That will shew you the right way.* 

4 ^ We 'U get a boy for meat,' he says^ 

* We 'U g^t a boy for fee. 
But we do not know where to seek 
That bonny boy out' 



6 ' It 's foul befa my auld father's men. 
An ill death mat they die ! 
They 've biggit the ewe bucht sae far frae the 
town 
They 've tristed the men to me.' 
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L 


He 's set ber down upon the ground |^^^^^^| 


Buchan'sMSS,!!, 17B. 


Of her kin spierd nae leave. ^^^^^^^| 


THE broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 


10 He 's gien her a comb, ^^^^^^^| 


The bi'oom jTrona oer the bum ! 


To comb her yellow h^r; ^^^^^^^H 


Aye when I mind on 's bonny yellow hair, 


He bade her keep it for his sake, ^^^^^^| 


I aye liae cause to mourn. 


For fear she never ^^^^^^| 


1 There waa a bonny, a well-fared may. 


11 He pat his pocket, ^^^^^| 


lu the fauld milking her kye, 


He 'b gien her giiineau three ^^^^^^^| 


When by came a troop of merry gentlemen, 


Says, Take ye tliat, fair maid, he sayi, ^^^^^^H 


And sae merrily they rode by. 


'T will pay the nourice's fee. ^^| 


tlie broom, etc. 


^H 




12 She 's Uen her milk-pail on her head, ^H 


1 The maid she sang till the hilla they rang, 


And she gaed singing hame, ^^H 


And a little more forebye, 


And a' that her auld father did say, ^^| 


Till in came ane of these gentlemen 


' Danghter, ye 've tarried lang.' ^^^^^^B 


To the bugbt o the bonny may. 


^^^^^1 




13 ' Woe be to your shepherd, fath«r, ^^^H 


3 ' Well mat ye sing, fair maid,' be Bays, 


And an ill death mat he die ! ^^^^^| 


' In the fauld, milking your kye ; 


He's biggit the bught sae far frae tLe town, ^^| 


The night is misty, weet and dark, 


And tryatit a man to me. ^^| 


And I 've gane out o my way.' 


^^1 




14 'There came a tod into the hught, ^H 


4 ' Keep on the way ye ken, kind air, 


The like o 'm I neer did see : ^H 


Keep on the way ye ken ; 


Before he 'd toen the lamb he 'b taen, ^^| 


But I pray ye take care o Clyde's wat«r. 


I 'd rather he 'd taen other three.' ^H 


For the stream runs proud and fair.' 


^H 




15 Or eer sis months were past and gane, ^^| 


5 ' I ken you by your lamar beads, 


Six months but other three, ^^k 


And by your blinking ee. 


The lassie begud for to fret and frown, ^H 


That your mother has some other maid 


And lang for his blinking ee. ^H 


To send to the ewes than thee.' 


^^^^k 




16 It fell upon another day. ^^^^^H 


6 ' I ken yoo by your powderd locks, 


When ca'ing out ber father's kye, ^^^^^^H 


And by your gay gold ring, 


That by came the troop o gentlemen, ^^^^^^H 


That ye are the laird o Roek-rock Uya, 


Sae merrily ridbg by. ^^^^^B 


That beguiles all yoang women.' 


^H 




17 Then ane of them stopt, and said to her, ^H 


^m 7 ' I 'm not the laird o the Rock-rock laya, 


' Wha 's aught that bairn ye 're wi ? ' ^| 


^B Nor ever hopes to be ; 


The lassie began for to blush, and think. ^| 


■ Sut I am one o tlie Anest knights 


To a father as good as ye. ^^k 




^^^k 




18 She tumd her right and round aboat ^^^^^H 


8 ' Are ye the maid o the Cowden Knowes .' 


And thought nae little shame ; ^^^^^^H 


I think you seem to be ; ' 


Then n' to him tliat she did say, ^^^^^^H 


'No. I'm not Uie maid o tlie Cowden Knowes, 


• I "ve a fallier to my bwm at hame.* ^H 


Nor ever hopes to be : 


^H 


Bat I am one o ber mother's muds. 


19 ' Ye lie, ye lie. ye well-fared may, ^^^^H 




Sae loud 's I hear ye ^^^^H 




For dinna ye mind yon misty night ^^^^^^| 


H 9 He 's taen her by the milk-white liand. 


I waa in the bught wi the« ? ^^^^^H 


^H And by her grass-green sleeve. 


^^J 



204 



217. THE BBOOM OF OOWDEKKKOWS 



20 < I gave you a silver comb, 

To comb yoar yellow hair ; 
I bade you keep it for my sake, 
For fear ye 'd never get mair. 

21 < I pat my hand in my pocket, 

I gae you guineas three ; 
I bade you keep them for my sake, 
And pay the nourice's fee.' 

22 He 's lappen aff his berry-brown steed 

And put that fair maid on ; 



* Ca hame your kye, auld father,' he says, 
' She shall never mair return. 

23 < I am the laird o the Rock*rock lays, 
Hae thirty ploughs and three, 
And this day will wed the fairest maid 
That eer my eyes did see.' 

O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom^ 
The broom grows oer the burn ! 

Aye when she minds on his yellow hair^ 
She shall neer hae cause to moiini* 



M 

Bachan's Ballads of the North of Scotland, 1, 17S. 

1 'T WAS on a misty day, a fair maiden gay 

Went out to the Cowdenknowes ; 
Lang, lang she thought ere her ewes woud 
bught, 
Wi her pail for to milk the ewes. 

O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 

The broom o the Cowdenknowes ! 
And aye sae sweet as the lassie sang, 
In the ewe-bught, milking her ewes. 

2 And aye as she sang the greenwoods rang. 

Her voice was sae loud and shrill ; 
They heard the voice o this well'^far^d maid 
At the other side o the hill. 

3 ' My mother she is an ill woman, 

And an ill woman is she ; 
Or than she might have got some other maid 
To milk her ewes without me. ^ 

4 * My father was ance a landed laird, 

As mony mair have been ; 
But he held on the gambling trade 
Till a 's free lands were dune. 

5 ' My father drank the brandy and beer. 

My mother the wine sae red ; 
Gars me, poor girl, gang maiden lang. 
For the lack o tocher guid*' 

6 There was a troop o merry gentlemen 

Came riding alang the way, 
And one o them drew the ewe-bughts unto. 
At the voice o this lovely may. 



7 ' well may you sing, my well-far'd 
And well may you sing, I say, 
For this is a mirk and a misty night. 
And I 've ridden out o my way.' 



maid. 



8 ' Ride on, ride on, young man,' she said, 

■' Ride on the way ye ken ; 
But keep frae the streams o the Bock^river, 
For they run proud and vain. 

9 ^ Ye winna want boys for meat, kind air, 

And ye winna want men for fee ; 
It sets not us that are young women 
To show young men the way.' 

10 ' O winna ye pity me, fair maid? 

O winna ye pity me ? 
O winna ye pity my poor steed. 
Stands trembling at yon tree ? ' 

11 < Ride on, ride on, ye rank rider. 

Your steed 's baith stout and Strang ; 
For out o the ewe-bught I winna oome. 
For fear that ye do me wrang. 

12 < For well ken I by your high-coUd hat, 

And by your gay gowd ring. 
That ye are the Earl o Rock^rivers, 
That beguiles a' our young women.' 

13 ' I 'm not the Earl o the Rock-rivers, 

Nor ever thinks to be ; 
But I am ane o his finest knights. 
Rides aft in his companie. 

14 < I know you well by your lamar beads. 

And by your merry winking ee. 
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That ye &re the maid o the Cofrdenknowet, 


The lassie's colour grew pale and wan, 


And may very well aeem to be.' 


And she longed this knight to see. 


15 He -8 taen her by the mak-white hand, 


26 Says, ' Wae to the fox came amo our Sock ! 


And by the giass-green sleeve. 


I wish he bad taen them a' 


He 'b laid ber down by the ewe-bught-wa, 


Before tliat he 'd taen fvae me what he took ; 


At her he spiered nae leave. 


It "a occasiond my downfa.' 


16 When he had got his wills o her. 


26 It fell once upon a time 


And his wills be bad taen. 


She was ca'iug hame her kye. 


He lifted her np by the middle sae sma, 


There came a troop o merry gentlemen, 


Says, Fair maid, rise up agiun. 


And they wyled the bonny lassie by. 


17 Then he has taen oat a siller kaim, 


27 But one o them spake aa he rode past. 


Kaimd down her yellow hiur ; 


Says, Who owes the bairn ye are wi ? 


Says, Fair maid, take that, keep it for my sake, 


A Uttle she spake, hut thought wi hersell. 


Case frae me ye never get mair. 


' Perhaps to ane as gude as thee.' 


18 Then he put his hand in his pocket, 


28 then she did blush as he did pass by, 


And gien her guineas three ; 


And dear! but she thought shame. 


Says, Take that, fair maiden, till I return. 


And all that she did say to bim, 


•T wiU pay the nurse's fee. 


' Sir, I have a husband at hame.' 


19 Then he lap on his railk-while steed, 


29 ' Ye lie, ye lie, ye weU-far'd maid, 


And he rade after his men, 


Sae loud as I hear yon lie ! 


And a' that they did say to bim, 


For dinna ye mind yon misty night, 


' Dear master, ye 've tarried lang.' 


Ye were in the bught wi me ? 




■0 the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 


20 ■ I Ve ridden east, I 've ridden west, 


The broom o the Cowdenknowes I 


And over the Cowdenknowes. 


Aye say sweet aa I heard you sing, 


But the bonniest lass that eer I did see. 


In the ewe-bughts, milking your ewes.' ^M 


Was i the ene-bught, milking her ewes.' 


■ 




30 ■ well do I mind, kind sir,' she said, ■ 


21 She '■ taen her milk-paU on her head, 


' As ye rode over the hill ; ^ 


And she gaed singing bame ; 




But a- tliat ber auld father did say, 


Fell lair against my will. 


' Daughter, ye 've tarried lang.' 


' the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 


' the broom, the bonny, bonny broom. 


The broom o the Cowdenknowes 1 ^| 




And aye sae sair as I rue the day ^H 


Aye sae sair 's I may rue the day, 


I met you, milking my ewes. ^H 


In the ewe-bughts, milking my ewes. 


^1 




31 ■ And aye as ye spake, ye lifud your hat, ^M 


22 ' this is a mirk and a misty night, 


Ye had a merry winking ee ; ^^^ 


father, as ye may see ; 


I ken you well to be the man, ^^M 


The ewes they ran skipping over the knowes. 


Then kind sir, pity me ! ' ^H 


And they woudna bught in for me. 


^H 




32 ' Win up. win up, fair maiden,' he said, ^^M 


23 


' Nae langer here ye 'U stay i ^^H 




This night ye 'se be my wedded wife, ^^H 


^— • Before that be 'd taen the lamb that he took, 


Without any more delay.' ^^H 


^ft I rather he 'd taen other three.' 


^^1 




33 He lighted nff his milk-white steed ^^M 


^H 21 When twenty weeks were come and gaae, 


And set the Umio oq ^^^^^| 


^^L And twenty weeks and three, 


^^J 
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' Ca in your kye, auld man,' he did say, 
* She '11 neer ca them in again. 

34 ' I am the Elarl o the Rock-rivers, 
Hae fifty ploughs and three. 
And am sure I 've chosen the fairest maid 
That ever my eyes did see.' 



35 Then he stript her o the robes o gtejj 
Donned her in the robes o green. 
And when she came to her lord's ha 
They took her to be some queen. 

O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 

The broom o the Cowdenknovres ! 
And aye sae sweet as the bonny lassie sangy 
That ever she milked the ewes. 



N 



Kinloch MSS, 1, 145 ; from Mary Barr. 

1 O THERE war a troop o merry gentlemen 

Cam riding oure the knowes. 
And they hear the voice o a bonny lass. 
In the buchts, milking the yowes. 

2 ' O save thee, O save thee, my bonnie may ! 

O saved may ye be ! 
My steed he has riden wrang. 
Fain wad I ken the way.' 

3 She has tane the steed by the bridle-reins. 

Has led him till the way. 
And he has tane out three gowd rings, 
Gien them to that bonnie may. 

4 And he has tane her by the milk-white hand 

And by the gerss-green sleeve. 
And he laid her doun on the side o yon hill. 
At her daddie speird na leave. 

6 Now she has hame to her father gane, 
Her father did her blame : 
* O whare hae ye been, my ae dochter ? 
For ye hae na been your lane.' 

6 * O the nicht is mirk, amd very, very wet, 

Ye may gang to the door and see ; 
O there 's nabody been wi me, father, 
There 's nabody been wi me. 

7 ' But there cam a tod to your bucht, father, 

The like o him I neer saw ; 
Afore you 'd gien him the lamb that he took, 
Ye 'd rather hae gien them a'. 

8 ' O wae be to my father's sheep-hird, 

An ill death may he dee ! 



For bigging the bucht sae nar the road. 
Let the Lochinvar to me ! ' 

9 She 's tane her pig and her cog in her hand. 
And she 's gane to milk the kye ; 
But ere she was aware, the Laird o Lochinvar 
Cam riding in the way. 

10 * O save thee, O save thee, my bonnie may ! 

I wish ye may be sound ; 
O save thee, O save thee, my bonnie may ! 
What maks thy belly sae round ? ' 

11 O she has tumd hersel round about. 

And she within her thoucht shame : 
' O it 's nabo<ly's wills wi me, kind sir. 
For I hae a gudeman o my ain.' 

12 * Ye lee, ye lee, my bonnie may, 

Weel do I ken ye lee ! 
For dinna ye mind o the three gowd rings 
I gied ye o the new moneye ? ' 

13 ' O weel do I mind thee, kind sir, 

O weel do I mind thee ; 
For ae whan ye spak ye lifted up your hat, 
And ye had a bonnie twinklin ee.' 

14 ' O ye need na toil yoursel, my dear, 

Neither to card nor to spin ; 
For there 's ten pieces I gie unto thee ; 
Keep them for your lying in.' 

15 Now she has hame to her father gane, 

As fast as she could hie ; 
And she was na weel crownd wi joy 
Till her auld son gat she. 

16 But she 'II na tell the daddie o it 

Till father nor to mither, 
And she '11 na tell the daddie o it 
To sister nor to brither. 
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17 And woni U to thp Lochinvar, 




And word ia to liim uane, 


For reports o this bastard son.' ^^| 


That eic a tenant's dcx^hlcr 


^^H 


Has born a bastard wn : 


H Now whan he earn W Litilejohn's house, ^^| 




Littk'john was at (he door : ^^^^^^| 


IS And alie '11 na tell the daddie o it 




To falhur nor to miiher, 


Will ye harbour an arrant hura T ^^^^^1 


And she '11 na tell the daddie o it 


^^^^^^1 


Till Billtr nor to briOier. 


S6 ' O pardon nic, my sovereign liege, ^^^^^^^^k 




pardon ^^^^^^H 


19 ' O wed do I ken the reason o that, 


Oh that tlie nicbt that she was bom ^^^^^^| 


And the reason wuel do 1 ken ) 


She deed the very day ^^^^^^^H 


weel ken I the reaaon o that j 


^^^^^^^H 


It *• to BoniB her father's men. 


SS But )>e is in to his bonnie lassie gane, ^^^^^| 




And has bolted the door behind, ^^^^^^| 


M ' But I will awa to Littlrjohn's bouse, 


And there he has kissd his bonnie lassie sweet, ^^^^^H 


Shule Iht-m oat o the door ; 


It 's over and over ^ain. ^^^| 


For iliere 's na tenant on a' tny land 


^^H 


Shall harbour an arrant hure.* 


37 'Te did weel. ye did weel, my bonnie may, ^^H 




To Wp (he secret twixt me and llice ; ^^H 


11 Then out and upak the houne- keeper, 


For I am the laird o the Oehilbcrry swair, ^H 


'Ye 'd better lat her abee ; 


The lady o 't I '11 mak thee. ^H 


For an onie harm brfa this may. 


^H 


A'lhewj-iewillbeonme.' 


28 ' Come doon, come doun, now gentlemen a', ^^| 




And eet this fair lady on -, ^^^k 


S3 he has lurnd himsel round about, 


Mither, ye may milk the ewes as ye will, ^H 
For she '11 neer milk them again. ^H 


Within himsel thoutbt he 
'Better do I loe her little finger 


Than a- thy haiU bodie. 


29 ' For I am the laird o the OcliUbcrry swair, ^^^^k 


Sa ' Gm saddle to me my six coacli-iliarei, 


thirty plows und ttiree, ^^^^^H 


Put a' their harneu on, 


And I hae gotten the bonniest may ^^^^^^H 




That 'b in «' the south oountrie.' ^^^^^| 


— 


■ 


B. a. 6 thavld prr^abltj come before 5. 9*. Whare. 


5*, axit in the burden. 6'. But quhan. ^H 


b. if. lassie shew. 


7*. neer inserted Inter after ye '11. 


5'. But when twenty weeks were. 


Burden : It 'a ye '11 see me. 


6'. O twenty weeks and three. 


8'. purse-string originaUij. 8'. in 3. 


6'. lassie began to grow pale and wan. 


8*. It will ; t seeiM to bt rrotged mtt. I in the ' ^ 


6'. father's herd. 6*. And wadna bide wi me. 


ouroen, ^^H 


9'. loud -s. 


9'. fit miginally, altered to fnt, or Cot H 




13'. Originaily. An afore Ihe ane he took. ^M 


^L 11. He waa the laird of Anchentrone, 


16'. Changed to and a bonnie simmer day. ^1 


^H With fifty ploughs and three. 


Ifi". Quha. 17K CAanyw/ (o Sae lond 's. ^1 


^P And he hns gotten the bonniest lasfl 


Thejirtt stama i* given by MothenceJl, Min- ^H 


^H In a' the south conntrie. 


Urelty, Appendix, rvii, X under the title ^H 


^H 


•Ochiltree Walls.' vith the variatiofi, ^M 


■ C. 3'. he. 


Hay, bonnie Uny. ^H 


^H Kinl^ekhoi made changes in hU printed copy. 


B. S>. Oh. ■ 


■ D. 1. Oh. 


I. Kinloeh hae made ehangee in hie printed oopij, ^H 


^H 1'. Changed later to ay as she sang. her. 


J. 11*. thee /or me. ^| 


H 2*. Burdm: To see. 


L. 4*. fair, vain ? Cf H. 8*. ^1 


^H 3*. Changed to oviowx. 


^^^ 
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317. THB BBOOM OF OOWDBNKKOW8 



APPENDIX 



THE LOVELY NORTHERNE LASSE 

a. Roxbnrghe Ballada, I, 190, in the Ballad Society's re> 
print, ed. W. Chsppell, I, 687. b. Kawliobon fiallada, 666, 
fol. 205. 

a WAS printed at London for F. Conies, who, ac- 
cording to Mr Chappell, flourished during the hut 
five years of James First's reign and throughout 
that of Charles First : dated by Mr Bullen, 1640. 
b was printed for F. Coles, T. Yere, and J. Wright, 
1655-80 (Chappell). There is another copy in the 
Euing collection, No 166, printed for Francis Coles 
in the Old Bayly, who may be the same person as 
the printer. of a; and a fourth in the Douce coUeo* 
tiou, II, 137, verso, without printer's name. A 
copy differing from a by only three words is given 
by R. H. Evans, Old Ballads, 1810, 1, 88. 

Burton, in the fifth edition of his Anatomy of 
Melancholy, Oxford, 1638, p. 536, says : '^ The very 
rusticks and hog-rubbers . . . Have their ballads, 
country tunes, O the broome, the bonny, bonny 
broome," etc. (Chappell). This remark is not found 
in the fourth edition, Oxford, 1632, p. 544. Con- 
cerning the air, see Cbappell's Popular Musici 
pp. 458-61, 613, 783. 

Tub Lovelt Nobthsbits Lasss. 

Who in thin ditty, here complain ing:, she wee 
What harme she got, milking her dadyes ewes. 

To a pleasant Scotch tune, called The broom of 
Cowden Knowes. 

1 Trrouoh Liddersdale as lately I wenti 

I musing on did passe ; 
I heard a maid was discontent, 

she slghd, and said, Alas ! 
All maids that ever deceived teas 

beare a part of these my woes, 
For once I teas a bonny lasse, 

when I milkt my dadyes ewes* 
With, the broome, the bonny broome^ 

the broome of Cowdon Knowes ! 
Faine would I be in the North Countrey^ 

to milke my dadyes ewes, 

2 * My love into the fields did come, 

when my dady was at home ; 
Sugred words he gave me there, 

praisd me for such a one. 
His honey breath and lips so soft, 

and his alluring eye 
And tempting tong, hath woo'd me oft| 

now forces me to cry, 
AU maids, &c. 



8 ' He joyed me with his pretty chmtf 

so well discourse could he. 
Talking of this thing and of that, 

which greatly liked me. 
I was so greatly taken with his speeehf 

and with his comely making ; 
He used all the meanes could be 

to inchant me with his speaking. 

4 < In Danby Forest I was borne; 

my beauty did excell ; 
My parents dearely loved me 

till my belly began to swell 
I might have beene a prince's peere 

when I came over the knoes, 
Till the shepherds boy beguiled met 

milking my dadyes ewes. 

6 ' When once I felt my belly swell, 

no longer might I abide; 
My mother put me out of doores, 

and bangd me backe and side. 
Then did I range the world so wide^ 

wandering about the knoes, 
Cursing the boy that helped me 

to fold my dadyes ewes. 

6 ' Who would have thought a boy so young 

would have usd a maiden so 
As to allure her with his tongue, 

and then from her to goe? 
Which hath also procured my woe, 

to credit his faire shewes. 
Which now too late repent I doe, 

the milking of the ewes. 

7 ' I often since have wisht that I 

had never seen his face ; 
I needed not thus moumefully 

have sighed, and said Alas!. 
I might have matched with the best* 

as all the country knowes, 
Had I escaped the shepherds boy 

helpt me to fold my ewes. 

8 ' All maidens faire, then have a care 

when you a milking goe ; 
Trust not to young men's tempting tongoesy 

that will deceive yon so. 
Them yon shall finde to be unkinde 

and glory in your woes ; 
For the shepheards boy beguiled mee 

folding my dadyes ewes.' 

8 'If you your virgin honours keepe, 
esteeming of them deare, 
You need not then to waile and weepe, 
or your parents anger feare. 
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^V Ab I have said, of them beware 


Of yoo to finde a husband kinde, ^H 


would glory in jour woes ; 


and for to marrie me, ^^t 


You then may sing with merrj cheere, 


Then to you I would during life ^H 


mil king your dadjes ewes.' 






And be a true, obedient wife, ^^^^^^| 




your ^^^^^^^H 


dill pity this her case, 


tVilk, the bro'ime. the bonny broonu, ^^^^^^^| 


Saying to her, Sweet beaotion* saint. 


Iht broomc of Cowden Knofi .' ^^^^^^| 


] grieve so faire a face 


Faioe mould I be Ihe North Country, ^^^^^M 


Should sorrow so; tieo, sweeting, koow. 


mitking my dadyes ewti. ^^^^^^^| 


to ease thi'e of thy woes. 


^^^^^^^H 


He "oe wirli ihi-e to the North Conntry, 


IS Thus, with a geoile soft Imbrace, ^^^^^^| 


to milke thy dadyes awes. 


he tooke ber ^^^^^^^H 




And with a kisse he smiling said, ^^^^^^^H 


11 • I^ftnder like, I will remaine 


■ lie shield thee from all barmes, ^^^^^1 


Kill consum to thee ever, 


And instantly will marry thee, ^^^^^^B 


As Piramus, or Troy a! us. 


to ease thee of tby woes, ^^^| 


till dearh our lives shall sever. 


And goe with thee lo the North Country, ^^| 


Let me be hated evermore, 


to milke thy dadyea ewes." ^^^^^H 


of all men that me knowes, 


WiA, Ihe broomt, ihe bonny broome, ^^^^^M 


1! falxe to thee, sweet heart, I bee, 


the broome ofCoasden KnottI ^^^^^H 


milking thy dadyea ewee.' 


Faint tBoold I be in tht North Country, ^^^^^^H 




to miUu ms dadyes ewei. ^^^^^^H 


13 Then modestly sbe did reply, 


^^^^^^H 


' Might Ibo happy bee 


^^H 


— 


■ 


a. AJttr r : The Second [Vt 


e*. Then. 0>. Tir^m. ^^^^^M 


b. TilU: in the dilty. 


my /or thy. ^^^^^^| 


31. field. S». from home. 6» araongsl /or about. 


1S>. With the broom, &c ^^^^^| 


6". So to. 6». hath aUs. 7. Wanting. 


' ■ 


218 ^J 


THE FALSE LOVER WON BACK ^^| 


A. 'The Faate Lover,' Buehan's MSS, I, IM; Buch- 


B. ' The place where my love Johnny dwells,' Chrittie'a ^| 


an's BaUads of the North of Scotlaod, I, 268. 




A YOUNG man is deserting one maid for 


her a wedding gown (ring) and marrying ^M 


another. The object of hia new fancy lives 


■ 


at a distance, and he is on his way to her. He 


Two pretty stanzas in A, 4, 5, seem not ^M 


is followed by hia old love from sti^e to stage ; 


to belong to this story. The inconstant ^M 


be repelling her, and she tenderly remonstrat- 


youth would have been only too glad to have ^M 


ing. His heart gRtdually softens; he bnys 


the faithful m»id look to other men, and gives H 


her gifts from town to lown, and tliongh e-ach 


her all liberty to do ao. These two stanzns are H 


^_ time he bids her go back, lie ends with buying 


first found in Herd's MSS, I, 53, and in ■ 



210 



218. THE FALSE LOVEB WOK BAOK 



Herd*8 Ancient and Modem Scottish Songs, 
1776, II, 6, as follows: 

False lave, and hae ye played me this, 
In the simmer, mid the flowers ? 

I sail repay ye back agen, 

In the winter, mid the showers. 

Bot again, dear luve, and again, dear luve. 

Will ye not turn again ? 
As ye look to ither women. 

Sail I to ither men. 

In a manuscript at Abbotsford, entitled 
Scottish Songs, 1795 (containing pieces dated 
up to 1806), fol. 69, they stand thus : 

False lave, and hae ye played me this, 
In simmer amang the flowers ? 



I shall repay you back agen 
. In winter amang the showers. 

Unless again, again, dear lave. 

But if ye turn agen. 
As ye look other women to. 

Sail I to other men. 

Scott has put these yerses, a little varied, 
into Davie Gellatley's mouth, in the ninth 
chapter of * Waverley.' The first, with a 
change, occurs also in ^The Gardener,' No 
219, A 7, B 16, C 8. 

A is translated by Rosa Warrens, Schot- 
tische Volkslieder, p. 141, No 32 ; by Gerhard, 
p. 114. 



Bnchtn's MSS, 1, 114. 

1 A FAIR maid sat in her bower-door. 

Wringing her lily hands. 
And by it came a sprightly youth. 
Fast tripping oer the strands. 

2 < Where gang ye, young John,' she says, 

* Sae early in the day ? 
It gars me think, by your fast trip, 
Your journey *8 far away.' 

3^ He tamd aboat wi sarly look. 
And said, What 's that to thee ? 
I 'm gaen to see a lovely maid, 
Mair fairer far than ye. 

4 ' Now hae ye playd me this, f aase love, 

In simmer, mid the flowers ? 
I shall repay ye back again. 
In ¥rinter, mid the showers. 

5 ' Bat again, dear love, and again, dear love. 

Will ye not tarn again ? 
For as ye look to other women, 
I shall to other men.' 



I 've chosen a maid more fair than tfaeoy 
I never will deceive.' 

7 Bat she 's kilt ap her claithing fine. 

And after him g^d she ; 
Bat aye he said, Ye '11 tarn again, 
Nae farder gae wi me. 

8 ' Bat again, dear love, and again, dear love. 

Will ye never love me again ? 
Alas for loving yoa sae well. 
And yoa nae me again ! ' 

9 The first an town that they came till. 

He boaght her brooch and ring ; 
And aye he bade her tarn again, 
And gang nae farder wi him. 

10 ' Bat again, dear love, and again, dear love. 

Will ye never love me again ? 
Alas for loving yoa sae well, 
And yoa nae me again [ ' 

11 The next an town that they came till. 

He boaght her maff and gloves ; 
Bat aye he bade her tarn again. 
And choose some other loves. 



6 ' Make yoar choice of whom yoa please, 
For I my choice will have ; 



12 ' Bat again, dear love, and again, dear love. 
Will ye never love me again ? 
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Alas for loving you sae well. 
And yoa nae me again ! ' 

13 The next an town that they came tiUy 
His heart it grew mair fain. 
And he was as deep in love wi her 
As she was ower again. 



14 The next an town that they came tiH, 
He bought her wedding gown, 
And made her lady of ha's and bowers. 
Into sweet Berwick town. 



B 



Christie's TraditioDsl Ballad Airs, 1, 144; from the red- 
tatioD of a woman bom in Buchan. 

1 The sun shines high on yonder hill. 

And low on yonder town ; 
In the place where my love Johnny dweUs, 
The sun gajds never down. 

2 ' O when will ye be back, bonny lad, 

O when will ye be hame ? ' 
' When heather-hills are nine times bnmt, 
And a' grown green again.' 

3 ' O that 's ower lang awa, bonny lad} 

O that *s ower lang f rae hame ; 
For I 'U be dead and in my grave 
Ere ye come back again.' 

4 He put his foot into the stirrup 

And said he maun go ride, 
But she kilted up her green claithing 
And said she woudna bide. 

5 The firsten town that they came to. 

He bought her hose and sheen. 



And bade her me and return again. 
And gang nae farther wi him. 

6 * Ye likena me at a', bonny lad. 

Ye likena me at a' ; ' 
' It 's sair for you likes me sae weel 
And me nae you at a'.' 

7 The nexten town that they came to, 

He bought her a braw new gown, 
And bade her rue and return again. 
And gang nae farther wi him. 

8 The nexten town that they came to. 

He bought her a wedding ring. 

And bade her dry her rosy cheeks. 

And he would tak her wi him. 

9 ' O wae be to your bonny face. 

And your twa blinkin een I 
And wae be to your rosy cheeks ! 
They 've stown this heart o mine. 

• 

10 ' There 's comfort for the comf ortlen, 
There 's honey for the bee ; 
There's comfort for the comfortlen, 
There 's nane bat yoa for me.' 



A. 9^ first and : come. 11^, 13^. next and. 

VaricUians in Buchan's Ballads of the North 
of Scotland, I, 268. 



5^ Shall I. 6^. yoor chooee. 7*. tarn back. 
7^* gang. 11, 12. Omitted. 13*. aa wantinjj^. 
14\ In bonny Berwick. 
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THE GARDENER 



.. Einloch MSS, Y, 47. < The Gardener/ Kinloch 
MSS, VU, 19; Kinloch's Ancient Scotdah fialladi, 
p. 74. 



B. < The Gardener Lad/ Buchan's Ballads of the North 
of Scotland, U, 187. 

C. Fragment communicated hj Dr Thomas DaTidfoo. 



A GABDENEB will apparel a maid from head 

to foot with flowers, if she will be his bride. 

He gets a wintry answer: the snow shall be 

his shirt, the wind his hat, the rain his coat. 

B 1-6 is mere jargon, foisted into this 
pretty ballad as a preface. 

A 7, B 15, O 8, is found, substantially, in 



the preceding ballad, and perhaps belonged 
originally to neither. 

Freely translated from A and B by Rosa 
Warrens, Schottische Volksliedery p. 134, 
No 30. 



Kinloch MSS, V, 47, in the handwriting of James Beat- 
tie ; from the recitation of his aunt. Miss Elizabeth Beattie. 

1 Thk gardener stands in his bower-doory 

With a primrose in his hand, 
And by there came a leal maiden, 

As jimp 's a willow wand. 
And by, etc 

2 ' O lady, can yon fancy me, 

For to be my bride, 
Yon '11 get a' the flowers in my garden, 
To be to yon a weed. 

8 ' The lily white shall be yoor smock ; 
Becomes yoar body neat ; 
And your head shall be deckd with jelly- 
flower, 
And the primrose in your breast 

4 * Your gown shall be o the sweet-williani, 
Yoar coat o camovine, 
And your apron o the salads neat. 
That taste baith sweet and fine. 



5 < Yoor stockings shall be o the broad kail-blade. 

That is baith broad and long ; 
And narrow, narrow at the coot, 
And broad, broad at the brawn. 

6 ' Yoor gloves shall be the marygold, 

All glittering to your hand, 
Well spread oer wi the blue blaewort, 
That grows in corn-land.' 

7 ' O fare you well, young man,' she says, 

' Farewell, and I bid adieu ; 
Since you 've provided a weed for me. 

Among the summer flowers. 
Then I '11 provide another for you. 

Among the winter showers. 

8 * The new-fallen snow to be your smock ; 

Becomes your body neat ; 
And your head shall be deckd with the eastern 
wind, 
And the cold rain on your breast.' 



P S19. THB 


OABDEHBB 21S ^H 


'■ B 


10 


' Ye shftU not live without mankind, ^^^^^B 
ye '11 accept me ^^^^^H 


Buehin'j BalUd« o( the Notth of Scotlind, n, 187 




For among the fiowers in my garden ^^^^^H 


1 All ye young men, I pray draw aear, 




I 'U shape a weed for thee. ^^^^^^^| 


I '11 let yoa bear my mind 




^^^^^H 


Concerning those who fickle are. 


11 


' The lily white to be your smock ; ^^^^^^H 


Ajid inconstant as the wind. 




Becomes your body beat; ■ ^^^^^^^| 
And the jelly-fiower to be yonr qnill, ^^^^^^^| 


2 A pretty maid who late livd here. 




And the red rose in your breast. ^^^^^^^M 


And sweethearta many had. 




^^^^^H 


The gardener-lad he viewd them all. 


12 


' Tom- gown shall be o itie pingo wbittt, ^^^^^^| 


Just 03 they came and ga«d. 




Your apron o the seel o downs ; ^^| 


3 The gardeneHad he viewd them all, 




Come smile, sweet heart o mine ! ^H 


But swore be bad no skill : 




^^1 


* If I were to go aa oft to her. 


13 


' Your shoes shall be o the gude rue red — ^H 


Te surely would me kilL 




Never did I garden ill — ^H 
Your stockings o the mary mild ; ^^M 


4 ' I 'm Bare she 's not a proper maid. 




Come smile, sweet heai-t, yonr fill 1 ^H 


I 'm sure she is not tall ; ' 




^H 




14 


* Your gloves ehall be o the green clover, ^H 


He said, Slight none at alL 




Comea lockerin to your hand, ^^| 
Well dropped oer wi blue blavers. ^H 


6 ' For we 're all come of woman,' be said, 




That grow among white land.' ^^H 


'If ye woudcall to mind, 




^H 


And to all women for her sake 


15 


* Young man. ye Ve shap'd a weed for me, ^^^ 


Ye surely should be kind.' 




In summer among your flowers; ^^^^^^B 
Now I will shape another for yon, ^^^^^H 


6 'The summer hours and warm showers 




Among the winter showers. ^^^^^^^| 


Make the trees yield in the ground, 




^^^^^H 


And kindly words will woman win, 


16 


' The snow so white shall be your shirt ; ^^^^H 


And this maid I 'U surroond.' 




It becomes your body best ; ^^M 
The cold bleak wind to be your coat, ^^| 


7 The maid then stood in her boweMoor, 




And the cold wind in your breast ^H 


As straight as ony wand. 




^H 


When by it came the gardener-lad, 


17 


■The steed that yon shall ride upon ^H 


With his bat in his hand. 




Shall be the weather snell, ^M 
Well bridled wi the nortlieni wind, ^^| 


8 ' Will ye live on fruit,' he sud ? 




And cold sharp showers o hoiL ^^H 


' Or will ye marry me ? 




^H 




18 


' The hat you on your bead shall wear ^^H 


I '11 shape a weed for thee.' 




Shall be o the weather gray, ^^^ 
And aye when yoa come into mj light ^H 


9 'I will live on fruit,' she says. 




I 'U wish you were away.' ^^H 


' But I '11 never marry thee ; 




^H 


For I can live without mankind, 




^^M 


And without mankind I '11 die.' 


■ 


i 
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220. THE BONNT LASS OF AKGLESET 



Commnnicated from memory hj Dr Thomas Dayidaon as 
learned in Old Deer, Aberdeenshire. 

1 BuBD Ellen stands in her bower-door, 

As straucht *s b hollan wand, 
And by it comes the gairdner-lad, 
Wi a red rose in his hand. 

2 Says, I have shapen a weed for thee 

Amang my simmer flowers ; 



3 ' Gin ye hae shapen a weed for mOy 

Amang yonr simmer flowers. 
It 's I '11 repay ye back again, 
Amang the winter showers. 

4 ' The steed that ye sail ride upon 

Sail be o the frost sae snell. 
And I '11 saddle him wi the norlan winds, 
And some sharp showers o haiL* 



A. Kinloch has made changes in MSS, VII^ 19, 

which appear in his printed copy. 
C. 2. << He goes on to describe his weed, promising 



to array hier in flowers more gorgeously 
than Solomon in aU his glory." 
4. <' She continaes, after the same style.** 
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THE BONNY LASS OF ANGLESEY 



A. 'The Bonny Lass of Anglesey,' Herd's MSS, I, 
148; Herd's Ancient and Modem Scottish Songs, 
1776, U, 231. 



B. 'The Bonny Lass o Englessie's Danoe,' Bnchan's 
Ballads of the North of Scotland, II, 68. 



This little ballad might perhaps rightfally 
have come in earlier, if I had known what to 
make of it. There is a resemblance, remark- 
able as far as it goes, to ^Little Eirstin's 
Dance,' Gr undtvig, V, 1 1 8, No 263. Here the 
dance is for a match ; the lass asks what she 
is to have if she wins, and is promised fifteen 
(five) ploughs and a mill, and her clioice of the 
king's knights for a husband. In the Danish 
ballad (A), a king's son, to induce Little 
Eirstin to dance before him, promises a suc- 
cession of gifts, none of which avail until he 
plights his honor and troth. The remainder 
of the story is like the conclusion of * Gil 



Brenton,' No 5 : see especially I, 66. Dan- 
ish A is translated by Prior, III, 89, No 112.) 

Eirstin tires out fifteen knights in Danish 
A 12, B 10, D 14 (in C 7 eleven) ; and a 
Eirstin tires out fifteen partners again in 
Grundtvig, No 126, F 32, No 246, A 16. In 
Norwegian versions of No 268, given by 
Grundtvig in an appendix, numbers are not 
specified; Eirstin in Norwegian A 6, D 18, 
tires out all the king's knights. 

Buchan quite frightens one by what he says 
of his version, II, 814: ^'Jt is altogether a 
political piece, and I do not wish to interfere 
much with it." 



330. THE BOKNT LASS OF ADOLESET 
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Herd's MSS, 1, 148. 

1 OuB king he has a secret to tell, 

And ay well keepit it mast he : 

The English lords are coming down 

To dance and win the victory. 

2 Oar king has cry*d a nohle cry. 

And ay well keepit it must he : 
' Gar saddle ye, and hring to me 
The honny lass of Anglesey.' 

3 Up she starts, as white as the milk, 

Between him and his company : 
What is the thing I hae to ask, 
If I soold win the victory ? ' 



4 ' Fifteen ploughs hat and a mill 

I gie thee till the day thoa die. 
And the fairest knight in a' my court 
To chose thy husband for to be.' 

5 She 's taen the fifteen lord[8] by the hand. 

Saying, * Will ye come dance with me ? * 
But on the mom at ten o'clock 
They gave it oer most shamefully. 

6 Up then rais the fifteenth lord — 

I wat an angry man was he — 
Laid by frae him his belt and sword. 
And to the floor gaed manfully. 

7 He said, ' My feet shall be niy dead 

Before she win the victory ; ' 
But before 't was ten o'clock at night 
He gaed it oer as shamefully. 



B 



Bachan's Ballads of the North of Scotland, U, M. 

• 

1 Word has gane thro a' this land. 

And O well noticed it maun be ! 

The £nglish lords are coming down 

To dance and g^in the victorie. 

2 The king has made a noble cry, 

And well attended it maun be : 
* Come saddle ye, and bring to me 
The bonny lass o fiuglessie.' 

3 She started op, a' dress'd in white. 

Between him and his companie ; 
Said, What will ye gie, my royal liege. 
If I will dance this dance for thee ? 



4 ' Five good ploughs bat and a mill 

I '11 give you till the day ye die ; 
The bravest knight in all my court, 
I '11 give, your husband for to be.' 

5 She 's taen the first lord by the hand. 

Says, ' Te '11 rise up and dance wi me ; ' 
But she made a' these lords fifeteen 
To gie it up right shamef ullie. 

6 Then out it speaks a younger lord. 

Says, * Fye for shame ! how can this be ? ' 
He loosd his brand frae a£E his side. 
Likewise his buckler frae his knee. 

7 He sware his feet should be his dead 

Before he lost the victorie ; 
He danc'd full fast, but tired at last, ^ 
And gae it up aa shamef ullie. 



A. 1*, 2*. we 11 keep it must and be. 
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331. KATHARINE JAFFSAT 
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KATHARINE JAFFRAY 



A. a. < Katharine Jaffray/ Herd's MSS, I, 61, II, 56. 
b. The Aldine edition o£ Boms, 18S9, HI, 181, four 
stanzas. 

B. < The Laird of Laminton,' Herd's MSS, I, 164, 
II, 68. 

C. 'Eatherine Jaffarie,' "Scotch Ballads, Materials 
for Border Minstrelsy," No SO, Abbotsford. 

D. * The Laird of Laminton,' " Scotch Ballads, Mate- 
rials for Border Minstrelsy," No 8, Abbotsford. 

B. < CathriMe JafiEray,' Skene MS., p. 81. 

r. < Catherine Janferry,' Kinloch MSS, V, 816. 



0. 'Catharine Jaffery,' Maidment's NorUi Conntrie 
Garland, 1824, p. 84. 

H. Kinloch MSS, Y, 818. 

1. Motherwell's MS., p. 827. 

J. * Catherine Johnson,' Motherwell's MS., p. 75 ; 
* Catherine Johnstone,' Motherwell's Minstrelsy^ 1887, 
p. 225. 

K. < Loch-in-var,' Bnchan's Gleanings, 1886, p. 74. 

L. Macmath MS., p. 72, two stanzas. 



The ballad was irst published by Sir Wal- 
ter Scott, under the title ^ The Laird of Lam- 
inton/ in the first edition of the Minstrelsy, 
1802, 1, 216. This copy was fashioned by the 
editor from two in Herd's MSS, A, B. In 
later editions of the Minstrelsy (III, 122, 
1838), the ballad was given, with the title 
Katharine Janfarie, '^ in a more perfect state, 
from several recited copies." Twelve stanzas 
out of twenty-one, however, are rep)eated from 
the first edition. Much the larger part of 
what is not in Herd is taken from O; the 
name Lochinvar is adopted from D.* A few 
peculiar readings may be from copies now not 
known, or may be the editor's. 

The ballad in Christie, II, 16, is Scott's 
later copy, with the omission of the 16th 
stanza. That in Nimmo's Songs and Ballads 
of Clydesdale, p. 141, is J, from Motherwell's 
Minstrelsy. 

A Scots laird wooes a Scots maid and wins 

* Of D, W. Laidlaw writes as follows, September 11, 
1802 : "I bad the surprifle of a yisit from my crack-brained 
acqnaintance Mr Bartram of Biggar, the other day. He 
broaght me a copy of the ' Laird of Laminton,' which has 
greatly disappointed my expectations. It is composed of 
those you have and some nonsense. Bat it overturns the 



her favor. An English laird or lord, very 
liberal as to gowd and gear, comes to court 
the same lass, gains the consent of her friends 
(who had at least made no opposition to the 
earlier suit), and sets the wedding-day. The 
first lover comes to the wedding, backed by a 
strong body of armed men, whom he keeps 
out of sight. He is asked why he has come ; 
it is for a sight of the bride or a word with 
her, or to take a glass of wine with her or the 
bridegroom, and this had he will go away. 
Getting near the bride on this pretence, he 
swings her on to his horse and is off. A 
bloody fight follows, but the bride is not re- 
trieved. Englishmen may take warning by 
this not to seek wives in Scotland ; it will 
always end in their being tricked and balked. 
The attitude of the young woman to her 
first lover is not distinctly brought out in sev- 
eral copies. That she had jilted him in favor 
of a wealthier Englishman would probably 

tradition of this country, for it makes the wedding and bat- 
tle to have been at Laachinwar." Letters addressed to Sir 
Walter Scott, I, No 73, Abbotsford. 

For the particulars of the compilation of the copies in the 
Minstrelsy, see the notes to B, C. 
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not lessen the Scot's pleasure in carrying her 
off. In E 18, she does not go willingly ; she 
greets and wrings her hands, and says it 'a 
foul play.* In F 2, G 2, the first lover openly 
charges her with changing and foul play, and 
such is the implication in B 13. In B 14, the 
bride, seeing the bloodahed, exclaims, Wae 'a 
me for foul play I and her lover replies, Wae 
to your wilful will for causing so much good 
blood to be spilt! from which we must infer a 
fault on her part. I 2 has the ambiguous line 
*and his love drew away,' which cannot be 
interpreted to mean that the first lover was 
inconstant without flying in the face of all 
the other copies. I>, J, K, unequivocally rep- 
resent the lass as faithful to her first love. 
The bridegroom, in these versions, arranges 
the match with the family, and does not men- 
tion the matter to the lass until the wedding- 
day : so in C, H. f She sends word to her 
lover that if he will come for her she will go 
with him, D ; writes ' to let him understand,' 
J, K, and not to pay him the cold compliment 
of an invitation to see her wed the man that 
has supplanted him, aa in B 3, E 5, F 5, I 3. 

In E 7-9, while the first lover is drinking 
with hia comrades they incite him to carry off 
the bride on her wedding-day; so Q 6, with- 
out explanation of the circumstances. In 
S 7-9, 12-15, be goes to the bridal-house, and 
sitting at a table venta worda which the other 
guests cannot understand: there was a young 
man who loved a lasa that to-day goes another 
man's bride, and playa her old love foul play ; 
had he been so served, he would take the bride 
away. Upon this the English ask if he wishes 
a fight. There is something of this in B 7-10, 
F 13, 14, Q U-14. 

The lover would wish to keep the strong 
body of men that he bad brought with him 

* This pbrnae. owidk to tbe accidratB of tradition, comM 
in without moch perimtni:; in aume placM ; u in A 11. 
K 113, where ilu gui the trumpet sound [ou] plaj (allered 
in J 17, IP, to 'm weet won pUy ' and ' b' fair plaj '). 

t And in A, u here primed ; but in the MS., by misplace- 
■nent of 3, S, the laitr ic kbsurdlj made to omit telling the 
Um till ber wedding-day, 

J Fonr-«nd-iinntj bonnle bojB of tbe bridegroom'* part; 
kn in C 13 clad in ' the eimpte gnj ; ' tor which Sceit reoda 
'JohnitonB gmj,' 'the liver; of the ancient funilj of 
JolmitonB.' Thii circarostanor, eay* ihit editor, eppeais to 
■nppoTt J, " which gires Kathatina the lurname of John- 
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quite in the background until their cue came. 
When, therefore, in I 8, 9, the bridegroom's 
friends ask him what was that troop of 
youukers they had seen, he puts them off with 
the phrase. It must have been the Fairy 
Court ; so in L. In B 5, 6 (where a stanza, 
and more, has dropped out), when the bride- 
groom sees this troop from a high window, 
the bride (from incredulity, it must be, and 
not because she is in concert with her old 
lover) says he must have seen the Fairy Court, 
Q 15, 16, where the phrase comes in again, 
seems to bave suffered corruption; any way, 
tbe passage is not quite intelligible to me. 

Katharine Jaffray (Janiphray, Janfarie) is 
the lass's name in A, C-G. K, L ; Katharine 
Johnstone { in J ; in B, H, I, she is nameless. 

The lover is Lochinvar in E, F, Q, I, K, 
L (note); Lamington in D, E, J; Lauder- 
dale in A, C ; he has no name in B. The 
bridegroom is Lochinvar in D, H ; Lamington 
in B, Lymington, K; Lauderdale in F, G; 
Lochinton A, Lamendall E, Limberdale I 
(obvious mixtures of the preceding) ; Faugb- 
anwood in C; in J he has no name. The 
bridegroom should be an Englishman, but 
Lochinvar, Lamington, and Lauderdale are all 
south -Scottish names. B puts a Scot from the 
North Country iu place of the titular English- 
man of the other copies, but this Norland 
man is laird of Lamington. 

The place of the fight is Cadan bank and 
Oadan brae, C, D ; Cowden bank (banks) 
and Cowden brae (braes). A, H, J, the va- 
riation being perhaps due to the very familiar 
Cowdenknows; Callien, Caylin, Caley bank 
(buss) and brae, in E, I, F ; Foudlin dyke and 
Foudlin staue in K. No place is named in 
B, O §. In I, the lass lives in Bordcrshellin. 

A copy from the recitation of a young 

stone." Bnt the grey it the liTerj of Lord 'Faifghanwood' 
in C, and the Johnstone seemi to be a purelv capKciou 
Tcntnre of Scott's. 

9 ■' Ceddon bank," sbts W. Laidlnw in a latter t« Scott. 
September 18, [isoa], "is a rerir difficult pau on Twcediide 
opposite Innerliethen. Tbe n>ad ie now formed Ihrough 
the plantalion of tin. The bank ia exceedingly iteep, and 
I would not think it difficult etm jet with t»D clerer fellowa 
to give a hundred horsemen a tsbi of (rouble." Letlen 
addrascd to Sir Waller Scott, I, No T4, A bbo istord. — Cal- 
lien, etc., may bs taken to be corruptions of Csdcn. Fuad- 
liu, in the northern K, might be Fondland, Aberdeenshire. 
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Irishwoman living in Taunton, Massachusetta 
(learned from print, I suppose, and in parts 
imperfectly remembered), puts the scene of 
the story at Edenborough town. A squire 
of high degree had courted a comely country 
girl. When her father came to hear of this, 
he was an angry man, and ^* requested of his 
daughter dear to suit his company," or to 
match within her degree. The only son of a 
farmer in the east had courted this girl until 
he thought he had won her, and had got the 
consent of her father and mother. The girl 
writes the squire a letter to tell him that she 
is to be married to the farmer's son. He 
writes in answer that she must dress in green 
at her wedding (a color which no Scots girl 
would wear, for ill luck), and he will wear a 
suit of the same, and wed her ^ in spite of all 
that's there.' He mounts eight squire-men 
on milk-white steeds, and rides ^to the wed- 
ding-house, with the company dressed in 
green.' (See the note to L.) 

' O welcome yon, fair welcome ! 

And where have you spent aU day ? 
Or did you see those gentlemen 

That rode along this way ? ' 

He looked at her and scoffed at her, 

He smiled and this did say, 
'They might have been some fairy troops, 

That rode along this way.' 

She fills him a glass of new port wine, 
which he drinks to all the company, saying, 
Happy is the man that is called the groom, 
but another may love her as well as he and 
take her from his side. 

* The heroine of this ballad, an hiBtorical lady of high 
rank, was the third in a regular line to be forcibly carried 
off ty a lorer. The date is 1287. Her mother and her 
grandmother were taken by the strong hand out of a con- 
Tent in 1245 and about 1210; these much against their will. 



Up spoke the intended groom. 

And an angry man was he. 
Saying, If it is to fight that yoa came here^ 

I am the man for thee. 



* It is not to fight that I came here. 
But friendship for to show ; 

So give me one kiss from yoor lovely 
And away from yoa I 'U go.' 

He took her by the waist so smally 
And by the grass-green sleeve ; 

He took her out of the wedding>4u>ii8e, 
Of the company asked no leave. 



The drams did beat and the trampetB soond, 

Most glorious to be seen. 
And then away to Edenborough town. 

With the company dressed in green. 

Scott^s Lochinvar, in the fifth canto of 
Marmion, was modelled on ' Katharine Jaf- 
fray/ 

Another ballad (bnt a mnch later and in- 
ferior) in which a lover carries off a bride on 
her wedding-day is ^ Lord William,' otherwiie 
' Lord Lnndy,* to be given farther on. 

A Norse ballad of the same description is 
^Magnns Algotson,' Grondtvig, No 181, III, 
784,* Syv, No 77, = * Ungen Essendal,' Kris- 
tensen, Jydske Folkeminder, I, 104, No 41, 
' Hr. Essendal,' X, 247, No 61, A, B. Sy v's 
version is translated by Jamieson, Hlustrations 
of Northern Antiquities, p. 885. 

Scott's ballad is translated by Schabart, 
p. 198, Doepniges, p. 15. Enortz, Schottische 
Balladen, p. 65, translates Aytonn. 

the other not so reloctantly, according to ballads in which 
thejr are celebrated, for corioaslj enongh each haa ber bal- 
lad. See GmndtTig, vol. iti, Nos 138, 155, and No. ISl, as 
above, and his remarks, p. 2234, third note, and p. 7SS 1 
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~ A 

a. Herd'. MSB. 1. 61. 11, S6. b. Tho Aldine •dition of 
Banis'i Poems, by Sii Harrii MicoU«, ISS9, UI, 181, {rom 


7 ' are you came for sport, joong man r ^^H 

Or are yon come for play ? ^^M 

Or are you come for a sight o our bride, ^^H 

Just on her weddbg day ? ' ^^^^^^| 


1 TuERB livd a Uas in yonder dale, 
And doDD in yonder glen, 
Ajid Kathrine Jaffray was her name. 
Well known by many men. 


8 ' I 'm nouther come lor sport,' he says, ^^^^^^^| 

* Nor am I come for play ; ^^^^^^^M 

But if I bad one sight o your biide, ^^^^^H 

I '11 mount and ride away.' ^^^^^^^| 


2 Out came the Laird of Lauderdale, 

Out frae the South Countrie, 

All for to court this pretty maid. 

Her bridegroom for to be. 


9 There waa a gUss of the red wine ^^^^^| 
Filld up them atween, ^^M 

Wha her true-love had been. ^H 


3 He hna teld her father and mither baith. 
And a' the rest o her kin, 
And has teld the lasn heraell. 
And her consent has win. 


10 Then he took her by the milk-white hand, ^H 

And by the grass-green sleeve, ^^H 

And he mounted her high behind him there, ^^| 

At the bridegroom he askl nae leive. ^^H 


4 Then came the laird of Lochiuton, 

Out frae the English border. 

All for to court this pretty maid, 

Well mounted in good order. 


11 Then the blude run down by tbe Cowden Banks, ^^M 

And down hy Cowden Braes, ^^H 

Aud ay she gard the trumpet sound, ^^| 

'O this b foul, foul play ! ' ^^M 


5 He 'a teld her father and mither buth. 
As I hear sindry say, 
But he has nae teld the lass her sell, 
Till on her wedding day. 


12 Now a' ye that in England are, ^^M 

Or are in England born, ^^^^^^^| 

Come nere to Scotland to court a lass, ^^^^^H 

Or else ye '1 get the scorn. ^^^^^H 


6 When day was set, and friends were met, 
And married to be, 

The bridal for to see. 


13 They haik ye up and settle ye hy, ^^^^^^^M 

Tilt on your wedding day, ^^^^^^^| 

And gie ye frogs instead o fish, ^^^^^^H 

And play ye foul, foul play. ^^| 


— 


^J 


B 

Eerd-s HSS, I, le4, U. 58. 


And he has sent word back ag^ ^^^^^^| 
Weel aoBW^ml should she be. ^^^^^^M 


1 Thb gallant lair^ of Lamington 
Cam frae the North Countree 
To court a gallant gay lady. 
And wi presents entered he. 


4 He has a mew>nger ^^^^^H 

Right quielly throe the land, ^^^^^H 

Wi mony armed men, ^^^^^^^| 

To be at his command. ^^^^^H 


H 2 He neither stood for goutd nor gear — 
H For she waa a well-fared may — 
^1 And whan he got her friends' consent 
■ He set the wedding-day. 


5 The bridegroom looked out at a high window. ^^M 

Beheld, baith dool and doon, ^^^M 

And there he spied her first fere love. ^^^^^^| 

Cume riding to tbe toon. ^^^^^^^H 


H 3 She 's sent unto her first fere lore, 
^H Gin he would come to see. 


6 She scoSed and she scorned him. ^^^^^^| 
Upo the weddingday, ^^^^^^| 
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And said it had been the Fairy Court 
That he had seen in amy. 

7 But as he sat at yon table-head, 

Amo yon gentlemen, 
And he began to speak some words 
That na ane there could ken. 

8 ' There is a lass into this town — 

She is a weel-f ar'd may — 
She is another man's bride today, 
But she 'U play him foul play.' 

9 Up did start the bonny brid^^room, 

His hat into his hand, 



10 ' O cam you here, young man, to fight? 

Or came you here to flee ? 
Or cam you here to drink good wine. 
And be good company ? ' 

11 They filled a cup o good red wine. 

Drunk out between them twa : 
* For one dance wi your bonny bride, 
I shall gae hame my wa.' 

12 He 's taen her by the milk-white hand, 

And by the grass-green sleeve, 



He 's mounted her high behind himself, 
At her kin 's speired nae leave* 

13 Now 

And swords flew in the skies, 
And droop and drowsie was the blcN>d 
Ran our yon Ully braes. 

14 The blood ran our the lilly bank, 

And our the lilly brae. 
And sighing said the bonny bride, 
' A, wae 's me for foul play I ' 

15 ' My blessing on your heart, sweet 

Wae to your wilfu will I 
So many a g^allant gentleman*s blood 
This day as ye Ve garred spilL 

16 ' But a' you that is norland men. 

If you be norland bom, 
Come never south to wed a bryde, 
For they '11 play you the scorn. 

17 * They will play you the scorn 

Upo your wedding-day, 
And gie you frogs instead o fish. 
And do you foul, foul play.' 



"Scotch Ballads, Materials for Border lifiiistrelsy/' 
No 30, Abbotsford. Sent Scott by William Laidlaw, in 
September, 1802 ; obtained by him from Jean Scott. 

1 Thebb leeft a may, an a weel-far'd may. 

High, high up in yon glen ; O 
Her name was Katarine Janfarie, 
She was courtit by monie men. O 

2 Up then cam Lord Lauderdale, 

Up thrae the Lawland border. 
And he has come to court this may, 
A' mountit in gude order. 

3 He 's telld her father, he 's telld her mothery 

An a' the lave o her kin, 
An he has telld the bonnie lass hersel. 
An has her favour win. 



4 Out then cam Lord Faughanwood, 

Out f rae the EngUsh border. 
An for to court this well-far'd may, 
A' mountit in gude order. 

5 He telld her father, he telld her mother. 

An a' the rest o her kin. 
But he neer telld the bonnie lass hersell 
Till on her waddin-een. 

6 When they war a' at denner set, 

Drinkin the bluid-red wine, 
'T was up then cam Lord Lauderdale, 
The bridegroom soud hae been. 

7 Up then spak Lord Faughanwood, 

An he spak very slee : 
' O are ye come for sport ? ' he says, 
' Or are ye come for play ? 



^^^^^M 
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Or are ye come for a kiss o our bride. 


13 There war four a twenty bonnie boys, ^^M 


An the morn her waddin-day?' 


A' clad i the simple gray ; ^^M 




They said the wad take their bride Agtin, ^^M 


tf ' I *m no come for oaght.' he says. 


By the Strang hand an the may. ^^^^H 


' But for Bome sport or play ; 


^^^^^H 


An oe word o yer bonnie bride, 


14 Some o them were fn willin men, ^^^^^^^| 


Than I 'U horse an ride away.' 


But they war na willin a' ^^^^^^| 




Sae four an twentie ladies gay ^^^^^^B 


9 She fiUd a cup o the gnde red wme, 


Bade them ride on their way. ^^H 


She fiUd it to the ee : 


^H 




15 The bloid ran down by the Cadan bank, ^M 


An a' your companie.' 


An in by tlie Cadan brae, ^H 




An ther the gard the piper play ^^H 


10 She fiUd a cup o the gude red wine, 


It was a' for foul, foul play. ^^^^^^M 


She filld it to the brim : 


^^^^^H 


' Here 'b a health to you, Lord Lauderdale, 


16 A' ye lords in fair England ^^^^^| 


My bridegroom should hae been.' 


That live by the English border, ^^^^^H 




Gang never to Scotland to seek a wife, ^^H 


11 He 'a toen her by the milk-white hand. 


Or than ye '11 get the scorn. ^^M 


And by the gars-green sleeve. 


^^M 


An he has mountit her behind him, 


17 They '11 keep ye np 1 temper guid ^H 


the bridegroom spierd nae leave. 


Untill yer wadin-day, ^H 




They '11 thrnw ye frogs instead o fiah, ^H 


12 'It '[s] now take yer bride, Lord Faughan- 


An steal your bride away. ^^| 


wood, 


^H 


Now take her an ye may ; 


^^M 


But if ye take yer bride again 


^^^^^M 


We will » it foul pUy.' 


^^^M 


— 


^^M 


Z> 


4 At length the Laird of Lachenwan ^^^^^^| 




Came from the English border, ^^^^^^| 


" Scotch Ballads, MaWriala for Border Minjtrelsy," No. 
Laidlaw; receiTed b; bim frooi Mr Bartiam of Biggar. 


And for to coort this bonnie bride, ^^^^^^^H 
Was mounted in good order. ^^^^^^| 


1 There lives a lass ioto yon bank. 


5 He uked at her father, sae did he at her ^^M 


She lives herseU alone. 


mother, ^^^M 


Her name is Kathrine .Tamphray, 


As I heard many say. ^^^^^^H 


Well known by many a one- 


But he never loot the Ussie wit ^^^^^^| 




Till on ber wedding-day. ^^^^^^^| 




^^^^^^1 


It 's frae the West Countrie. 


6 She sent a spy into the west ^^H 


And for to court this bonnie may, 


Where Lamington might be, ^^H 


Her bridegroom hopes to be. 


That an he wad come and meet wi her ^^^^^B 


^L 


That she wad with him gae. ^^^^^H 


^M 3 He asked at her father, sae did he at her 


^^^^^H 


^1 mother, 


7 They taen her on to Lachenware, ^^^^^H 


■ And the chief of all her kin. 


As they have Uionght it meet ^^^^^^^| 


■ But still he aaM the lass liersell, 


They taen her on to Lachonwars, ^^^^^H 


■ T1U he had her true love won. 


The wedding to compkaL ^^^^^^^| 
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8 When they came to Lachanwaroi 

And near-han by the town. 
There was a dinneivmakingy 
Wi great mirth and renown. 

9 Lamington has mounted twenty-f oar wiel-wighft 

men. 
Well mounted in array. 
And he 's away to see his bonnie bride. 
Just on her wedding-day. 

10 When she came out into the green, 

Amang her company, 
Says, ' Lamington and Lachanware 
This day shall fight for me.' 

11 When he came to Lachanware, 

And lighted on the green. 
There was a cup of good red wine 

Was filled them between. 
And ay she drank to Lamington, 

Her former love who 'd been. 

12 It 's out and spake the bridegroom, 

And a angrie man was he : 
' It 's wha is this, my bonnie bride. 
That ye loe better than me ? 

13 ' It 's came you here for sport, young man? 

Or came you here for play ? 
Or came you for a sight of my bonnie bride, 
Upon her wedding-day ? ' 

14 * 1 came not here for sport,' he says, 

' Nor came I here for play ; 



But an I had ae word of your bride, 
I 'U horse and gae my waj.' 



16 The first time that he calld on 
Her answer was him Nay ; 
But the next time that he ealld 
She was not slow to gae. 



16 He took her by the milk-white handy 

And by the grass-green sleeve, 
He 's pnlld her on behind him. 
At the bridegroom speard nae leave. 

17 The blood ran up the Caden bank. 

And down the Caden brae. 
And ay she bade the trumpet sound 
^ It 's a' for foul, foul jday.' 



18 ' I wonder o you English squires. 
That are in England bom. 
That ye come to court our Scots 
For fear ye get the scorn. 



19 * For fear you get the scorn,* she saya, 

* Upon your wedding^lay ; 
They '11 gee you frogs instead of fish. 
And take your bride away.* 

20 Fair fa the lads of Lamington, 

Has taen their bride away ! 
They 'U set them up in temper wood 
And scorn you aU day. 



Skene MS., p. 81 ; taken down in the north of Soothmd, 
1802-3. 

1 BoNKT Cathrin Jaffray, 

That proper maid sae fare. 

She has loved young Lochinyar, 

She made him no compare. 

2 He courted her the live-long winter^iight, 

Sae has he the simmer's day ; 
He has courted her sae long 
Till he sta her heart away. 



3 But the lusty laird of Lamendall 
Came frae the South Country, 
An for to g^ain this lady's love 
In entreid he. 



He has gained her friends' consent, 
An sett the wedding^lay. 

5 The wedding-day it being set. 
An a' man to it ... , 
She sent for her first fair love. 
The wedding to come to. 
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^ 6 His father an his mother came, 


But the day she gaes an ither man's bride, ^H 




An played him foul play. ^^H 


Thejr came a', but he came do ; 


^H 


It was a foul play. 


14 ' Had it been me afi it was him, ^H 




An don as she has don bim tee, ^^M 


7 Lochinvar, as hia comrade 


I wad ha geen them frogs instead o fish. ^H 


Sat drinkine at the wine. 


An taen their bride away.' ^^M 


^m [' Fie] on you,* said his comrads, 


^H 


^b > Tak yer bride for shame. 


15 The English spiered gin he wad %ht: ^H 


■ 


It spak weU in his mind ; ^H 


^^ 8 ' Had ehe been mine, as she was yours, 


^^^^^M 


An done as she has done to yoo, 


^^^^^H 


I wad tak her on her bridal-day, 


^^^^^H 


Fra a' her companie. 


16 ' It was no for fightin I cam here, ^^^^^H 






9 ' Fra a' her companie, 




Without any other iitay ; 


An so I go my way.' ^^^^^H 


I wad gie them frogs insted o fish, 


^H 


An tak their bride away.' 


17 The glass was 611ed o guid red wine, ^M 




. . . between them twa: ^H 


10 He gat fifty young men. 


' Man, man I see yer bride, ^H 




An go I gae my waa.' ^^H 


An fifty maidens, 


^^M 


^ An left them on a lay. 


18 He was on guid horseback, ^^^^^H 


■ 


An whipt the bride him wi ; ^^^^^^^M 


■ 11 Whan he cam in by Caliien bank. 


She grst an wrang her hands, ^^^^^^^M 


■ An in by Callien brae, 


An said, ' It is foul play. ^^^^^H 


He left his company 


^^H 


Dancing on a lay. 


^H 




• An this I dare well say, ^M 


12 He cam to the bridal-house. 


For this day I gaed anither man's bride, ^^H 


An in entred ha ; 


An it 'b been foul play.' ^^H 




20 Bat now sh 's Lochinvar's wife, ^H 


13 'There was a young man in this pla«e 


He gaed them frogs instead o fish, ^^H 


Loved well a comly may, 


An tain their bride away. J^^^^^^l 




^W 


r 


But the day she goes another man's bride, ^^^^H 




And plays him foul play. ^^^^^^^| 




Bortoa. 




1 BONNT Catherine Janferry, 


A' from the Soath Countree, ^^^^^H 


The dainty dame so fair. 


And a' t4> court this weel-fart may, ^^^^^H 


She 's faun in love wi yonng Lochinvar, 


And wat good tent took he. ^^^^^H 


And she loved him without compare. 


^^^^^H 




4 Gold nor gear he did no spare, ^^^^^^H 


2 She loved him well, and wondrous weU 


was so fiur a may, ^^^^^^H 


_ To change her mind away ; 


And he agreed wi her friends all. ^^^^H 




And Mt the wedding-day. j^^^^^H 
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5 She sent for her first tme-lovey 

Her wedding to come tee ; 

ELis father and his mother both. 

They were to come him wL 

6 ELis father and his mother both, 

They were to come him wi ; 
And they came both, and he came no, 
And this was fool play. 

7 He 's sent a quiet messenger 

Now out thro a' the land, 
To warn a hundred gentlemen, 
O gallant and good renown. 

8 O gallant and good renown. 

And all o good aray, 
,And now he 's made his trumpet sonn 
A Yoss o foul play. 

9 As they came up by Caley buss, 

And in by Caley brae, 
' Stay still, stay still, my merry young men. 
Stay still, if that you may. 

10 ' Stay still, stay still, my merry young men. 

Stay still, if that you may ; 
I '11 go to the bridal-house. 
And see what they will say.' 

11 When he gaed to the bridal-house, 

And lighted and gaed in, 
There were four and twenty English lords, 
O gallant and good renown. 

12 O gallant and good renown, 

And all o good aray. 
But aye he garred his trumpets soun 
A Yoss o foul play. 

13 When he was at the table set, 

Amang these gentlemen. 
He begoud to Yent some words 
They couldna understan. 

14 The English lords, they waxed wroth 

What could be in his mind ; 
They start to foot, on horseback lap, 
* Come f echt ! what 's i your mind ? * 

16 * I came na here to feght,' he said, 
' But for good sport and play ; 



And one glass wi yer bonny brid^;TOomy 
And I '11 go boun away.' 

16 The glass was filled o good reed wine. 

And drunken atween the twa ; 
'And one glass wi your bonny bride. 
And I 'se go boun away.' 

17 Her maiden she stood forbye. 

And quickly she said, * Nay 
I winna gee a word o her 
To none nor yet to thee.' 

18 ' Oh, one word o yer bonny bride ! 

Will ye refuse me one ? 
Before her wedding-day was set, 
I would hae gotten ten. 

19 ' Take here my promise, maiden. 
My promise and my hand,' 
Out oer her father's gates this day 
Wi me she shanna gang.' 

20 He 's bent him oer his saddle-bow, 

To kiss her ere he gaed. 
And he fastened his hand in her gown-bieast, 
And tust her him behind. 

21 He pat the spurs into his horse 

* And fast rade out at the gate ; 
Te wouldna hae seen his yellow locks 
For the dust o his horse feet. 

22 Fast has he ridden the wan water, 

And merrily taen the know. 
And then the battle it began ; 
I 'me sure it was na mow. 

23 Bridles brack, and weight horse lap. 

And blades flain in the skies. 
And wan and drousie was the blood 
Graed lapperin down the lays. 

24 Now all ye English lords. 

In England where ye 'r borne. 
Come never to Scotland to woo a bride. 
For they 'le gie you the scorn. 

25 For they 'le g^e you the scorn, 
The scorn, if that they may ; 
They '11 gie you frogs instead of fish. 
And steal your bride away. 
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Q 


11 


Then he went to the bridal-hoDse. ^^^^^H 

Among Uie nobles ^^^^^H 


MaiJment'i Nonh Coantrie GuUnil, p. 34. 




And when he stepped upon the floor ^^^^^^^| 
He gave a huzza. ^^^^^H 


1 BONNY Catliarine Jaffery, 




^^^^^H 


That dainty maid so fair. 


12 


' Huzza ! huzza you English men, ^^^^^H 


Once lovd the laird of LocluDTar, 




Or borderers who were born, ^^^^^^^M 


Without any compare. 




meet come to Scotland for a maid, ^^^^^H 
Or else they will you scorn. ^^^^^^^| 


2 Long time she lood him very well, 




^^^^^H 


Bat they changed her mind a.way, 


13 


'She '11 bring you on with tempting words, ^^^^^^B 


And now Hhe goes ajiother's biide, 




Aye till the wedding-day, ^^H 


And playa him foul play. 




Syne give you frogs instead of fish, ^^H 
And play you foul play.' ^^^^^^H 


8 The bonny laird of Lauderdale 




^^^^^H 


Came from the South Countrie, 




And he haa wooed the pretty maid. 




What could be in his mind, ^^^^^H 


Thro presents entered he. 




And asked if he 'd a mind to fight ; ^^^^^H 
Why spoke he so ^^^^^H 


4 For tocher-gear he did not Btuid, 




^^^^^H 


She was a dainty may ; 


15 


Did he e'er see such pretty men ^^^| 


He 'greed him with her frienda A 




As were tliere in array ? ^H 


And Bet the wedding-day. 




'0 yes," siud he, 'a Fairy Court ^^^^^M 
Were leaping on tlie hay. ^^^^^^^| 


6 When Lochinvar got word of thia, 




^^^^^H 


He knew not what to do, 


16 


' As I came in by Hyland banks, ^^^^^H 


For losing of a lady fair 




And in by Hyland braes, ^^^^^^^H 


That he did love ao true. 




There I see a Fairy Court, ^^^^^| 
All leaping on tlie leas. ^^^^^^| 


6 ' But if I were young Lochinvar, 




^^^^^H 


I wourt not care a fly 


IT 


' came not here to fight.' he said. ^^^^^H 


To take her on her wedding-day 




' But for good fellowship gay ; ^^^^^H 


From all her company. 




I want to drink with your bridegroom, ^^^^^^^| 
And then I '11 boun my way.' ^^H 


7 ' Get ye a quiet messenger, 




^H 


Send him tliro all your land 


18 The glass was filled with good red wine, ^^| 


Fur a hundred and fifty brave young lads. 




And drunk between them twae : ^^H 


To be at your command. 




' Give me one shake of your bonny bride's hand, ^H 
And then I '11 boun my way.' ^^H 


8 ' To be all at yonr command. 




^^1 


And your bidding to obey. 


19 


He 's taen her hy the milk-white hands, ^H 


Yet still cause you the trumpet sound 




And by the gross-green sleeve, ^^H 


The voice of foul play.' 




PuUd her on horseback him behind, ^^M 
At her friends askd nae leave. ^^H 


9 He got a quiet messenger 




^^M 


To send thro all his land, 


20 


Syne rode the water with great speed, ^^^^^^H 






And merrily the knows ^^^^^^^| 


Were all at his command. 




There fifty from the bridal came — ^^^^^H 
Indeed it was uae mows — ^^^^^^^H 


10 Were all at his command. 




^^^^^^M 


And his bidding did obey. 


21 


Thinking to take the bride agun, ^^^^^^| 


Yet still he made the trumpet •oand 




Thro strength if that they mxy ; ^^^^^^| 


The voice of foul pUy. 




But still he gart the trumpet soond ^^^^^^| 


VOL. IV. » 


■ 


The voice of fool play. ^^^^^^| 
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22 Thera were four and twenty 
All walking on the lea ; 
He gave to them the bonny bride. 
And bade them boon their way. 



23 They tplintered the spears in pieces now. 
And the blades flew in the sky. 



Bat the bonny laud of 
Has gained the Yictory. 

24 Many a wife- and widow's wcm 

Lay gasjnng on the groand. 

But Uie bonny laird of 

He has the lictoxy won. 



Kinloch MSB, V, S13. 

1 Thxbs was a lady fair, fair, 

Lived low down in yon glen, O 
And she 's been courted far an near 
By several gentlemen. O 

2 At length the laird of Lammington 

Came frae the West Country, 
All to court that pretty girl. 
And her bridegroom for to be. 

3 He told her father, so did he her mothoTi 

And all the rest of her kin. 
And he has told the lass hersel. 
And her kind favour has won. 

4 At length the laird of Laughenwaur 

Came frae the English border. 
And all to court that pretty girl. 
Well mounted in good order. 

6 He told her father, so did he her mother, 
As I heard people say. 
But he ner told the lass hersel, 
Till on her wedding^lay. 

6 But when the wedding^ay was fixed, 

And married for to be. 
Then Lamington came to the town. 
The bridegroom for to see. 

7 * O are ye come for sport, sir ? ' he said, 

< Or are ye come for play ? 



Or are ye for a sight o mj bomiy fatide^ 
Upon her wedding-day ? ' 



8 * A 'm neither oome for sport, sir,' he 

' Nor am I come for play. 
But if I had one word o the brida 
I 'd mount and go away.' 

9 There was a cup of the good red wine 

Was filled out them between. 
And aye she drank to Lammington^ 
Who her true-love had been. 



10 He 's taen her by the milk-white hand. 

And by the grass-green sleeve ; 
He 's mounted her behind him then. 
At the bridegroom speered no leave. 

11 The blood ran down by Cowden banks, 

And down by Cowden brae, 
And aye they gaured the piper play 
' It was a foul, foul play.' 

12 Ye gentlemen of Lochenwanr, 

That 's laigh in England bom. 
Come ner to Scotland to court a wife, 
Or be sure ye '1 get the scorn. 

13 The 'U keep ye up, and tamper ye at, 

Until yer wedding^ay. 
And they '1 gie ye frogs instead o fish. 
And ihej 'U play ye a foul pUy. 
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" 


9 But he answerd them ricbt scornfullie, ^^^^H 






Sim, weaver, in Paisley. 16 Jul)-, IflaS. It waa > aoDg of 


He sap, It 's been some Fairy Court ^^^^^^H 
Ye \e seen aU in array. ^^^^H 


Us latber'i, a great reciter of berokk balladi." 


1 In BorderBhellln there did dwell 






And an angry man was he : ^^| 


And Lochinvar he courted her, 


' Lo, art thoa come to fight, yotmg nutn ? ^^M 


And stole her heajt away. 


Indeed I'll fight wi thee.' ^1 


2 She loved him but owre weel. 


11 ' I am notcome to fight,' he sayd, ^^^^^H 


And his lore drew away ; 






And for lo drink the wine sae red, ^^^^^^H 


And Bet the wedding-day, 


And then I '11 go away.' ^^^^^^H 


3 Tbey set the wedding-day bo pl^n, 


12 Then they filld him up a brimming glass, ^M 


Ab plain OB it might be ; 


And drank it between them twa: ^M 


She sent a letter to her former love, 


' Now one word of your bonnie bride, ^| 


The wedding to come see. 


And then I '11 go my wa.' ^M 


4 Wlien Lochmrar the letter read. 


13 But some were friends, and some were faes, ^^| 


He sent owre a' his land 


Yet nane o them was free ^1 


For four and twenty beltit knichts, 


To let the hnde on her wedding-day ^M 


To come at his command. 


Gang out o their companie. ^H 


5 They «11 came to his hand, I say. 


14 Bat he took her by the milk-white hand, ^^ 


Upon that wedding-day ; 




He set them upon milk-while steeda, 


And set her on a milk-white steed, ^^^^H 


And put them in array. 


And at nane o them speerd he le^TM. ^^^^^^H 


6 He set them in array, I say, 


15 Then the blood ran down the Caylin bank, ^^^^H 


Most pleasant to be seen. 


And owre the Caylin brae ; ~^H 


And he 's awa to the wedding-honse, 


The anld folks knew something o the aporU J^H 


A single man his lane. 


Which gait them cr^-, Foul play ! ^^^^^H 


7 And when he was to the wedding^ionse come, 


16 Ye lusty lads of Limberdale, ^^^^H 


They were all sitten down ; 


Tho ye be English bom, ^^^B 




Come nae mair to Scotland to court a maid, ^^H 


And lords of high renown. 


For fear ye get the scorn. ^^| 


8 They saluted him, baith auld and yonng, 


17 For fear that ye do get the scorn ^^^^^| 


Speired how be bad spent the day. 


Upon yonr wedding-day ; ^^^^^^| 


And what yonng Lanhaahires was yon 


Least ye catch frogs instead of fish, ^^^^^H 


They saw all in array. 


And then ye 'U ca 't foul pUy. ^^^^H 
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Motberweirs MS., p. 75, from tbe recitation of Mn 
Thomson, an old woman of Kilbarchan. 

1 There was a lass, as I heard say, 

Lived low down in a glen ; 
Her name was Catharine Johnson, 
Weel known to manj men.' 

2 Donn cam the laird o Lamingtoan, 

Doon frae the South Countrie, 
And he is for this bonnie lass. 
Her bridegroom for to be. 

3 He 's askd her father and mother^ 

The chief of a* her kin, 
And then he askd the bonnie lassf 
And did her favour win. 

4 Donn cam an English gentleman^ 

Doun frae the English border ; 
He is for this bonnie lass, 
To keep his house in order. 

6 He askd her father and mother. 
As I do hear them say, 
But he never askd the lass heneU^ 
Till on her wedding-day. 

6 But she has wrote a lang letter, 

* And sealed it wi her hand, 
And sent it to Lord Lamington^ 
To let him understand. 

7 The first line o the letter he read^ 

He was baith glad and fain ; 

But or he read the letter owre 

He was baith pale and wan. 

8 Then he has sent a messenger, 

And out through all his land, 
And four-and-twenty armed men 
Was aU at his command. 

9 But he has left his merry men, 

Left them on the lea ; 
And he 's awa to the wedding-house, 
To see what he could see. 

10 But when he came to the wedding^house. 
As I do understand. 
There were four-and-twenty belted kbights 
Sat at a table round. 



11 They rose all for to honour him, 

For he was of high renown ; 
They rose all for to welcome him, 
And bade him to sit doun. 

12 O meikle was the good red wine 

Li silver cups did flow. 
But aye she drank to Lamingtoun, 
For with him would she go. 

13 O meikle was the good red wine 

In silver cups gaed round ; 
At length they began to whisper words. 
None could them understand. 



14 * O came ye here for sport, young 
Or cam ye here for play ? 
Or cam ye for our bonnie bride, 
On this her wedding-day ? ' 



15 * I came not here for sport,' he said, 

*' Neither did I for play ; 
But for one word o your bonnie bride 
I '11 mount and ride away.' 

16 They set her maids behind her, 

To hear what they would say. 
But the first question he askd at her 

Was always [answered] nay ; 
The next question he askd at her 

Was, ' Mount and come away.' 

17 It 's up the Couden bank, 

And doun the Couden brae ; 
And aye she made the trumpet sound, 
' It 's a weel won play.' 

18 O meikle was the blood was shed 

Upon the Couden brae ; 
And aye she made the trumpet sound, 
' It 's a' fair play.' 

19 Come, all ye English gentlemen. 

That is of England bom, 
Come nae doun to Scotland, 
For fear ye get the scorn. 

20 They 11 feed ye up wi flattering words. 

And that 's foul play ; 
And they 11 dress ye frogs instead o fishy 
Just on your wedding-day. 
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Bnclmn'a Gleanings of S«olch, Englrab and Iriith Scares 
'Old BullHils, I8S5, pp. 74, 193; " Mken dowo Crum ural 
I tnuliliun." 

1 Tbere lives a lius in yonder dale, 

In yon bonny borrows-toirn, 

Her name it is Catherine Jeffrey, 

She is loved by mony a ane. 

2 Iiord Loi^hinvar has courted her 

These twelve months and a day ; 
With flattering words and fair speeches 
He has stown her heart away. 

3 There came a knight from south sea-bank. 

From north England I mean. 

He alighted at her father's yetts, 

His stile is Lord Lymington. 

4 He has conrted her father and moth 

Her kinsfolk ane and aye, 

But he never told the lady hersell 

Till he set the wedding-day. 

5 ' Prepare, prepare, my daughter dear, 

Prepare, to you I Bay ; 
For the niglit it is good Wednesday night, 
And the mom is your wedding-day.' 

6 ■ O tell to me, father,' she said, 

' O tell me who it is wi ; 
For I '11 never wed a man on earth 
Till I know what he be.' 

7 ' He 's come a knight from the south sea-bonk, 

From north England I mean. 

For when he lighted at my yetts, 

His stile is Lord Lymington.' 

8 ' O where will I get a bonny boy 

Will win baith meet and fee. 
And will run on to Lochtnvar 
And come again to me ? ' 

9 ' O here am I, a bonny boy 

That will win baith hose and sheen. 
And will run on to LochJnvar. 
And come right seen agsin.' 

10 ' Where ye find the brigs broken. 
Bend your bow and swim i 
Where ye find the grass growing. 
Slack yonr bow and run. 



11 ' When ye come on to Lochinvar, 

Byde not to chap nor ca. 
But set your bent bow to your breast 
And lightly loop the wa. 

12 ' Bid him mind the words be last spake, 

When we sendered on the lee; 
Bid him saddle and ride full fast, 
H he be set for me.' 

13 Where he found the brigs broken, 

He bent his bow and swam : 
Where he found the grass growing. 
He slackt his bow and ran. 

14 When he came on to Lochinvar, 

He did not chap nor ca; 
He set his bent bow till his breast 
And lightly leapt the wa. 

15 ' What news ? what news, my bonny boy ? 

What news have ye to me ? ' 
' Bad news, bad news, my lord,' he said, 
' Your lady nwa will be. 

16 ' You 'r bidden mind the words ye last spake, 

When we seiidered on the lee ; 
lou 'r bidden uddle and ride full fu^ 
Gin ye set for her be.' 

17 When he came to her father's yetts, 

There he alighted down ; 
The cups of gold of good red wine 
Were going roun and roun. 

IS ' Now came ye here for sport ? ' they said, 
' Or came ye here for play ? 
Or for a sight of our bonny bride. 
And then to boun your way ? ' 

19 * I came not here for sport,' he says, 

' Nor came I here for play, 
But if I had a sight of your bonny bride 
Then I will boun my way.' 

20 When Lymington he called on her, 

She would not come at a', 
But Lochinvar he called on her. 
And she was not sweer to draw. 

21 He has toen her by the milk-white hand, 

And by her silken sleeve. 
He has mounted her high him behind. 
He spiered nae mair their leave. 
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22 And aye she scoffed and scorned theniy 

And aye she rode away, 
And aye she gart the trompet sound 

The voice of fool ph^y. 
To take the bride frae her "bridegroom 

Upon her wedding-day. 

23 As they came in by Foudlin dyke. 

And in by Foudlin stane. 
There were mony gallant Englishmen 
Lay graspLog on the green. 



24 Now a' yoa that are English lords. 

And are in England bom. 
Come never here to coort your brides. 
For fear ye get the scorn. 

25 For aye they 11 scoff and scorn jon, 

And aye they 'U ride away ; 
They *11 ^e yon frogs instead of fish. 
And call it fool f^y* 



Hacmmth HS., p. 72, commoDicated January IS, 1883, by 
Br Robert Trotter, as remembered from the recitation of his 
father, Dr Robert Trotter, of Dalrj, Kirkcadbrightvhire. 

1 They asked him and speired himy 
And onto him did say. 



* O saw ye ocht o an armed band^ 

As ye cam on yoor way ? ' 

2 He Jested them and jeerM them. 
And thns to them did say, 

* O I saw nocht bat a fairy troop» 

As I rode on my way.' 



A. a. The second copy has some different spellings^ 

and drops the second the in UK 3, 5 are 5, 
3 in both. Sense requires the change : rf. 
also F 5, H 5, 1 4. 
b. 1^ to many. 3 = the MS. 3. 4^ All 
mounted. 

B. TA« first copy is written in long lines {two to 

a stanxa) ; neither is divided into stanicas. 
There are differences of spelling, S\ 5\ 
fere seems to be meant for fair : ef. C 5^ 
4^ At her, both: cf E 7, Gh 4, H 8. 5*. 
Both copies have doom. 5^ 15^ Firsts 
behold, g^amed, in my copy, probably by 
error. Second^ beheld, gard. 

The second copy has these variations, 2^ got 
the. 3^ 5*. fere wanting. 15^. thing 
wanting. 16^ that are. 

The first edition of the ballad in Scott* s Min- 
strelsy is made up as follows {it being re- 
membered that the editor did not profess or 
practice a servile fidelity in the treatment 
of his materials) : B1--6; B10,A7; A8, 
B 11; A 9; B 12; B 13 {but mostly 
Scotes) ; A 11,B 14; B 16; B 16; A 13. 

12 of these 15 stanzas are repeated in the 
later edition ; the new stanzas in that copy 



are 1-6, 14-16, 20. These are eubstam- 
tiaUy C 1-6, 12-14, 16. 

Some variations will be noticed under C. 
C O, the tag to the seoond and fourth lineej is 
not written in 2, 4, 16*, 17^ 

1*. into written over op. 

2^. Weel in the margin against A*. 

3^ rest struck out before lave. 

4^ TJi^ struck out before (hA. Fangfaan Wood, 
here and 7^ ; in 12^ FaughanWood. 

7^ Up the then. 

9^ gade struck out brfore red, and red written 
over. 

16^. Originally down by ; down struck owU 

16^ Originally in by ; in struck out. These 
last two changes, and others^ teem to be edi- 
torial. 

1-6, 12-14, 16, with variations, are 1-5, 
14-16, 20 of the later edition qf the baUad 
in Seott^s Minstrelsy. Slight alterations, 
such as Scott was accustomed to make^ do 
not require notice. 

Scott, 3^^ He told na in the Minstrdsy: 
almost certainly an arbitrary change, and 
not a good one, since it makes the hardship 
to Lauderdale the less. 
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4'. Lochinvar {also in 14'J for Lord Faughan- 

wood; introdtieed from D, 
15'. clad in the Jolinatone grey : for which no 

authority i* kiuncn. 
16', Leader loda far ladies gay: probably a 

eonjecturat emendation. 
20*. For fear of sic disorder : jtresumably 

a ekaruje for rhyme, diiorder tu^geated 

by 2'. 
9'. 24. 12*. It 's i» of later insertion, perhaps 

editorial. 
14', I came not here: obscured in the process 

of bindinff. 
20. This must be a mi:rture of two stanzas. 

The third line hat tw sense, and is not 

much improved by reading temper good, as 

in C 17'. 
Written mostly in long lines, without separa- 
tion of stanzas, somstimes without a proper 

separation of verses. The division here 

made is partly conjectural. 
2'. She courted him. 
3'. entreid or entried : indistitiet. 

6, 7''*. His father on his mother came they 
came a 

bat he came no 
It vu a foul play Lochinvar 
As his conu'ades sat drinkine at tlie 



T. . . . on. 13'. Lodged /or Loved. 
16*. Gae man glass me your. 
17*-'. between them tva man 

Man I see, etc. 
P. 23'. Be have had a similar verse in the north- 
Scottish version of ' Huz^ Spencer.' No 158, 
C 11 : O bridles brak and great horse lap. 
H. 11*. It was awful foul foul play. Awful was 

probably a misunderstanding ofn foul, 
t. 8*. Lank-a- Shires. 14*. He is written over 
And. 
15'. bank, the original reading, is changed to 

J. 12'. Oh. 15'. go is icritten over ride. 

Motherwell made two slight changes tn his 

printed copy. 
'K.. 1*. my mony. 2'. Loch-in-var; and always. 
3'- South sea bank. 7'. the South sea bank. 
10'. For for Where: probably a misprint, 

perhaps a presercation of the northern f 

for wh. 
13'. the brig* broken, wrongly repeated. 
16'. Wbea vie. preserved from 12*. 
2.'!'. Englishman. 

L. "The story of the ballad was that Lochinvar 
went to Netherby with a band of nien dressed 
in ^een, whom he concealed near the tower, 
and with whose assistance be forcibly al>> 
ducted the young lady." 



BONNY BABY LIVINGSTON 

&. 'Bonny Bshj Livingston.' a. Jainieson-Brown C. Motherwell's MS., p. 375; 'Barbara Livingston,' 
MS. b. Jamiesoo's Popular Ballads, II, 1S5. Molberwell't Minstrelsy, p. 304. 



B. 'Barbara LivingstoD,' Buchan's 



D. 'Annie Livingston,' Campbell MSS, 11, 3S4. 

E. ■ Baby Livingstone,' Einlocfa MSS, V. 339. 



Mrs BrowD Tvas not satisfied with A b, 
vhicb Jamieson had taken down from her 
month, and after a short time ahe sent him 
A a. The rerbal differences are considerable. 
We need not suppose that Mrs Brown had 



blended tbe readings; the fact seems to be | 
that, at the time nhen she recited to Jamie- 
son, she was not in good condition to remem- 
ber accurately. 

A a. Glenlion carries off Barbara Living- 



heard two "seta " or "ways," of which she ston from Dundee and takes her to the High- 
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Innds. She ts in a stapor of grief. Glenlion 
folda her in his arms, iintl says that he would 
give all his flocks and herds for a kind look. 
She tells him that he shall never get look or 
smile unless he takes her back to Dundee ; 
and be her that she shsill never see Dundee 
till he hna married her. His brother John 
tries to dissuade him ; he himself would scorn 
a hand without a heart; but Glenlion has 
long loved her, and is resolved to keep her, 
nevertheless. Gienlion's three aiaters receive 
Baby kindly, and the youngest bega her to 
disclose the cause of her grief. Baby tells the 
Bympathelic Jean that she lias been stolen 
from her friends and from her lover, and ob- 
tains not only the means of writing a letter 
to Joboy Hay, the lover, but a swift-footed 
hoy to carry it to Dundee. Johny Hay, 
with a band of armed men, makes all speed to 
Gienlion's castle. He calls to Baby to jump, 
and he will catch her; she, more prudently, 
slips down on her slieeta ; her lover takes her 
on bis horse and rides away. Glenlion henra 
the ring of a bridle and tlilnka it is the priest 
come to marry him. His brother corrects 
the mistake; there are armed men at the va&- 
tle-gate, and it turns out that tliere are enough 
of them to deter Gienlion's Highlanders from 
an attack, So Juhny Hay conveys Baby 
Livingstone safely back to Dundee. 

The other versions give the story a tragical 
catastrophe. In B, Barbara is forced into 
Gienlion's bed. Afterwards she exclaims 
that if she had paper and pen she would write 
to her lover in Dundee. No difficulty seems to 
be made ; she writes her tetter, and sends it 
by the ever-ready boy. Geordie, lying in a 
window, sees the boy, asks for news, and is 
told that hia love is stolen by Glenlion. He 
orders hia horse, in fact three horses, and also 
* At ihs and of tho accounl o( ifae pBriBli of LWingiloDe, 
in The SMiUtioI Account of Suotlnnd, XX, IT, ITSB, iliftre 
il this pMntgraph : " It may nlno be pxpectnl thnl BomethinK 
■hoDld be Raid of the Bonnr Laa< at Lj via en lone, bo fumed 
in Bong : but althongh ihia ballad and the air to which it ii 
■nni »eem to have a> little Hnim to nniiqiiity bb they hitre 
to merit, ^ret we cannot give an^ salisfnctory intormiition 
upon the subject. All we can tay ii. that wc hnve henrd 
tliat she Ittpt a pnblic hooBe at a place called the Ili::h 
Bonae of Livingstone, about a mile west of ihc church ; that 
■lie waa ratecmed handsome, and knew how lo turn faet 
cbaimi to the beat account." Dr Robertwin, at the place 
aboT* dted, treati thij puMga u pertaining to the ballad 



a mourning bat and cloak ; bat though he 
tires out all three horses, liis love is desid be- 
fore he reaches Glenlion. This copy is pit-ced 
out with all sorts of commonplaces from otlier 
ballads: see 9 (which is nonsense^, 10, 13, 14, 
19, 21, 23. 25. 27, 29, 30. 

C is a briefer, that is, an unfarced, form of 
B. Glenlion is corrupted to Linlyon. 

D has its commonplaces af^in. For Bar- 
bara we have Annie, and GleDdinning for 
Glenlion, and a brother Jemmy instead of a 
lover. In E tbe ravisher is Lochell. 

Dr Joseph Robertson in his Adversaria, 
MS., p. 87, gives these two lines of ' h&bj 
Livingston : ' 

bony Baby Livingston 
'Was playin at the ba.* 

The kidnapping of women for a compulsory 
marriage was a practice which prevailed for 
hundreds of yeai-s, and down to a late date, 
and, of course, not only in Great Bt'itain. 
Tiie unprotected female, especially if she bad 
any property, must have been in a state of 
miserable insecurity, and even a convent was 
far from furnishing her an asylum. See for 
England, in the first half of the fifteenth cen- 
tury, Beamont's Annals of the Lords of War- 
rington, pp. 2o6-61 and 265 f. ; for Scotland, 
in the same century and the two following, 
Sliarpe's Ballad Book, p. 99 ff., R. Cham- 
bers's Domestic Annals of Scotland. 1858, I, 
223-5, 415 f. ; for Ireland, Fi-oude, The Eng- 
lish in Ireland in the Eighteenth Century, 
1872, 1, 417 ff. Other Scottish ballads cele- 
brating similar abductions are 'Eppie Mor^ 
rie,' ' The Lady of Arngosk,' and ' Rob Roy,* 
which immediately follow, f 

A b is translated by Grundtvig, Engelaka 
c^ skotske Folkeviser, p. 126, No 18. 
before ns. But the reference it ceTtainlr to a long known 
as Ihe "Lass o Livingston," btvinninR, 'The bonis laan o 
Liviston ; ' concertiine wbich aee Cromek'l Reliqnea of Rob- 
ert Burn*, p. 204 of the edition of 1817, and Johtiaon'l Mo- 
seam, IV, 18, 1853. 

t I will add one more com lo a heap " Mrs Wharton, 
who waa lately stole, ia returned hoine to her frimda. hav- 
in^been married against her connent to Captain Cumpbell" 
(November, 1690). Lnttrcll'* Kelation. IT. 130. Tbrre U 
partial comforl, but aomewhut cold, in the fact That the mv- 
isher was in many. cases utiimatclj unaucceattal in hia ob- 
ject, as he is iu all tbe ballads here giiea. 



I 



I 
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H 




Nor go with thee to Glenlion. ^^^^^| 
For Uiere 'U neer find ease.' ^^^^H 


^H R. Jinieioii-Brown MS.. Appendix, p. xii, nnC hj Mn 












^" b. J-miesons Vopa\aT BalluciB, 11. I3S, M Mkea from Mn 


11 


Than out it spake hie brother John, ^^^^^^^H 


Brown> rec^ititHoii a uliurt limu before & wu written down. 




- O were your place. ^^^^^^^^ 
I 'd Uke that lady hame agtun, ^^^^^^| 


1 BOSNV Baby Livingston 




bonny face. ^^^^^^^H 


Went forth to view the hay, 




^^^^^^M 


And by it came him Glenlion, - 


12 


' Commend me to the bus that 's kmd, ^^^^^^M 


Sla bonny Baby away. . 




Tho na so gently born ^^^^^^^| 
And. gin her heart I coudns gain, ^^^^^^H 


2 arst he '■ taen her silken coat, 




To take her hand I 'd scorn.' ^^M 


And neest her satten gown. 




^H 


Syne rowd her in a tartan plaid, ' 


13 


' had your tongue now. John,' he says, ^^| 


And hapd her round and rown. 




' You wis na wliat you say ; ^^H 
For I 've lood that bonny faoe ^^^| 


3 He has act her upon his steed 




This twelve month and a day. ^^^^^^H 


And roundly rode away. 




^^H 


And neer loot her look back again 


14 


■ And tho I 've lood her lang and sair ^^^^^1 


The live-long summer's day. 




A smile I neer coud win ; ^^^^^^^| 
Yet what I 've got anse in my power ^^^H 


4 He '8 carried her oer hilla and muiw 




To keep I think nae sin.' ^^M 


Till they came to a Highland glen. 




. ■ 


And there he '• met liis brother John, 


15 


When they came to Glenlion castle, ^^M 


With twenty armed men. 




They lighted at Uie yate, ^^M 
And out it came liia sisters three, ^^H 


5 there were cowg. and there were ewes, 




Wha did them kindly greet. ^^M 


And laosea milking there. 




^^1 


But Baby neer anse lookd about, 


16 they 've Uen Baby by the hands ^^| 


Her heart was filld wi care. 




And led ber oer the green, ^H 
And ilka lady spake a word, ^^H 


6 Qlenlion took her in )iis arms, 




But bonny Baby spake nane. ^^M 


And kissd her, cheek and chin ; 




^^M 


Saya, I 'd gie a' these cows and ewes 


17 Then oat it spake her bonny Jean, ^^| 


Bnt ae kind look to win. 




The youngest o tlie three. ^^1 
'0 lady, dinna look sae sad, ^^^| 


7 '0 ae kind look ye neer shall get. 




But tell year grief to me.' ^^^^^H 


Nor win a smUe frae me. 




^^^^^^1 


Unless to me you '11 favour shew, 


18 


' wherefore should I t«ll my grief, ^^^^^^| 


And take nie to Dundee.' 




Since ki I canna ^^^^^1 
I 'm stown frae a' my kin and friends, ^^^^^^^| 


8 ' Dundee, Baby ? Dundee, Baby? 




And my love left behind. ^^^^^1 


Dundee you neer aball see 




^^^^^^M 


Till I -ve carried yon to GleuUon 


19 


' But had I paper, pen. and ink, ^^^^^^| 


And have my bride made thee. 




Before that it were day, ^^^^^| 
I yet might get a letter sent ^^^^^^| 


9 ' We ni stay a while at Anchingonr, 




In lime toJohny Hay.' ^^H 


And get sweet milk and cheese. 




^^M 


And syne we "11 gong to Glenlion, 


20 she 's got paper, pen. and ink, ^^^ 


^1 And there live at our ease.' 




And candle that she might see. ^^^^^^M 
And she has written a broad lett«r ^^^^^^| 


^H 10 ' I winna stay at Auchingour, 




To Johuy tX Dundee. ^^^^^1 


^H Nor eat sweet milk and cheese. 




^^^^^^M 




1 


^^J 
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21 And she has gotten a bonny hoy, 

That was baith swift and Strang, 
Wi philabeg and bonnet blue, 
Her errand for to gang. 

22 ' O boy, gin ye 'd my blessing win 

And help me in my need. 
Run wi this letter to my love, 
And bid him come wi speed. 

23 * And here 's a chain of good red gowd. 

And gowdn guineas three, 
And when you Ve well your errand done^ 
Tou '11 get them for your fee.' 

24 The boy he ran oer hill and dale. 

Fast as a bird coud flee. 
And eer the sun was twa hours height 
The boy was at Dundee. 

25 And when he came to Johny's door 

He knocked loud and sair ; 
Then Johny to the window came. 
And loudly cry*d, • Wha 's there ? ' 

26 ' O here 's a letter I have brought, 

Which ye maun quickly read. 
And, gin ye woud your lady save^ 
Gang back wi me wi speed.' 

27 O when he had the letter read, 

An angry man was he ; 
He says, Glenlion, thou shalt rue 
This deed of villany I 

28 ^ O saddle to me the black, the blacky 

O saddle to me the brown, 
O saddle to me the swiftest steed 
That eer rade frae the town. 

29 ' And arm ye well, my merry men a'* 

And follow me to the glen. 
For I vow I '11 neither eat nor sleep 
Till I get my love again.' 

30 He 's mounted on a milk-white steed, 

The boy upon a gray, 
And they got to Glenlion's castle 
About the close of day. 

31 As Baby at her window stood. 

The west wind saf t did bla ; 



She heard her Johny's well-kent voica 
Beneath the castle wa. 

32 ' O Baby, haste, the window jump ! 

I '11 kep yon in my arm ; 
My merry men a' are at the yate. 
To rescue yon frae harm.' 

33 She to the window fixt her sheets 

And slipped safely down. 
And Johny catchd her in his arms, 
Neer loot her touch the ground* 

34 When mounted on her Johny's horse^ 

Fon blithely did she say, 
* Glenlion, you hae lost your bride ! 
She 's aff wi Johny Hay.' 

35 Glenlion and his brother John 

Were birling in the ha. 
When they heard Johny's bridle ring. 
As first he rade awa. 

36 * Rise, Jock, gang out and meet the priest, 

I hear his bridle ring ; 
My Baby now shall be my wife 
Before the laverocks sing.' 

37 ' O brother, this is not the priest ; 

I fear he '11 come oer late ; 
For armed men with shining brands 
Stand at the castle-yate.' 

38 ' Haste Donald, Duncan, Dngald, Hugh I 

Haste, take your sword and spier ! 
We '11 gar these traytors rue the hour 
That eer they ventured here.' 

39 The Highland men drew their claymores. 

And gae a warlike shout. 
But Johny's merry men kept the yate, 
Nae ane durst venture out. 

40 The lovers rade the live-lang night, 

And safe gat on their way. 
And bonny Baby Livingston 
Has gotten Johny Hay. 

41 * Awa, Glenlion ! f y for shame ! 

Gae hide ye in some den ! 
You 've lettn your bride be stown frae yon, 
For a' your armed men.' 



r 322. BONNY 


BABT LIVINGSTON 235 ^^| 


1 


11 ' strip, strip, my love,' he said, ^^^^^^| 


1 


■ strip and lay you down ^^^^^^^| 


I Buchao's MSS. I, 77. 


•How can I strip? How can I strip, ^^^^H 


r 


To bed w) an nnco man ^^^^^^^H 


1 Bonny Baibara Livingston 


^^^^^^M 


Went out to take the air, 


12 He 's taen out his little pen-knife, ^^^^^^| 


When came the l.iird o Glenljron 


And he slit down her gown, ^^^^^^^H 


And 8taw the maiden fair. 


And cut Iter stays behind her bock, ^^^^^^^H 




And forc'd her to lie down. ^^^^^^^| 


2 He Btaw hep in her cloak, her cloak. 


'^^^^^^M 


He ataw her in her gowu ; 


13 '0 day, dear sir! day. dear sir ! ^^^^^^^B 


Before he let hev look again. 


dear ! if it were day. ^^^| 


Wae mon^ mile frae town. 


And me upon my father's steed, ^^^H 




I soon shoud ride away.' ^^^^^^H 


3 So they rade over hills and dales. 


^^^^^^M 


Through m[o]iiy a wilsoine way. 


14 ' Tour father's steed is in my stable, ^^^^^^| 


Till tliey came to the head o yon hill. 


Eating good corn and hay, ^^^^^^^H 


And showed her ewes and kye. 


And ye are in my arms twa ; ^^^| 




What needs you lang for day ? ' ^^| 


4 • wiU ye stay witli me, Barbara, 


^^1 


And get good curds and whey ? 


15 ' If I had paper, pens, and ink, ^^| 


Or will ye go to Glenlyon, 


And light that I may see. ^H 


And be a lady gay ? ' 


I woud write a broad, broad letter ^^| 




To my love in Dundee.' ^^H 


& ' The Highlands is nae for me, kind air, 


^H 


The Highlands is nae for me, 


16 They brought her paper, pen. and ink, ^^H 


But, gin ye woud my favour win, 


And light ttiat she might see, ^H 


Have me to bonny Dundee.' 


And she has written a brood letter ^^H 




To her love in Dundee. ^H 


6 'Dundee, Barbara? Dundee, Barbara? 


^^1 


That town ye 'se never see ; 


17 And aye she wrote, and aye she grat, ^^| 


I '11 kae you to a finer place 


The saut tear blinded her ee ; ^^| 


Than eer was in Dundee.' 


And aye at every verse's enil, ^^^| 




' Haste, my bonny love, to me ! ' ^^^^^^^H 


7 But when she came to Glenlyon, 


^^^^^^1 


And lighted on the green, 


18 < If I bad but a titUe wee boy, ^^^^^| 


Every lady spake Earae to her. 


Would work for meat and ^^^^H 


But Barbara could speak nane. 


Would go and carry this letter ^^^^^^^H 




To my love Dundee ^^^^^^| 


8 When they were all at dinner set. 


^^^^^^1 


And placed the table round, 


19 '0 here am I, a little wee boy ^^^^^^| 


Every one took some of it, 


Will for meat and fee, ^^^^^| 


Bat Barbara took nana. 


Will go and carry that letter ^^^^^^| 




To your love in Dundee.' ^^^^^^^| 


9 She put it to her cheek, her cheek, 


^^^^^^1 


She pat it to her chin, 


20 Upstarts the mom. the boy he ran ^^^^^^| 


And put it to her rosey lips. 


Oer mony a hill and dale, ^^^^^^^H 


But neer a bit gaed in. 


And he wan on to bonny Dundee ^^^^^^^H 




About the hour o twall. ^^^^^^^| 


10 When day was gone, and night was come. 


^^^^^H 


And a' man bound for bed, 


21 There Geordy oer a window lay, ^^^^^H 


Glenlyon and that fair lady 




To one chamber were laid. 


^^J 
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And he beheld a little wee boj 
Come running to the town. 

22 ' What news ? what news, my little wee boyi 

You run sae hastilie ? ' 
* Your love is stown by Glenlyon, 
And langs your face to see.' 

23 ' Gae saddle to me the black, the black, 

Grae saddle to me the brown ; 
Gae saddle to me the swiftest steed 
Will hae me to the town. 

24 ' Gret me my hat, dyed o the black, 

My mourning-mantle tee, 
And I will on to Glenlyon, 
See my love ere she die.' 

25 First he tired the black, the black, 

And then he tired the brown. 
And next he tired the swiftest steed 
Ere he wan to the town. 

26 But for as fast as her love rade. 

And as fast as he ran, 



Before he wan to Glenlyon 
His love was dead and gane. 

27 Then he has kissd her cheek, her cheek. 

And he has kissd her chin. 
And he has kissd her comely moath. 
But no life was therein. 

28 ' O wae mat worth yon, Glenlyon, 

An ill death mat ye die ! 
Ye 'ye twind me and the fairest flower 
My eyes did ever see. 

29 ^ But I will kiss your cheek, Barbara, 

And I will kiss your chin, 
And I will kiss your comely mouth. 
But neer woman's again. 

30 * Deal well, deal well at my love's lyke 

The beer but and the wine. 
For ere the mom at this same time 
Ye 11 deal the same at mine.' 



Motherweirs MS., p. 375, from the recitation of Agnc 
Lyle of Kilbarchan. 

1 FouR-AND-TWBinT ladies fair 

Was playing at the ba, 
And out cam Barbra Livingston, 
The flower amang them a'. 

2 Out cam Barbra Livingston, 

The flower amang them a' } 
The lusty laird of Linlyon 
Has stown her clean awa. 

3 ' The Hielands is no for me, kind sir. 

The Hielands is no for me ; 

But, if you wud my favour win. 

You 'U tak me to Dundee.' 

4 ' The Hielands '11 be for thee, my dear, 

The Hielands will be for thee ; 
To the lusty laird o Linlyon 
A-married ye shaU be.' 



6 When they came to Linlyon's yetts, 
And lichted on the green. 
Every ane spak Earse to her, 
The tears cam trinkling down. 

6 When they went to bed at nicht. 

To Linlyon she did say, 
* Och and alace, a weary nicht I 
Oh, but it 's lang till day ! ' 

7 ^ Your father's steed in my stable, 

He 's eating com and hay. 
And you 're lying in my twa arms; 
What need you long for day ? ' 

8 ' If I had paper, pen, and ink. 

And candle for to see, 
I wud write a lang letter 
To my love in Dundee.' 

9 They brocht her paper, pen, and ink, 

And candle for to see, 
And she did write a lang letter 
To her love in Dundee. 
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10 When he cam to Linlyon's yetta, 


11 < Woe be to thee, Linlyon, ^H 


And lichtit on the g;reen. 


An ill death may thou die 1 ^^M 


Bat lang or he wan up the stair 


Thou tnicht bae taen anither woman, ^^M 


His love was dead and gana. 


And let my lady be." ^^^^H 


D 


And yon are in Glendinning'a arms ; ^^H 




What need ye long for day ? ' ^^^^^| 


C»mpbell HSS, II. SS*. 


^^^^^H 


1 BoNNiB Annie LiringBtone 


7 '0 fetch me paper, pen, and ink, ^^^^^^^M 


Was walking out the way, 


A candle that I may see, ^^^^^^^| 


By cama the laird of Glendinning, 


And I will write a long letter ^^^^^^H 


And he '» stolen her away. 


To Jemmy at Dundee.' ^^^^^H 


The HigUands are no for me, kind air. 


^^^^^^H 


The Highlands are no for nie, 


8 When Jemmie looked the letter on, ^^^^^| 


' And, if you wad my favour win, 


A loud laughter gikve he ; ^^^^^^H 


' You -d take me to Dundee. 


But eer he read the letter oer ^^^^^^H 




The tear blinded bis ee. ^^^^H 


2 He mounted her on a milk-white steed, 


^^H 


Himself upon a grey, 


9 ' Gar saddle,' he cried, ' my war-borse fierce, ^^H 


He 'b taen her to the Highland hills, 


Warn a' my trusty clan. ^^M 


And stolen her quite away. 


And I 'U away to Glendinnbg CasUe ^M 




And see my sister Ann.' ^^M 


3 When they camo to Glendinning gate. 


^^^^M 


They lighted on the green ; 




There many a Highland lord spoke free, 


He lighted on the green, ^^^^^| 


But fair Annie she spake nane. 


But ere that he wan up the stiur ^^^^^| 




Fair Annie she was gane. ^H 


4 When bells were rung, and mass begun. 


^1 


And a' men bound for bed, 


11 'The Highlands were not for thee, bonnie ^M 


Bonnie Annie Livingstone 


Ann, ^^H 




The Highlands were not for thee, ^H 




And they that would have tliy favour won ^^H 


6 ' gin it were but day. kind sir! 


Should have brought yon boine to me. ^^| 


gin it were but day ! 


^H 


gin it were but day. kind sir. 


12 • I win kiRS thy cherry cheeks, ^M 


That I might win away ! " 


And I will kiss thy chin, ^^^^1 




And I will kiss tby rosy lipi, ^^^^^H 


6 ' Your steed stands in the stall, bonnie Ann, 


For they will neer kiss mine.' ^^^^^^^| 


£aljng corn and bay, 


1 
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Kinloch MSS, V, 355, in the handwriting of John Hill 
Burton. 

1 BoxNT Baby Livingstone 

Went out to view the hay, 
And by there came a Hieland lord, 
And he 's stown Baby away. 

2 He 'a stown her in her coat, her coat, 

And he 's stown her in her gown. 
And he let not her look back again 
Ere she was many a mile from town. 

3 He set her on a milk-white steed, 

Himself upon another, 
And they are on to bonny Lochell, 
Like sister and like brother. 

4 The bells were rang, the mass was song^ 

And all men boand to bed. 
And Baby and her Hieland lord 
They were both in one chamber laid. 



5 ' Oh day, kind sir ! Oh day, kind sir I 

Oh day fain would I see ! 
I would gie a' the lands o Livingstone 
For day-light, to lat me see.' 

6 ' Oh day. Baby ? Oh day, Baby ? 

What needs you long for day ? 
Your steed is in a good stable. 

And he 's eating baith com and hay. 

7 ' Oh day, Baby ? Oh day. Baby ? 

What needs you long for day ? 
You 'r lying in a good knight*8 arms. 
What needs you long for day ? ' 

8 ' Ye '11 get me paper, pen, and ink. 

And light to let me see. 
Till I write on a broad letter 
And send 't to Lord . . .' 



A. '' On the other page you will find the whole bal- 
lad of Bonny Baby Livingston. I found 
upon recollection that I had the whole story 
in my memory, and thought it better to 
write it out entire, as what I repeated to 
you was, I think, more imperfect." Mrs 
Broum, MS*, Appendix, p. xu. 

a. 35*. first may be fast, ds in b. 

b. 1'. gaed out. 2K And first. 2\ in his. 
3^. He 's mounted her upon a. 

4^. oer yon hich hich hiU. 4^ Intill a. 

4'. He met. 5^ And there. 

5^. And there were kids sae fair. 

5*. But sad and wae was bonny Baby. 

5^ was fu o. 

6^. He 's taen her in his arms twa. 

6*. I wad gie &* my flocks and herds. 

6\ Ae smile frae thee to. 

7. A smile frae me ye *se never win, 

I '11 neer look kind on thee ; 
Ye Ve stown me awa frae a' my kin, 

Frae a' that 's dear to me. 

Dundee, kind sir, Dundee, kind sir, 
Tak me to bonny Dundee ! 



For ye sail neer my favour win 
Till it ance mair I see. 

8'. But I will carry you. 
8*. Where you my bride shall be. 
9*. Or will ye stay at 9*. And get. 
9'. Or gang wi me to. 9*. we 11 live. 
10^ I care neither for milk nor. 10^ gang. 
11«. If I were m. 11». I 'd send. 
12'. coudna win. 

13^. tongue, my brother John. 13'. I hae. 
13^ This mony a year and day. 
14^. I 've lued her lang and lued her weeL 
14*. But her love L 
14'. And what I canna fairly gain. 
14^. To steal. 15'. they cam, his three sisters. 
15*. Their brother for to greet 
16^. And they have taen her bonny Baby. 
17'. why look ye sae. 17*. Come telL 
18». I 'm far frae. 19^ Afore. 
19'. letter wrate. 19*. And sent to. 
After 19 : And gin I had a bonny boy 

To help me in my need. 
That he might rin to bonny Dondee, 

And come again wi speed. 
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20. Wanting. 21'. And they hae. 

21'. Tlieir errand for to gang. 

21'. Anil bade him run to bonny Dundee. 

21V And nae to tarry lang. 22, 2S. Wiinting. 

24'. oer muir. 2i\ As fast as he. 

25, 26. Wanting. 

27. Whan Johnie loohit the letter on, 

A beorty laugli leuuh be ; 

But ere lie read it till an end 

The tear blinded his ee. 

wha is this, or what is that. 
Has stowu my love f rae me ? 



Although he were my ae brither. 
An ill dead sail be die. 

', Gae saddle to me the black, he says. 

*'. Gae. 29', He 'a called upon his merry. 

'. To foUow liira to. 

'. And he 'a vowd he 'd neither. 

■♦. he got his. 30'. him on. 

'". And fast he rade away. 

''. And he 'a come to Glenlyon's yett. 

'. And the. 31*. Atieath. 

', window loup- 34, Wanting. 

'. As fast 36*. laverock. 37'. nae the. 

ewes. Indistinctly written. 5*. fore. 
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'Eppie Morrie,' Maidtnent't Nortli Countrie Garland, p. 40, 18 



"TfTIS ballad," says Maidment, "is prob- 
ably much more tlian a century old, th"ugh 
tbe circitmstiinces which have giveu rise to it 
were unfortunately too common to pieclude 
the possibility of its being of a later date." 
He does not tell us where the ballad c:ime 
from, and no other editor seems to know of it. 
Two stanzas, 10. 11, occur in a copy of ' Rob 
Roy' (No 22.5, J) which bad once been in 
Maidmeiit's hiinds, and perhaps was obtained 
from the same region. 

Four-and-twenty Highlanders, the leader of 
whom is one Willie, come to Strathdon from 
Carrie (Carvie?) side to steal away Eiipie 
Morrie, who has refused to marry Willie. 
They tie her on a horse and take her to a 
minister, whom Willie, putting a pistol to his 
breast, orders to marry them. The minister 
will not consent unless Eppie ia willing, and 
she strenuously refuses; so they take her to 



Carrie side and put her to bed. She defends 
herself successfully, and in the morning cornea 
in her lover, Belbordlane. or John Forsyth, 
wpll armed, and we presume well supported, 
who carries her buck tu her mother, to be his 
bride. 

Scott, Introduction to Rob Roy. AppendiX) 
No V, cites two stanzas of a balhid derived 
from tradition which, if we Imd the whole, 
might possibly turn out to be the same story 
with different names. 

Fonr-and-lwenty Hieland men 

Came domi by Fiddoch side, 
And they hare sworn a deadly aitb 

Jean Muir said be a bride. 

And they hare sworn a deadly aith. 

like man upon his durke, 
That she should wed with Duncan Ger, 

Or ihey 'd make bloody worke. 
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1 Foxnt-and-twenty Highland men 

Came a* from Carrie side 
To steal awa Eppie Morrie, 
Cause she would not be a bride» 

2 Out it 's came her mother, 

It was a moonlight night, 
She could not see her daughter, 
Their swords they shin'd so bright* 

3 ' Haud far awa f rae me, mother, 

Hand far awa frae me ; 
There 's not a man in a' Strathdon 
Shall wedded be with me.' 



10 ' Haud far awa fraa me, WiUie, 

Haud far awa frae me ; 
Before I '11 lose my maidenhead, 
I 'U try my strength with thee.' 

11 She took the cap from off her head 

And threw it to the way ; 
Said, Ere I lose my maidenhead^ 
I 'U fight with yon till day. 

12 Then early in the morning, 

Before her clothes were on. 
In came the maiden of Scalletterf 
€U>wn and shirt alone. 



4 They have taken Eppie Morrie, 
And horse back bound her on. 
And then awa to the minister. 
As fast as horse could gang. 

6 He 's taken out a pistol. 

And set it to the minister's breast : 
^ Marry me, marry me, minister, 
Or else I 'U be your priest.' 

6 * Haud far awa frae me, good sir, 

Haud far awa frae me ; 
For there 's not a man in all Strathdon 
That shall married be with me.' 

7 * Haud far awa frae me, Willie, 

Haud far awa frae me ; 
For I dama avow to marry you, 
Except she 's as willing as ye.' 

8 They have taken Eppie Morrie, 

Since better could nae be. 
And they 're awa to Carrie side^ 
As fast as horse could flee. 

9 When mass was sung, and bells were rung. 

And all were bound for bed. 
Then Willie an Eppie Morrie 
In one bed they were laid. 



13 * Gret up, get up, young woman. 

And drink the wine wi me ; * 
'You might have called me maiden, 
I 'm sure as leal as thee.' 

14 ' Wally fa you, Willie, 

That ye could nae prove a man 
And taen the lassie's maidenhead I 
She would have hired your han*' 

15 ' Hand far awa frae me, lady, 

Hand far awa frae me ; 
There 's not a man in a' Strathdon 
The day shall wed wi me.' 

16 Soon in there came Belbordlane, 

With a pistol on every side : 
* Come awa hame, Eppie Morrie, 
And there yon 11 be my bride.* 

17 ' Go get to me a horse, Willie, 

And get it like a man, 
And send me back to my mother 
A maiden as I cam. 

18 * The sun shines oer the westlin hillB ; 

By the light lamp of the moon, 
Just saddle your horse, young John Forsyth, 
And whistle, and I 'U come toon.* 



5^. pistol, and. 5^ Set. 



16^ their. 
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THE LADY OF ARNGOSK 

Sharpe's Balkd Book, IS23, {). 09. 



" The following fragment," says Sharpe in 
bis preface (he had not tben recovered the 
second stanza), " I cannot illustrate either 
from history or tradition." Very soon after 
the publication of the Ballad Book, full par- 
ticulars of the carrying off of the Lady of 
Arngosk were procured for him by David 
Webster, the bookaaller. Webster addressed 
himself to Mrs Isobell Dow, otherwise Mrs 
Mac Leish, of Newburgh, Fife, whose mother, 
he had learned, was waiting-maid to the lady 
at the time of the rape. " In my very early 
years," he wrote, July 4, 1823, " I have lis- 
tened with great delight to my mother when 
Bhe sang me a song the first stanza of which 
was this : 

The Highlandmen are a' com down, 
They 're a' cum down almost, 

They 've stowen awa tlie bonny lass, 
The lady of Arngosk. 

"Now Miss Finlay informs me that Isobel 
Stewart, your mother, was waiting-maid to 
the ' bonny lass ' at the time she was * stowen 
awa,' and that you are the most likely person 
now alive who will be able to recollect the 
song, or the particulars that gave rise to it. 
My reason for requesting this favour from a 
lady I have not the pleasure to know is, some 
gentlemen, my acquaintance, are making a 
collection of old Scots songs, which is print- 
ing, and they are anxious to have it as full as 
possible. We therefore wish a copy of the 
song entire, if you can recollect it, and the 
name of the lady who was the ' bonny lass,' " 
etc. Mrs Dow replied, July 8, through John 
Maaterton, that she was " sorrow " to say that 

• 1 owB ihe knowTed);* ot these letlers to Mr KlAcinkth, 
who Mnt me ■ copy that be wu allowed to mako b; tbo 



she could not recollect more of the song than 
Webster was already in possession of, but the 
story she could never forget, having heard her 
mother repeat it so often : and this story 
Masterton proceeds to give in Mrs Dow's own 
words. Although Mrs Dow was liberal of de- 
tails, Webster seems to have wanted to hear 
more, and accordingly Masterton writes at 
greater length July 30, repeating what had 
been said before, with "some particular inci- 
dents " omitted in the former letter, but noth- 
ing veiy material except that Miss Gibb was 
rich, and that Isobell Dow had "brought to 
her recolection another verse of the song " 
(st. 2). The earlier letter even is somewhat 
out of proportion to so meagre a relic of verse, 
an intolerable deal of bread to a half-penny 
worth ot sack; but it is very readable, and 
has some value as a chapter from domestic 
life in Scotland in the first half of the last 
century.* 

Newbuboh, B Juljr, IBS3. 
Deas Sik. I am directed by Isobell Dow to ae- 
knowledge the receipt of your letter, and to writ* 
you an answer to your request respecting tie steal- 
ing awa the Lady of Arngosk. She is sorrow to 
say (the cannot reculect any more of the song than 
what you are in postesaion oS already. As for the 
truth of the story, she can never forget, having 
heard her mother repeat it bo often. I will there- 
fore give yon it in her own words- 
Tours, &C., Jm Habterton. 

My mother was waiting-mMd to the Ladj of 
Amgask. whose name vaa Miss Margret Gibb, at 
which time two gentlemen paid addresses to her ; 
the one a Mr Jaroieson. a writer in Strathmiglo, 
the other a Mr Graham, of Bracko Castle, who was 

Mturtm; of the M«nn Btodie of EiUobnrgb, in who** pM- 
Muiao thej DO* are. 
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the sabject of the etory ; but hia love did not meet 
with a return suitable to hia wishes ; he therefore 
came to the strong resolution of taking bar away 
by force. It will be proper to mention that he came 
two nights previous, when my mother was in the 
barn dighting corn, and accosted her thus : Tiby, 
I want to see Margret She answerd : I doubt, 
Mr Graham, you canna see her the night, but I 'U 
gang an tell her. She went and was orderd to 
tell him that he could not see her ; which put him 
in Buch a frenzy that he ran up and down the barn 
throDgb chaff and corn up to the nnddle ; however, 
he forced in to her company, but what passed be- 
twixt them my mother did not know. But on the 
second night after, at midnight, when in bed (my 
motbet alway steeping with Misa Gibb),* a very 
sharp knock was heard at the door, which alarnid 
them very much, it being a lonely place. My 
mother went and called, who was there ; she was 
answered. Open the door. Tiby. and see. She 
siud : Keep me ! Mr Graham, what way are you 
here at this time? Ye canna won in the night. 
She drew the bar, and was almost frighted out of 
her sences by the appearance of above thirty Hil- 
landmen on horseback, all armed with swords and 
dirks,. &c. She atempted to shut the door again, 
but Mr Graham pressed his knee in and forced his 
way. He went ben, and ordered them to put on 
their clothes an go along with him. Miss Gibb 
insisted on sloping ere daylight, and she would go 
with good will ; but he would admit of no delay, but 
ordered her to dress herself imediately, otherwise he 
would do it by force. She then said she would not 
go unless Tiby acompanied faer, which he said he 
intended to propose had she not mentioned it ; bat 
my mother would not go, she said, to ride behind 
none of these Hillandmen. Mr Graham then pro- 
posed to take her behind himself. They did then 
all mount ; he at the same time used the precaution 
of placing sentries on the houses where the other 
Berrants lodged, to prevent them giving the alarm, 
tad also three stout men at the bell of the church, 
to prevent it being rung. They kept their posts 
till they thought them a sufficient distance on the 
way, Mr Graham always joking to my mother about 
Bometliing or other, asuring her so soon as he had 
all over he would make her happy and comfortable 
all the days of her life. They rode on over hill and 
dale till within sight of Bracko Castle, when all of 
a sudden the Hillanmen dispersed, or deserted them, 
excepting his own imediate servants ; which my 

' " Being her guardian as well as wuiting-niaid, as ap- 
pointed bjold Mn Gibb when on her death-bed, tbef being, 
u (be aajlng is, consinB once removed." Letter of Jul; 3tX 




mother thought was because he had deceived theni. 
saying that the lady was willing to marry b tm but 
her friends would not alow, which by Ihig time they 
must have found out. He told my mother that ■ 
minister was waiting them at Bracko, but be mutt 
have been disappointed, for the minister never ap- 
peared ; else, she always thought, they would been 
married. Report said that Mr Jaaiieson bad ■■> 
contrived to stop his arrivaL My mother and Mim 
Margrot were then secured in an uper room in tl« 
castle till the next day, when there appeared mostly 
all the men of the parishes of Arngask and Stntb- 
miglo. demanding their lady ; my father among the 
rest, demanding my mother as his intended wif& 
It seemed so soon as the Hillan sentries were gone 
from the houses and church-bell of Arngask, that 
the servants ran to the bell, and rang such a peal as 
made all the Ochles resound wi the sad news that 
their lady was stowen awa by Graham an bis clan- 
Mr Jamieson was no less busy in alarming and rous- 
ing the indignation of the good folk of Stratfamiglo, 
who were much atached to her interest, so ibu t 
both parishes rose to a man, and armed themselves 
with whatever came in the way, and marched in a 
body to make an attack on tlie castle, and rescue 
their much esteemed lady. But on their making 
their appearance before the castle in such formidable 
array, Mr Graham thoitfrlit it prudent to surender 
rather than sustain the attick of such a body of des- 
perate men. Mr Graham conducted them down 
stairs with hia cap in liand (the gentlemen in those 
days wore velvet caps), and addressed her thus: 
I shall see you on your horse, Mai^et, for a,' the 
ill you 've done me. and bade her a long and tast- 
ing farewell; at which slie stamped with her foot 
and recommended bim to tlie devil. They all cams 
home in safety, and the belts, that so lately rang to 
alarm and spread the dismal news, were again rung 
to proclaim the happy return of the lady tliat was 
stowen awa. Bonetires were also erected on the 
highest of the Orhles. She was married that same 
year to Mr Jamieson, and I suppose some of their 
children are alive to this day. It was generaly 
reported that Mr Graham was so much affronted 
at the dissapointment that be left the coantiy soon 

Such, sir, is the story that gave rise to the song 
you are so much in request off, which I have gath- 
ered from Isobell Dow, and put in order according 
to my weak capacity, knowing it will fall into bet- 
ter and abler hands, and tliat, altho the song be a 
wanting, there is ample mater for composition. 

Iiemain your most Obed* H''Serv', 

JoHif Mastbrtov, for Isobell Dow. 
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p. S. I had almost forgot to mention as to the lived together fifty-one years, it being now thir^- 
period of time when it happened, wliich cannot be four years since her inolher died, which makes it to 
less than 87 years, which Isobell raakea out in the have been about the year 1736- 
following maner ; it being two years before her J. M. 

father and mother was married, and that they 



1 The Highlandinen hae a' come dc 

They 've a' come down almost. 
They Ve stowen away the bonny li 
The Lady of Arngosk. 

2 Th«y hae pat on her petticoat. 

Likewise her silken gown ; 



The Highland man he drew his sword. 
Said, Follow me ye 's come. 

3 Behind her back they 've tied her hands, 
An then they set her on ; 
' I winna gang wi you," she swd, 
' Nor ony Highland loon.' 
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A. Skene MS., p. 44. 

B. 'Rob Roy," Kinloch MSS, I, 343. 

C. ' Rob Roy MacGregor,' Motherwell's M8.. p. 93. 



a. ■ Hob Roy,' Cromek'i Select Scotish Soogi, ISIO, 
11, 199. 



a. Sir Walter Scott's Introduction i 
Appendix, No V. 



D. • Rob Koy,' " Scoteh Ballads, Materials for Border L ' Rob Roy,' CampbeU's MSS, n, 58. 
Miostreliy," Ho HI, Abbotsford. 

J. ■ Rob Dig,' A Garland of Old Hiitoiical Ballads, 
B. ' Rob Roy,' Pitcsirn's MSS, III, 41. p. 10, Aungervyle Society, 1881. 



F. * Bob Roy,' Campbell MSS, II, 229. 



b Roy,' Luing'e Thistle of Scotland, p. S 



I 



The hero of this h»1Iad was the youngest 
of the 5ve sons of the Rob Roy whu has been 
immortalized by Sir Walter Scott, and was 
known aa Robert Oig, young, or junior. When 
a mere boy (only twelve years old, it is said) 
he ahot a man mortally whom he considered 
to have intruded on his mother's land, and 
for not appearing to underlie the law for this 
murder lie was outlawed in 1736. He hnd 
fied to the continent, and there be enlisted in 
the British army, and was wounded and made 



prisoner at Fontenoy in 1745. He was ex- 
changed, returned to Scotland and obtained a 
discharge from service, and, though still under 
ban, was able to effect a marriage with a 
womiin of respectable family. She lived but 
a few years, and after her death, whether 
spontaneously or under the influence of his 
brother James, a man of extraordinary hardi- 
hood, Rob Oig formed a plan of bettering hiB 
own fortune, and incidentally that of his kin, 
by a marriage of the Sabine fashion with K 
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woman of ineanB. The person selected was 
Jean Key, who had been two months the 
widow of John Wright. She was bat nine- 
teen years of age, and was living with her 
mother at Edinb«lly, in Stirlingshire, and her 
property is said to have been, not the twenty 
thousand pounds of some of the ballads, but 
Bome sixteen or eighteen thousand marks. 

On the night of December 8, 1750, Rob 
Oig, accompanied by his brothers James and 
Duncan and others, first placing guards at the 
door and windows, to prevent escape from 
within and help from without, entered the 
bouse of Jean Key, and not finding her, be- 
oanae she had taken alarm and hidden her- 
self in a closet, obliged the mother to produce 
her daughter, under threats "to murder every 
person in the family, or to bum the house 
and every person in it alive." Jean Key, on 
being brought out, was told by James Mac- 
Gregor that the party had come to marry her 
to Robert, his brother. " Upon her desiring 
to be allowed till next morning, or some few 
hours, to deliberate upon the answer she was 
to give to so unexpected and sudden a pro- 
posal as a marriage betwixt her, then not two 
months a widow, and a man with whom she 
had no manner of acquaintance," after some 
little expostulation, they laid hands upon her, 
dragged her out of doors, tied her on the back 
of a horse, and carried her first to a house at 
Buchanan, six miles from Edinbelly, thence 
to Rowerdennan, "thence, by water, to some 
part of the Highlands about the upper part of 
Loch Lomond, out of the reach of her friends 
and relations, where she was detained in cap- 
tivity and carried from place to place for up- 
wards of three months." At Rowerdennan, 
or further north, a priest read the marriage- 
service while the resolute James held up the 
young woman before him, and declared Kob 
Oig and her to be man and wife. 



The rest of the story does not come into 
the ballad, but it may be added that both the 
military and the civil power took the matter 
in hand; that the MacGregors found it nec- 
essary to release their captive (who died, but 
not of the violence she had undergone, tan 
months after she was taken away) ; that 
James MacGregor was brought to triiU in July. 
17d2, for hamesucken (invasion of a private' 
house), forcible abduction of a woman, and 
constraining her to a marriage, was convicted 
of a part of the charge but not of the last 
count, and while the court had the verdict mi- 
der consideration made his escape from Edin- 
bnigh castle ; that Rob Oig was apprehended 
the following year, tried and condemned to 
death, and was executed in February, 1754.* 

We may easily believe that, as Scott says, 
the imagination of half-civilized Highlanders 
was not much shocked at the idea of winning 
a wife in a violent way. It had been com- 
mon, and they may naturally have wondered 
why it should seem so particular in their in- 
stance. It is certain that Jean Key did not 
receive the sympathy of all of her own sex. 
A lady of much celebrity has told us that it 
ia safest in matrimony to begin with a little 
aversion, and there were those in Jean Key's 
day, and after, who thought it mere silliness to 
make a coil about a little compulsion. *' It is 
not a great many years," Sir Walter Scott tes- 
tifies, "since a respectable woman, above the 
lower rank of life, expressed herself very 
warmly to the author on his taking the fre» 
dom to censure the behaviour of the MacGreg- 
ors on the occasion in question. She said, * that 
there was no use in giving a bride too much 
choice upon such occasions; that the mar- 
riages were happiest lang syne which bad 
been done off hand.' Finally, she averred 
that her 'ovm mother had never seen her 
father till the night he brought her up from 



* The jorf, ia Jamei's trinl, brought id a npecial rerdict qniah an enterprise io vhirh he had riaked eTerjthing t< 



with (be intenC lo uxe hii life, buC 
in favor of Rob Oig, thoagh there wu a i 
■tanee in hi* case. For Jeao Key " I 
frieods ibm, on the nipht of her being 



inch effort was tnnde 
litigating ciream- 
id iaformed her 
:arriod off, Robin 



ored by her criei and tears, had pnrtly cotJwnCcd to 
let her return, when Jamea came up, with a pistol in his 
band, and mking whether ho wai such a coward aa to relio- 



ipflled his brotha 
to peraeverc." It may be remaikod, by the way, that Dan- 
can StacCregor hivt hia trial aa well, hot wa« found not 
guilty. (Scott, Introduction to " Hob Roy," which I have 
mostlj followed, introducing psagB^es from the iDdictment 
in James MncGregoT'e case when brevity would allow.) 
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the Lennox with ten head of black cattle, and 
there had not been a happier couple in the 
country.' " 

The ballad adheres to fact rather closely ; 
indeed a reasonably good ^^dittay" could be 
made out of it. The halt at Buchanan is 
mentioned B 8, C 10, K 14 ; the road would 
be through Drymen, as in C 10, K 13 ; and Bal- 
maha, H 2, is a little beyond Buchanan. Bal- 
lyshine is substituted for Buchanan in B 6, J 
4. At Buchanan, or Ballyshine (^as they 
came in by Drimmen town, and in by Edin- 
garry,' K 18), a cloak and gown are bought 
(fetched) for the young woman to be married 
in, B 8, C 10, F 4. It is a cotton gown, B 6, 
coat and gown, A 8 ; in cotton gown she is 
married, J 4 ; meaning probably that she was 
married in a night-gown, having been roused 
from her bed. It is at Buchanan, or Bally- 
shine, that she is married. Four held her up 
to the priest. A, C, F (two, D, I, K, three, B, 
J, six, B), four laid her in bed. A, B, B, F, I, 
J, K (two, O, D). 

Rob Roy is said to come from Drunkie 
(the home of his first wife), J 1 ; to come over 
the Loch of Lynn, 0- 2. Jean Key's abode 



seems to be called White House (Wright ?) 
in A 2, but Blackhills, C 2, and in K 2 Jean 
Key is called BlackhilFs daughter. Blackhill 
is apparently a corruption of Mitchell, Jean's 
mother's maiden name. The mother is called 
Jean Mitchell in J 2. 

In A 8, Rob Roy's party are wrongly said 
to tarry at Stirling. In J 2, Glengyle is said 
to go with him to steal Jean Mitchell's daugh- 
ter. Glengyle, Rob Oig's cousin, and chief 
of his immediate family was, for a MacGregor, 
an orderly man,* and did not countenance 
the proceeding. J 6, 7 belong to the ballad 
of * Eppie Morrie,' No 223. 

Rob Oig puts Jean Key's fortune at £20,- 
000, A 13, C 19 ; 60,000 merks, D 14 ; 30,000, 
K 23 ; 20,000, which was not very far from 
right, B 10. The reading in B 16 is a mani- 
fest corruption of thirty thousand merks. 

Old Rob Roy is in several copies spoken of 
as still alive. Though the time both of his 
birth and death is not accurately known, this 
was certainly not the case. 

H is translated by Fiedler, Geschichte der 
schottischen Liederdichtung, I, 62. 



Skene MS., p. 44 ; from recitation in the north of Soot- 
lAod, 1802-4. 

1 Bob Bot, frae the high Highlands, 

Came to the Lawlan border ; 
It was to steel a lady away, 

To keep his Highland house in order. 

2 As he came in by White House, 

He sent nae ane before him ; 
She wad hae secured the house, 
For she did ay abhor him. 

3 Twenty men surrount the house, an twenty 

they went in, 
They found her wi her mither ; 

* " Such, at least, waa his general character ; for when 
James Mohr [the Big], while perpetrating the violence at 
Edinbellj, called ont, in order to overawe opposition, that 
Glengyle was lying in the moor with a hundred men to pat- 



Wi sighs an cries an watery eyes 
They parted frae ane anither. 

4 ' O will ye be my dear ? ' he says, 
' Or will ye be my honnie ? 
O will ye be my wedded wife ? 
I lee you best of ony.' 

6 ' I winna be your dear,' [she says,] 
' Nor will I be your honnie, 
Nor will I be your wedded wife ; 
Ye lee me for my money.' 

6 . . . • by the way. 
This lady aftimes fainted ; 
Says, Woe be to my cursed gold, 
This road for me 's invented ! 

ronise his enterprise, Jean Key told him he lied, since she 
was confident Glengyle wonld never countenance so scoon- 
drelly a business." Scott, Introduction to ** Rob Roy," ed. 
1S46, p. c 
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7 He gave her no time for to dress 

Like ladies when they 're ridin, 
Bat set her on hie horsehack, 
Himsel was ay beside her. 

8 Whan they came to the BUck House, 

And at Stirling tarried, 
There he bought her coat an gown, 
But she would not [be] married. 

9 Four men held her to the priest, 

An four they did her bed, 
Wi sighs an cries an watery eyes 
Whan she by him was laid. 

10 ' Be content, be content, 

Be content wi me, lady ; 
Now ye are my wedded wife 
Untill the day ye die, lady. 

11 ' My father was a Highlan laird, 

McGrigor was his name, lady ; 
A' the country roun about 

They dreadit his great fame, lady. 



12 ^ He kept a hedge about his lands, 

A prickle to his foes, lady. 
An every ane that did him wrang. 
He took him by the nose, lady. 

13 ' My father he delights in nont and goate, 

An me in horse and sheep, lady ; 
Yon an twenty thousan pounds 
Makes me a man complete, lady. 

14 ' You 're welcome to this Highlan Ian, 

It is my native plain, lady ; 
Think nae mair of gauin back, 
But tak it for your hame, lady. 

15 ' I 'm gauin, [I 'm gauin,] 

I 'm gauin to France, lady ; 
Whan I come back 

I '11 learn ye a dance, lady. 

16 ^ Set your foot, [set your foot,] 

Set your foot to mine, lady ; 
Think nae mair of gauin back. 
But tak it for your hame, lady.' 



B 

Kinloch MSS, 1, 343. 

1 Bob Boy frae the Hielands cam 
Unto the Lawland border. 
And he has stown a ladie fair. 
To hand his house in order. 



2 He guarded the house round about, 
Himsel went in and found her out. 

She hung close by her mither ; 
Wi dolefu cries and watery eyes 
They parted frae each ither. 

3 ' Gang wi me, my dear,* he says, 

' Gang and be my honey ; 
Gang and be my wedded wife, 
I loe ye best o onie.' 

4 ' I winna gang wi you,' she says, 

' I winna be your honey ; 
I winna be your wedded wife ; 
Ye loe me for my money.' 



5 He gied na her na time to dress 

As ladies whan they 're brides, 
But hurried her awa wi speed. 
And rowd her in his plaids. 

6 He gat her up upon a horse, 

Himsel lap on ahind her ; 
And they 're awa to the Hieland hilla ; 
Her friends they canna find her. 

7 As they gaed oure the Hieland hills. 

This lady aften fainted. 
Saying, Wae be to my cursed gowd, 
This road to me invented ! 

8 As they gaed oure the Hieland hills. 

And at^ Buchanan tarried. 
He bought to her baith cloak and gonn, 
Yet she wadna be married. 

9 Six held her up afore the priest, 

Four laid her in a bed, O ; 
Maist mournfully she wept and cried 
Whan she bye him was laid, 0. 



1 
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10 


' be content, be content, 


Bka ane that does me wrang ^H 




Bo content to stay, hidie ; 


Sail feel my gude claymore, ladle. ^^H 




For now ye are my wedded wife 


^H 




Unto your dying day, ladie. 


14 'There neer waa frae Lochlomond west ^^^^^B 
That eer I did him fear, ladie ; ^^^^^H 


11 


' Rob Roy waa my father ealld, 


For, if his [person did escape, ^^^^^^^| 




U'Gregor was his name, ladle ; 


I seizd upon his gear, ladie. ^^^^^^^| 




And in a' the country whare he dwalt 


^^^^^B 




He exceeded ae in fame, ladie. 


15 ' My father delights in horse and kye, ^H 
In sheep and goats and a', ladie, ^^^ 


12 


' He waa a hedge unto his friends, 


And thee wi me and thirty merks ^H 




A heckle to his f aes, ladie ; 


Will mak me a man fu braw, hidie. ^H 




And ilka ane that did him wrang, 


^H 




He best him on the neis, ladie. 


16 ' I hae been in foreign lands, ^H 
And servd the king o Prance, ladie; ^^^ 


13 


' I 'm as bold, I am as bold 


We wiU get the bagpipes, ^H 




As my father was afore, Udie ; 


And we 'U ha« a dance, Udie.' ^^^^H 







7 But he her drew amongst his crew, ^^f 

She holding by her mother ; ^^M 




Motherwell's MS., p. 93. 


With mournful crie4 and watery eyes ^^H 


1 


Rob Roy 'a from the Hielands oome 
Unto our Lowland border. 


They parted from each other. ^^M 




And he has st^ilen a lady away. 


8 No time they gave her to be dressed ^^^^^^| 




To keep his house in order. 


As ladies when they 're brides, 0, ^^^^^H 
But hurried her away in hofte : ^^^^^H 


2 


Rob Roy 's come to Blackhill's gat«. 
Twenty men his arms did carry, 


They rowed her in their plaids, 0. ^^^^^H 




And he has stolen a Indy away. 


9 As they went over hills and rocks, ^^^^^H 




On purpose her to marry. 


The lady often fainted ; ^^^^H 
Says, Wae may it be. my cursed money, ^^^^^B 


3 None knew till he surrounded the house. 


This road to me invented ! ^^H 




No tidings came before him, 


^H 




Or else she had been gone away. 


10 They passed away by Drymen town, ^^H 




For she did still abhor him. 


They bought to her a cloak and gown, ^H 


4 


All doors and windows gnarded were. 
None could the plot discover ; 


Yet she would not be married. ^^| 




Himself went in and found her out. 


11 But without consent they joined their hands; ^^| 




Professing how he loTed her. 


By law ought not to carry ; ^^| 
The priest his zeal it was so hot ^^| 


5 


' Come go with me, my dear,' he said, 
' Come go with me, my honey, 


On her will be would not tarry. ^^H 




And you shall be my wedded wife, 


12 Four held her up before the priest, ^H 




1 love you best of onie.' 


Two laid her in the bed, : ^H 
Och, mournfully she weeped and cried ^^| 


6 


■ I will not go with you,' she said, 
' Nor will I be your honey ; 


When she by him wae laid, 0. ^H 




I neer shaU be your wedded wife. 


13 • Now yon 're come to the Highland hiUa, ^H 


L 


You love me for my money.' 


Out of yonr native cUme, lady, ^^^^^^M 
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Never think of going back. 

But take this for yoor hame, lady. 

14 ' Be content, be content. 

Be content to stay, lady ; 
Now ye are my wedded wife 
Unto your dying day, lady. 

15 ' O Bob Boy was my father called, 

But McGregor was his name, lady ; 
In all the country far and near 
None did exceed his fame, lady. 

16 ' I 'm as bold, I 'm as bold, 

I 'm as bold as he, lady ; 
In France and Ireland I '11 dance and fight, 
And from them take the gree, lady. 



17 * He was a hedge about his 

But a heckle to his faes, lady, 
And every one that did him wrong. 
He took them owre the nose, lady. 

18 a 'm as bold, I 'm as bold, 

I 'm as bold, and more, lady; 
Every one that does me wrong 
Shall feel my good claymore, lady. 

19 ' My father he has stots and ewes, 

And he has goats and sheep, lady. 
But yon and twenty thoosand ponds 
Makes me a man complete, lady.' 



»# 



"Scotch Ballads, Materials for Border Minstrelsy, 
No 147, Abbotaford; in a handwriting of the early part of 
this century. 



y 



1 Bob Boy from the Highlands came 

Unto the Lowland border ; 
It was to steal a la<lie away. 
To keep his house in order. 

2 He gae her nae time to dress herself 

like a lady that was to be married. 
But he hoisd her out among his crew. 
And rowd her in his plaidie. 

3 * Will ye go wi me, my dear ? * he says, 

' Will ye go wi me, my honey ? 
Will ye go wi me, my dear ? * he says, 
* For I love you best of ony.' 

4 ' I winna be your dear,' she says, 

' Nor I *11 never be your honey ; 
I '11 never be your wedded wife. 
For you love me but for my money.' 

5 He hoisd her out among his crew, 

She holding by her mother ; 
Wi watry eyes and moumfu cries 
They parted from each other. 

6 As they gaed oer yon high hill, 

The ladie often fainted ; 



* Oh, wae be to my gold,' she said, 
* This road for me invented ! ' 

7 Two held her up before the priest, 

And two pot her to bed, 
Wi mournful cries and watry eyes 
As she lay by his side. 

8 ^ Be content, be content, 

Be content wi me, ladie. 
For now yon are my wedded wife 
Until the day ye die, ladie. 

9 * Bob Boy was my father calld, 

McGrigor was his name, ladie, 
And a' the countiy round abont 
Has heard of Boy's fame, ladie. 

10 ' Ton do not think yourself a match 

For such a one as I, ladie ; 
But I been east and I been west. 
And saird the king of France, ladie. 

11 ^ And now we hear the bag-pipe play. 

And we maun hae a dance, ladie, 
And a' the country round about 
Has heard of Boy's fame, ladie. 

12 < Shake your foot, shake your foot, 

Shake your foot wi me, ladie. 
For now you are my wedded bride 
Until the day ye die, ladie. 
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H 13 ' My father dealt in cows and ewes, 


Why mayn't I maid ^^^H 


^H Likewise in goats and sheep, ladie. 


May I not ride tn state, ladie ? ^^^^| 


^M And a' the country round about 


^^^^H 


^f Has heard of Roy's fame, lodie. 


15 • My father was a Highland laird, ^^^H 




Altho he be now dead, ladie, ^^^^H 


14 ' And ye have fifty thousand marks, 


And a' the country round about ^^^^^H 


Hakes me a *"**" comploat* Ladle i 


Hu heard of Boy's fame, ladle.' ^^^^H 


1 

E 


6 They rade till they cam to Ballyahme, ^^^^^| 




At Ballyshine tbey tarried ; ^^^^^| 
He bought to her a cotton gown, ^^^^^H 


Pitcaim'. MSS, m, 41 ; "from tradition (Widow SWTen- 


•on). 


Yet would she nerer be married. ^^^^^^H 


■ 1 Bob Rot from the Highlands cam 


^^^^^H 


Unto our Scottish border. 


7 Three held her up before the priest, ^^^^H 


And he has et:>wn a lady fair, 


Four carried her to bed, 0, ^^H 


To baud his house in order. 


Wi watery eyes and murafu sig^ ^^| 




When she behind was bud, 0. ^^^^^| 


2 And when he cam he surrounded the borne t 


^^^^^H 


Twenty men their arms did carry ; 


8 ' be content, be content, ^^^^^H 


And he has stown this lady fair. 


Be content to stay, lady, ^^^^^^H 


On purpose her for to marry. 


For yon are my wedded wife ^^^^^^H 




Unto my dying day. lady. ^^^^^^H 




Be content. ^^^^^^H 


No tidings there cam before him. 


^^^^^H 


Or else the lady would have been gone. 


9 ' My father is Rob Roy caUed, ^^^H 


For st'dl she did abhor him. 


MacGregor is his name, lady ; ^^^^^^H 




In all the country whare he dwells, ^^^^^H 


4 Wi mnmfu cries and watery eyes. 


He does succeed the fame, lady. ^^^^^H 


Fast hauding by her mother, 


Be content, ^^^^^^H 


Wi murafu cries and watery eyes 


^^^^^H 


They parted frae each oUier. 


10 ' My father be has cows and ewes, ^^^^| 




And goats he has anew, lady. ^H 


5 Nae time he gied her to be dressed 


And you and twenty thousand merks ^H 


As ladys do when they 're bride, O, 


Wm mak me a man complete, lady.' ^M 


But be hastened and hurried her awa, 


Be content, ete. ^^M 


And he rowd her in his plaid, 0. 


^M 


P 


With monrnfn cries and watery eyes ^^^^^H 


Campbell MSS, H. 129. 


They parted frae each other. ^^^^^^H 


1 EOB Rot free the Highlands came 


3 When they came to the heigh hiltgmte, ^^^^| 


Unto the Lawland border. 


O it 's aye tills lady fainted : ^H 


And he has stolen a lady away, 


*0 wae '. what has that cnrsed monie ^H 


To baud his bouse in order. 


That 's thrown to me invented ? ' ^H 


2 He 'a pu'd her out amang hb men, 


4 When they came to the heigb hill-gnte, ^H 


She holding by her motbei-; 
Tou IT. aa 


And at Bachauan tarried, ^M 


"i 


^^^J 
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They f etchd to her a cloak and g^wn, 
Yet wad she not be married. 

5 Four held her up before the priest, 

Foar laid her on her bed, 
With mournfu cries and watery eyes 
When she by him was laid. 

6 a '11 be kind, I 'U be kind, 

I '11 be kind to thee, lady, - 
And all the country for thy sake 
Shall surely favoured be, lady. 

7 ^ Be content, be content. 

Be content and stay, lady ; 
Now ye are my weded wife 
Until your dying-day, ladie* 

8 ' Rob Roy was my father called, 

McGregor was his name, lady ; 
In every country where he was, 
He did exceed the fame, lady. 



9 ' He was a hedge about his friends^ 
A terror to his foes, lady, 
And every one that did him wrongs 
He hit them oer the nose, lady. 

10 ' Be content, be content, 

Be content and stay, lady ; 
Now ye are my wedded wife 
Until your dying-day, lady. 

11 ' We will go, we will go. 

We will go to France, lady. 
Where I before for safety fled. 

And there wee '1 get a dance, lady. 

12 * Shake a fit, shake a fit. 

Shake a fit to me, lady ; 
Now ye are my wedded wife 
Until your dyingday, lady. 



Ot 



Cromek, Select Scotish Songs, 1810, n, 194, 199; sent by 
Barns to William Tytler, in a letter. 

1 Rob Roy from the Higlilands cam 

Unto the Lawlan border. 
To steal awa a gay ladie. 
To baud his house in order. 

2 He cam owre the Lock o Lynn, 

Twenty men his arms did carry ; 
Himsel gaed in an fand her out, 
Protesting he would marry. 

8 * O will ye gae wi me* ? he says, 
' Or will ye be my honey ? 
Or will ye be my wedded wife ? 
For I love you best of any.' 

4 * I winna gae wi you,' she says, 
* Nor will I be your honey, 
Nor will I be your wedded wife ; 
You love me for my money.* 



5 But he set her on a coal-black steed, 
Himsel lap on behind her, 
An he 's awa to the Highland hills, 
Whare her f riens they canna find her. 



6 ' Rob Roy was my father ca'd, 

MacGregor was his name, ladie ; 
He led a band o heroes bauld, 
An I am here the same, ladie. 

7 * Be content, be content, 

Be content to stay, ladie ; 
For thou art my wedded wife 
Until thy dying day, ladie. 

8 ' He was a hedge unto his friens, 

A heckle to his foes, ladie. 
Every one that durst him wrang, 
He took him by the nose, ladie. 

9 ' I 'm as bold, I 'm as bold, 

I 'm as bold, an more, ladie ; 
He that daurs dispute my word 

Shall feel my guid claymore, ladie/ 



235. ROB ROT 
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lir Waller Scott's IntTodaclion to hii ooTel "Rob lloy," 
Apptiidix, No V, Wnverley Novels. Caddl. 1848. VII, 

1 Rob Rov is frae the Hielands come 

Down lo the Lowland Irarder, 

And he has stolen that lady a,way, 

To haud hb house in order. 

2 He aet her on a milk-white 3t«ed, 

Of none he stood in awe, 
Untill they reached the Hieland hills, 
Aboon the Balmaha. 

3 Saying, Be content, be content) 

Be content with me, lady ; 
Where will ye find in Lennox land 
Sae biaw a man ati me, lady ? 



4 ■ Rob Roy he was my father called, 
MacGregor was his name, lady ; 
A' the country. Car and near. 

Have heard MacGregor's fame, lady. 

G ' He waa a hedge about hia friends, 
A heckle to his foes, lady ; 
If any man did him gainsay. 
He felt his deadly blows, lady, 

6 ' I am as bold, I am as bold, 

I am as bold, and more, lady ; 
Any man that doubts my word 
May try my gude claymore, lady. 

7 'Then be content, be content, 

Be content with me, lady, 
For DOW you are my wedded wife 
Uu^ the day ye die, lady.' 



I 

I 



Camptell MSS, II, 58. 

1 Rob Rot is frae the Highlands come 
Unto the Scottish border. 
And he has stolen a lady gay. 
To keep hia house in order. 



2 He and hia crew surroundtd the house; 

No tidings came before him, 
Or else I 'm snre she wad been gone. 
For she did still abhore him. 

3 He drew her thro amang his crew, 

She holding by her mother: 
With wat«ry eyes and moarnfu cries 
They parted from each other. 

4 He 'b tet her on a milk-white steed, 

Himaelf jumped on behind her. 
And he 's awa to the Highland hllla. 
And her friends they conldna find her. 

5 * be content, be content, 

O be content and stay, lady. 

And never think of going back 

Until your dying day, lady." 

6 As they went over hills and dales, 

This lady oftimes fainted ; 



Cries, Wae be to that cursed money 
This road to me invented ! 

7 ' O dinna think. O dinna think, 

O dinna tlunk to ly. lady ; 
O think na ye yersell we el raatcbd 
On sic a lad as me, lady ? 

8 ' What think ye a my coal-black hair, 

Bat and my twinkling een, lady, 
A little bonnet on my head, 
And cocket up nboon, lady ? 

9 ■ O dinna think, O dinna think, 

O dinna think to ly. lady ; 
O think nae ye yersc-ll weel matchd 
On sic a lad as me, lady ? 

10 ' Rob Roy was my father calld. 

But Gregory was bis name, lady; 
There was neither duke nor lord 
Could eer succeed bis fame, ladj> 

11 ' O may not I, may not I, 

May not I succeed, lady? 
My old fatlier did so design ; 
O now but he is dead, lady. 

12 'My father was a hedge about hia Eriendi, 

A heckle to his foes, lady. 
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And every one that did lum wrang, 
He hit them oer the nose, lady. 

13 a ['m] as bold, I ['m] as bold, 

I ['m] as bold, and more, lady. 
And every one that does me wrong 
Shall feel my good claymore, lady. 

14 ' You need not fear our country cheer. 

Ye 'se hae good entertain, lady ; 
For ye shall hae a feather-bed. 

Both lang and broad and green, lady. 

16 * Come, be content, come, be content. 
Come, be content and stay, lady, 
And never think of going back 
Until yer dying day, lady.' 



16 Twa held her up before the priest. 

Four laid her in her bed, 
And sae mournfully she weeping cry*d 
When she by him was laid I 

17 ' Come, dinna think, come, dinna think. 

Come, dinna think to ly, lady ; 
You '11 surely think yersell weel matchd 
On sic a lad as me, lady. 

18 ' Come, be content, come, be content. 

Come, be content and stay, lady. 
And never think of going baok 
Until your dying day, lady.' 



A Garland of Old Historical Balladi, p. 10, Ann^nrjle 
Society, 1881, from a manascript which had belonged to 
Maidment. 

1 From Drunkie in the Highlands, 

With four and twenty men, 
Rob Oig is cam, a lady fair 
To carry from the plain. 

2 Glengyle and James with him are cam, 

To steal Jean Mitchell's dauchter. 
And they have borne her far away. 
To baud his house in order. 

3 And he has taen Jean Eey*s white hand. 

And torn her grass-green sleeve. 
And rudely tyed her on his horse, 
At her friends asked nae leave. 

4 They rode till they cam to Ballyshine, 

At Ballyshine they tarried ; 
Nae time he gave her to be dressed, 
In cotton gown her married. 



5 Three held her up before the priest. 

Four carried her to bed,*0 ; 
Wi watery eyes and moumfa sighs 
She in bed wi Rob was laid, O. 

6 * Haud far awa from me, Rob Oig, 

Hand far awa from me ! 
Before I lose my maidenhead, 
I '11 try my strength with thee.' 

7 She 's torn the cap from off her head 

And thrown it to the way. 
But ere she lost her maidenhead 
She fought with him till day. 

8 * Wae fa, Rob Oig, upon your head I 

For you have ravished me. 
And taen from me my maidenhead ; 
O would that I cotdd dee ! ' 

9 ' My father he is Rob Roy called, 

And he has cows and ewes, 
And you are now my wedded wife. 
And can nae longer chuse.' 
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B 


1! Over rugged hills and dales ^^^^H 




They rode ; the lady fainted; ^^^^^^^| 




Cried, Woe be to my cursed gold ^^^^^H 


^m miMraliuD*. from two c..piu«, one (ruin Miu H«rper. Kil- 


That has such roads invented! ^^^^^^H 


^B Arummj, the oHn^r from tho llev. U. S-;!)!!, GlonbuckeL 


^^^^^H 




13 As they came in hy Drimmen town ^^^^^| 


^P 1 Bob Roy frae the IIi;,'hlnndB came 


And by Edingarry, ^^^^^H 


^H Dujn to our Lowland bordur; 


He bought to her both i-lo»k and gown, ^^^^H 


' It wns to steal a lady away. 


SiiU thinking the would marry. ^^H 


To Laiid bis house in order. 




1 


14 As they went down yon bonny bum-eide, ^^H 


^m 3 With (our-and-twenty Highland men, 


They at Buchanan tarried ; ^^^^^M 


^H His arms for to carry, 


He clothed her tliere a« a briiJe, ^^^^^H 


^1 He t^ame to steal BtackhiU's daughter, 


Yet she would not be married. ^^^^^H 


^H That lady for to marry. 


^^^^^H 


■ 


IS Without consent they joind their hands, ^^^^^H 


^1 S Nae ane kend o his comming, 


Which law not to (?arry; ^^^^^^^| 


^H Nje tiddings came before him. 


Hi) pnsRion waxed now so hot ^^^^^^^| 


^M Else the lady wourl hae been away. 


He could no longer tarry. ^^^^^^^| 


^B For still she did abhore bim. 


^^^^^^^M 


■ 


16 Two held her up before the priest, ^^^^^^^M 


^F 4 They goarded doora and windows round. 


Four her in the bed then, ^^^^^H 


Nane coud their plot discorer; 


With sighs and cries and watery eyes ^^^^^^B 


Kob Roy entprd then alane, 


When shu was laid beside him. ^^1 


Expressing how he lovd her. 


^^H 




1 T • Ye are come to our Highland hills. ^H 


8 ' Come go willi me, my dear," he said. 


Far frae thy ntitive clan, lady ; ^H 


' Come go with me, my honey, 


Never think of going bni^lt, ^H 


And j-e shall be my wedded wife. 


But take it for tby home, lady. ^H 


For I loTB you best of any.* 


^H 




19 'I'll be kind. I'll be kind, ^H 


6 ■ I will not go with you,' she taid, 


I '11 be kind to thee, lady ; ^^H 


' I '11 never be your honey ; 


All the country, for thv sake, ^^^^^^H 


■ I will not be jour wedded wife. 


Shall surely favourd be, la<]y. ^^^^H 


■ Your love is for my money.' 


^^^^^^^M 


■ 


9 ■ Rob Roy was my father calld, ^^^^^H 


^ ; They woud not stay lill she was drest 


MacGregor was his name, lady, ^^^^^H 


As lailies when thei 'r bridea, 0, 


And all the country where he dwelt ^^^^^H 


But hurried her awa in haste, 


He did exceed for fame, lady. ^^^^^^^M 


And rowd her in their jilaiJs, O. 


^^^^^^^1 




SO ' Noir or then, now or then, ^^^^^^H 


8 He drew her out among his crew, 


Now or then deny, lady ; ^^^^^^^^H 


Bhe holding by her mother; 


Don't think yoursi-lf ^^^^^| 




With ft pretty man like I, lady ? ^^^^^H 


They parted from each other. 


^^^^^^1 




SI ' He was a hedge about friends, ^^^^^^^H 


9 He placed her upon a steed, 


A heckle to foes, lady, ^^^^^^| 


Then jumped on behind her. 


And that did him any wron^, ^^^^^^^| 


And they are la the Highlands gone. 


He look them by the nose, lady. ^^^^^^^| 


Her friend, they cannot find her. 


^^^^^^^M 




n 'Don't tliink, think, ^^^^^H 


10 With many a heavy sob and wail. 


Don't 1 lie, lady. ^^^^H 


They saw, as they stood by her. 


Ye may know the truth by what ^^^^^^^| 


She was so guarded round about 


Was done your country, lady. ^^^^^H 


Her friends could not come nigh her. 


^^^^^^^M 




S9 • My father delights in cows and hoiw, ^^^^^H 




Likewise in goats and sheep, lady, ^^^^^^^| 


But no aid came nnlo her; 


And you with thirty thousand marks ^^^^^^^H 


They guarded her on every tide 


Makes me a man complete, lady. ^^^^H 


That they conld not resole her. 


^^J 
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225. BOB BOT 



24 * Be content, be content, 

Be content and stay, lady ; 
Now ye are my wedded wife 
Untill your dying day, lady. 

25 ' Your friends will all seek after me, 

But I '11 give them the scorn, lady ; 
Before dragoons come oer the Forth, 
We shall be doun by Lorn, lady. 

26 * I am bold, I am bold. 

But bolder than before, lady ; 



Any one dare come this way 

Shall feel my good claymore, lady. 

27 ' We shall cross the raging seas, 

We shall go to France, lady ; 
There we '11 gar the piper play. 

And then we '11 have a dance, lady. 

28 ' Shake a foot, shake a foot, 

Shake a foot wi me, lady. 
And ye shall be my wedded wife 
Until the day ye die, lady.' 



A. 6^^ In one line : By the way this lady aftimes 

fainted. Cf. B 7, C 9, etc. 
12'. prickle: a had reading for heckle. 
15, 16. Ea^ih written in two lines in the MS* 

B. 15*. wi me and thirty merks. Corrupted from 

wi, or and, thirty thousand merks : cf, K, 23*. 

C. « Tune, Gipsy Laddy," 1-12. 

13. ^^ Tune changes to Hand awa fra me, Do- 
nald." 

14, 16, 18 are written as a burden to the stanr 
zas preceding them. 

7*. weepin originally written for watery, and 
erased. 

18*. as bold I '11 roar : more written over roar. 

D. After 7 : Answer to Rob Roy. 8-16 are wriU 

ten in four stanzas of long lines. 
9*. Rob struck out before Roy*s. 
B. ''The first part [1-7] is sung to the air of 

Bonny House of Airly, and the last, Hand 

awa frae me, Donald." 
7^ was laid behind, O : behind wrongly for 

by him. Cf A 9*, etc, 
9^. succeed the fame. So 1 10 nearly ; F 8 

did exceed the fame. This line evidently 

troubled reciters. Another sety says Fiir 



cairn, gives. It did exceed the same. B 11, 
C 15, K 19 have a reading which we may 
taJce to be near the original. 

P. 1*. To keep (hand). 

G. In stanzas of eight lines. '' Tune, a rude set 
of MiU, Mill O." After 4 : " The song went 
on to narrate the forcing her to bed ; when 
the tune changes to something like Jenny 
dang the weaver." 

I. 12*. As a variation, but wrongly (see 13*), Did 
feel his good claymore, lady. 

J. '' I had the first copy from Miss Harper, Kil- 
drummy ; but fearing imperfections, I made 
application, and by chance got another copy 
from the Rey. R. Scott, Glenbucket. TLese 
I blended together and formed a very good 
copy; but I have taken the liberty of alter- 
ing the order of some of the stanzas, and in 
particular, taking out the ninth and making 
it the eleventh, and changing some of the 
words to make it more agreeable." p. 97. 
Original readings in 2\ specified by Laing, 
have been restored, and his 11 put hack to 
9. Whai follows 16 has the title, Variar 
tion. 



